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“Il faut cultiver notre jardin”
 -Voltaire



Prologue
From the Canton Register of June 14, 1835
 
“It is reported the following late today for all of us in the tea trade community. That America’s fastest tea clipper, the Peregrine, has lost to a British competitor, the Willow, from Liverpool.
“These ships, the Peregrine and the Willow, were the two gallant sail left today which had not been vanquished by other contestants and their final heats enthralled the spectators. The wind was again up but changing directions and the brigs started twice. The Willow upset the day by maneuvering to the weather beam each time, standing forward at the end several lengths of the Peregrine. Each time the Willow began the race on her reach no more than fifty yards from the side of her opponent and with such brilliant maneuver and being on the starboard tack, thrust ahead and maintained to the windward of Peregrine, robbing her of wind. The Peregrine, with her fast Maryland cotton sails, gradually bore up on the Willow but even in her crews’ best expertise the older sea-logged brig never accomplished a position close to the Willow beam. The two trials were much alike; the Willow always in the lead for the Gold Cup and this was despite that the Willow gave her royals to handicap the match.
“After the race, the agent from the Barlow Company of Liverpool, owner of the Willow, was heard to say, ‘The Yankee brash will be quiet tonight, I wager.”
“The American captain, Tolchester, grimly declared, ‘Peregrine will come back. She’s not finished yet.’”



Chapter 1
 
May 20, 6 AM
River Sunday, Maryland
 
 
The handmade iron anchor links rattled up the sharply curved black bow of the Peregrine. Her crew strained against the old-fashioned capstan lifting the chain and its anchor from the River Sunday harbor mud. Others climbed aloft in the raked masts or lined up on deck hauling long braces. They skillfully maneuvered the fore topsail backward to the wind so the ship would turn toward the open sea.
Jim “Flower” Cutter smiled as he watched his creation stand forth with the wind and current. His strong face softened for the first time in many weeks of hard work. The Peregrine sailed today to race the world.
This assignment had been his toughest by a long shot. Four months ago, Bill Johnson, President of Johnson Company, had reached him at a project oil well site in West Africa. Jim Cutter’s boss and old friend sounded desperate.
“Change of assignment, Jimmy,” his boss explained, in his unmistakable tone of authority as the head of one of the world’s biggest consumer products multinationals. “You got to come back to the States, go down to the Eastern Shore of Maryland, and take over my Peregrine sailboat race program.”
“I don’t know anything about sailing,” Cutter had replied.
“I can buy sailors,” Bill had said quickly with a typical impatience Cutter recognized all too well. He could picture his boss’s face smiling without humor. “What I need is somebody I have complete confidence in. You’re a former Army Ranger who knows how to kick ass. You’ll get the ship launched. Hell, she’s still up on the shore being built while the competition is doing shakedown runs. I got too much money and Johnson stock staked in this venture to screw around anymore.”
Bill told him only that the Peregrine was to join old-fashioned square-riggers sponsored by multinationals from all over the world in a sail race suggested by the Chinese. The novel idea was a Twenty-First Century competition among replicas of Nineteenth Century craft. The tall ships would compete along the original tea trade route from the Atlantic around Cape Horn to Canton, now Guangzhou, China. Bill said the thrill of watching such an adventure had excited a huge world audience and hopefully a lot of his consumers.
When Cutter arrived in River Sunday, Jolly met him at the small airport. He introduced himself as the shipbuilder. He was a well-rounded short man with white hair, young in muscle and with the grin of a leprechaun. As they walked quickly to Jolly’s truck the little dynamo made it clear. “I told them I needed some bigger fists to get things moving. Your job, Jim, is to stand behind me, stare ‘em down, and spend Bill’s money. I’ll do the rest to make her sail.”
“Can do,” said Cutter right away. “I got a lot to learn about the boat. I’ve been studying the plans Bill sent me.”
Jolly smiled and replied, “First off, she likes to be called a brig. She’s temperamental and deserves respect like any lady. You’ll get used to her, don’t worry.”
It helped Cutter was as tough as the workers in the yard. When he arrived, the white craftsmen were complaining the minority workmen got more pay for less work. He negotiated an agreement. However, a few weeks later a couple of the carpenters insisted their white counterparts still received too much money. A firm glance from Cutter kept them on the job.
He was in his early fifties, tall with a round face, twinkling blue eyes, and curly hair that he got from his Irish mother. He saw humor in life and laughed often and heartily. Yet, he could look at a worker with a persuasive stare that would sell a used car to a used car salesman. Afterward, that same man would come out swearing to trust Cutter to have his back.
If Cutter had a weakness, it was an unbending willingness to choose his job over his family. His Army Ranger past made him like to win and not think about quitting. His former wife Rosa, before she divorced him and took away his young and only son, knew this well. She said he was similar to a general who, having won one war, looked forward to the next.
His attitude might be changing after all these years. Jolly picked up on this one evening when they were relaxing from work at the boatyard. Cutter’s son, Jamie, who he had not seen for ten years, had joined the Peregrine boat crew. Jolly said, in his amused way, “You know, boss, since your kid arrived in River Sunday, you’re almost a different guy.”
“Hell, Jolly, I didn’t even know Jamie was here. I had to find out from you guys in the boatyard. No skin off me.”
“I dunno, Boss. You’ve changed. Maybe you hustle a little easier on us around the yard.”
“I’m learning how to please you River Sunday folks.”
“It’s something more. You know Bill Johnson up in New York is all you got to make happy.”
Today the Peregrine was leaving for the voyage into the Atlantic to reach the official starting line. In a few days she would meet the other racers and begin her quest for the prize. Cutter took a moment to look down at the white peonies in the garden at the pier. They are as beautiful as the Peregrine, he thought. His mother had told him these flowers were originally from China. That was centuries ago when the plants were imported by the British gardeners. Cutter had grown up knowing about, of all things, flowers. It was his fascination to observe them wherever he was, able to touch blossoms gently with his strong hands. This time, though, he broke off his reverie. He looked up quickly and admired again the new ship, his creation, the pride of this little town.
Even from the distance Cutter heard the chants.
 
My Tommy’s gone on the Eastern Shore,
My Tommy’s gone and I’ll go too;
Hurrah, you high low,
For without Tommy I can’t do.
My Tommy’s gone a high low.
My Tommy’s gone to Baltimore,
My Tommy’s gone and I’ll go too;
Hurrah, you high low,
For without Tommy I can’t do.
My Tommy’s gone a high low.
 
“I bet you the chantey hasn’t been heard over these waters in maybe a hundred years,” said Jolly in a proud voice, standing next to him.
Cutter said, “I worry about us having sailed her only two shakedown cruises down the Bay.”
“We done what we could in the time we had, Jim. Besides, the Peregrine’s captain has her in line. He’s got coastal and Caribbean experience handling square-riggers. The other captains available had ocean time but only with single-mast boats.”
Cutter nodded. He agreed with Bill’s choice. He too wanted a man who could handle a brig where fore and aft cloth mixed with square sails. His two-masted brig was designed to be used for coastal sailing with the fore and aft sails. The square canvas was hoisted to get the air from behind in ocean trade winds. It took know-how to make it work.
Jolly added, “You can’t hide it, Jim. You’re worried about your boy, aren’t you?”
He could not fool Jolly. Cutter tried to hide his concern. The boy had become a part of his life again. He had not seen Jamie since his former wife took him away on a British flight from that dusty African town. Since then, the boy had lived in Argentina with his mother and her new husband.
Cutter answered, “One thing, he’s not afraid of climbing up high masts.”
“You got that right. He’s a natural born top man up in the spars,” replied Jolly. “The boy has no rust in him, just fresh steel and timber.”
Out in the harbor more sails were let go from yardarms and dropped to fill with wind. The crew adjusted the staysails and jibs to the early southeast breeze. The square cloth slapped and grew taut with the braces and sheet lines. As they provided thrust, the Peregrine, towering over the spectator boats, sailed ahead. The outward tide added speed. The ship’s wake became a white curl sliced upward by the curved sharp bow. The water raced along the black planks of the hull and out from the sides of the deep canted rudder.
She moved towards the Chesapeake, past the town’s famous rock pile rising like a tiny island in the harbor. The monument, constructed to honor the freed local slaves after the Civil War, would normally have been the center of attraction for tourists, but not today. All eyes were on this classic replica ship as it passed on its port and starboard sides the sleek late Twentieth Century ocean yachts. They were owned by observers from American, British, and French competitor teams, as well as many smaller weekend cruisers and sloops. Overhead, helicopters from Baltimore, photographing live video for the national and overseas news, droned like big searching bees looking over the strange white and black flower below.
In front of her a gray United States Navy guided missile frigate was moored. Her ensign flew at the center masthead; a Sikorsky Seahawk helicopter warmed up on her deck. The Assateague, a 110-footer from the Coast Guard, also stood by. To her starboard, on shore, hundreds of white, tan, and black families were standing in the backyards of their houses, silent as the ship heeled and gathered speed. Next to them, craftsmen were clustered on the wooden and steel railway of the shipyard or the tarpaper-covered roof of the long white woodworking shed. Seamstresses who created the antique Peregrine cotton sails stood on the town pier, their faces glowing. Here also the local high school band belted out the state song “Maryland My Maryland.” With them a white-haired choir from the Flying Tigers World War Two veterans club sang in harmony. All in all, the birth of this ship was treated as a resurrection by the townspeople; a rebirth of their heritage.
Morning shadows from the taller brick buildings spread over Cutter and the other spectators. When the band stopped, they heard the commands of the mates and the continuing cracks of sails filling with wind. The sailors climbed aloft, letting go more cloth and shifting the great controlling lines that adjusted the yardarms.
“Good party on the Peregrine deck last night,” said Jolly.
Cutter nodded. “The town newspaper editor said it’s the best Goddamned thing that has ever happened to this town.”
He paused, then said, “You got us all set?”
Jolly leaned over and whispered, “The navigation people estimate her to log two hundred twenty nautical miles a day.” The little man looked around suspiciously at the other revelers, many of them competitors, here to learn Peregrine race secrets.
“Keep at it,” Cutter said. “We need all the speed we can get.”
At the party one of Bill’s advertising staffers had approached him. She was a twenty-something, dressed in an expensive suit and heels. Her leather computer briefcase hung with a wide strap over her slender shoulder. She laughed with excitement, saying, “Jim, you wouldn’t believe our web site. We’re selling thousands of little plastic boat models and all kinds of black tee shirts with falcons on them. We’re rock star viral on YouTube.”
The highlight was seeing his son with several of his fellow crewmen. The crew dressed, tanned and handsome, in the Peregrine black shirts and white trousers.
“We got the situation well in hand, Sir,” Jamie had said. He was a strong, tall man, with the fresh face of youth. His voice held a trace of the Spanish he had spoken most of his teenage years when living with his Argentine mother in Buenos Aires. His eyes showed respect, but his father could spot no signs of love.
“We’ll beat ‘em all,” a companion had yelled out, his red face contrasting with his long yellow hair as he hoisted his beer. Another crewperson, the ship’s cook, had her music pod booming the US Marine cadence of Christina Aguilera’s “Candyman.”
Below deck Cutter had smelled the new wood, the varnish, and the sweat of the crewmembers. A whale-oil lantern swung from a cross beam casting old-fashioned shadows.
He had moved around the thick mast in the center of the passage, the crew hammocks and storage on each side of him. He stopped and examined the wall planking. He looked closely at the frame timbers holding the planking. He remembered he had been told that the ship needed twice as many; that she was built too light for the pounding of ocean weather.
He remembered the continuous arguments while they were constructing the Peregrine. It was a choice between less weight, more speed, or more safety. The French competitor had more frames but it was a heavier boat.
Jolly had told him, “Don’t forget, the Nineteenth Century crews handled these flimsy hulls and got home.” He remembered though that this was the Twenty-First Century.
He traced a spot over his son’s hammock. That was the location of the waterline. The Peregrine was low in the water for speed. If she swamped with water in a storm, this whole area would flood quickly. His son might be sleeping here.
Above the hammock were pinned the following words:
“Use the wind. Do not let it use you.
Cutter smiled. So the boy remembered after all. He knew where that saying had come from.
Cutter’s mind returned quickly to the morning celebration around him. More music soared over the harbor. The band had shifted to its local version of the Star Spangled Banner, heavy with percussion. A young girl’s voice sang in a variety of keys among the drumbeats. The Flying Tigers serenaded with her. A large American flag which had been hand-sewn in the old manner by a group of women from the refrigerator division of Johnson Company bustled out from its halyard suspended off the massive spanker sail. Following that unfurling, at the mainmast the orange and black flag of Maryland was hoisted and began streaming backward. From the foremast, the triangle pennant of the Nineteenth Century tea company, Williams Trading of New York, now part of Bill’s company, was hauled up into place. The ancient yellow streamer, embossed with a constellation of small blue stars, stretched far out to starboard in the breeze. It had been personally delivered by a lively white-haired descendent, who waved from the pier, cheering like a teenager.
As he scanned the flotilla, Cutter spotted a long green yacht with no one on deck. He motioned to Jolly. “That boat is still here.”
Jolly nodded as his constant grin left his face. They both knew the silent ocean cruiser had been anchored in the harbor for a week.
About the time that yacht arrived, one of Jolly’s workmen had fallen from the Peregrine foremast while doing last minute adjustments. He was killed and police had not ruled out foul play. A bearded stranger seen in the yard was still being sought for questioning.
Cutter yelled in the direction of the yacht, “Your dirty tricks haven’t stopped us yet, you bastard.”
At this moment the horns of the various yachts began a chorus to honor the brig. The sonorous foghorns of the larger ships out in the Bay answered these. The noise deafened, like a Fourth of July but without fireworks.
Jolly said, his voice raised over the din, “Can’t beat the sendoff.”
Cutter nodded. The brig rounded the last point of the harbor heading south into the Chesapeake Bay to the Atlantic. Soon over the far dark ridges of loblolly pine trees appeared only the flags and pennant at the tips of the raked masts. He snapped a former Ranger salute to his son, Jamie, and to his son’s young and enthusiastic shipmates. He hoped the Peregrine and its crew found the luck they needed. He prayed he’d meet all hands in China, still fresh and proud.
“Come on,” said Jolly. “New York called again. The jet is warming at the town airport.”



Chapter 2
 
May 20, 4 PM
New York City
 
Cutter stepped out from the creaking elevator into the paneled hallway. Old leather from the chairs along the wooden walls gave a historic aroma. A model ship as tall as Cutter greeted him from its protective glass and mahogany case. Scroll letters and numbers on a brass plaque stated this was the original Clipper Brig Peregrine, 1831-1840.
He looked closer. Beside the ship was a small pewter tea caddy with a Chinese pagoda motif on its round cap. A label stated the etching represented the ancient Temple of the Six Banyan Trees in Guangzhou, People’s Republic of China. The faded metal container had six sides in a mysterious shape that seemed designed to hold not only tea but other small secrets.
The portrait of Captain Richard Tolchester, the brig’s commander, hung on the panel to the right. Tolchester’s face reminded Cutter of the skipper he had selected for the new Peregrine, Captain Hall. The artist had painted a clean-shaven man, with a shock of black hair and a blue captain’s jacket stretched tautly up around his neck. A laced shirt with a ribbon tie covered his chest. The strong face, similar to Hall's, had intense eyes, capable of terrifying a sailor. Cutter also spotted a flicker of humor in the man’s lips, a sign of amusement with the life around him. This man was an ocean god of his floating island, of its wood, cloth, and human sinew.
He noticed scorch marks on the edges of the old portrait’s oil paint surface. The large frame, garish in the early Victorian style, partially hid other burn marks. Another brass plate similar to the one on the ship and located underneath read,
Captain Richard Tolchester, of the Clipper Brig Peregrine. Record crossing of the Pacific from Callao Peru to Canton China 1837, 56 days 4 hours. Painting rescued from the burned-out office of the company’s Canton tea agent Fusang following the departure of the Peregrine in 1840. Ship lost in hurricane with all hands October 10 of that same year.
In the conference room several nineteenth-century casement windows oversaw the harbor, their wooden muntins separating its blue water into small frames of sparkle. Inside, executives sat around an old mahogany table of the kind that had once sent clipper ships to China a century ago. They represented the teams of the four competitor yachts. Cutter knew some of them. The light from outdoors played over their faces and showed temerity, an awareness that sizable amounts of money were at stake. Ironically they, like their antique racing boats, were more similar than not to the old tea traders in New York that had bet their livelihood on that former China trade. They shared and rekindled these challenges from an ancient enemy, the sea. They feared back-stabbing treachery. They worried about the danger to the boats. These modern businessmen also worried about losing customers from bad public relations if their crews fared badly in the television coverage.
Bill Johnson appeared fit and tanned as he sipped his well-spiked coffee. He enjoyed the risk. He always had as long as Cutter had worked for him. He smiled, but it was part of an iron stare, like a clever poker player bluffing with a poor hand. He waved Cutter to the chair next to him. On his other side sat Bill’s assistant. Bill had long ago nicknamed her Monroe. She was a long-haired pretty woman. Her beauty warmed the chill atmosphere of the room.
As he sat down, Cutter said, “Missus Emma Williams, your trustee, joined us at the sailing this morning.”
Bill said, “I asked her to be there.” He had purchased the Williams Company after Emma Williams’s husband died. Her son had a successful electronics business in California and was not interested in the family firm. She therefore sold it to Bill’s corporation but remained as a trustee to insure, as she said, respect for her husband’s memory. When Bill called her with the news of the race, she immediately contributed a large portion of her personal fortune to outfit the boat.
“Your son still sailing in the Peregrine crew?” asked Bill.
“Yes. He’s independent, I don’t see him much,” Cutter replied.
“Like his father?” Bill added, with a smile. “You’re lucky. Any of my relatives just come for money.”
Behind him the official photographs of all the competitor brigs decorated the wall. To the left posed his ship with its low and black privateer character. The Louis 14, the French entry, was elegant with its blue hull. Then came the other American boat, Strand’s America, green with a yellow stripe down its side. Finally he saw the white British racer, the Willow.
A wall-size Chinese-made electronic console showed a digital world chart from the North Atlantic start to the China finish. It indicated positions, using colorful boat avatars, and the weather they faced at those locations. Managers like Cutter had a matching display in their own offices for competitor boat operations. All computers connected to a satellite reporting system tied into the on-board safety systems. These devices were the only modern equipment allowed by the Chinese race rules. Otherwise, the boats competed with completely antique material. This digital network provided daily data. Each day control teams received one private update with boat captains by satellite phone.
Each racer had its own map symbol. He noted the blue king's crown avatar for the French and the white flower for the British. Strand International sported a green eagle while the Peregrine had its black falcon. Reports on each competitor’s sailing tack, current, wind, and weather printed out on the big console in digital boxes.
Cutter read Peregrine’s data. She was flying down the Chesapeake close hauled in sunlight with current and breeze speeding her along. Her sharp hull allowed her to point closer to the wind. He’d ask the team when he got back to River Sunday but he’d bet she was doing close to ten knots.
He muttered to Bill about the green yacht in the harbor at River Sunday. “Strand,” said Bill. They both looked across the table at the little man and his large assistant.
Strand and Angel Slidell stared back at Cutter from their seats. Slidell finally said, with his “gotcha” grin, “Cutter, heard you and your boss had some trouble. Maybe a man got himself killed.” Bill put his hand on Cutter’s arm to keep him from answering.
The two men would have been comical if Cutter had not known about their vicious natures. Strand himself was a tiny man with a squeak of a voice and a strong evil mind. His head was oversize for the rest of him. He had a team of killers working for him, men and women who had no loyalty except to the money Strand paid them. Cutter knew all too well how efficient these people were from conflict with them around the world. It was a world of private armies and bribes and Cutter knew his business. Strand, however, took delight in killing to get his way.
Slidell had poor features, his pointed head lightly covered with tan strands of hair, his skin a lifeless white. He wore the same oversize and dark wraparound sunglasses that overpowered his ghostly face. The pallor gave him a nickname, “Angel,” that he was called, mostly behind his back, as long as Cutter had known him. He carried both a knife and a gun and knew how to use them when no one was a witness. Over in Africa his pale appearance had made the native black women point at him in fear or perhaps amusement. Angel meant the same as “trickster” to them, short for someone to be feared and not trusted.
Strand looked up from reading his Wall Street Journal and was smiling at Slidell’s remark. His eyes penetrated the air like spears. He said to Bill, “Our captain tells me his crew will give you a good run. You haven’t had another sailor die, I assume.”
Barlow, the round-faced British competitor, spoke up. “I told you, Johnson, you bet on the wrong horse. We’ll take you like we did two centuries ago.” Barlow purchased a whole boatyard in Liverpool to build his entry. Bill’s spy reports had predicted that the new Willow was too heavy to beat the Peregrine.
“Peregrine’s timber is not waterlogged this time, Barlow. You won’t have such an easy time of it,” answered Bill.
A tall woman sat next to the Brit. Cutter knew the type, statuesque and competent, like a pirate captain, one who took no prisoners. The woman looked away from him and spoke quickly in French to her younger assistant. Papers exchanged between them. The older woman gazed through them, nodded, and smiled. It was the kind of smile that Cutter knew all too well. He suspected she’d come up with some treachery to hurt his boat at sea.
Cutter noticed the handout material in front of him. He’d seen it before, a copy of the official Chinese invitation to the race. He looked through the decorative red paper, reading the yellow type.
 
Drawing on the Nineteenth Century tradition of clipper ship racing, the government of the People’s Republic of China is proud to announce the Great China Sail Race, a challenge to pay special tribute and celebration of centuries of international trade specifically with its European and American neighbors. It offers the winner a gold cup and a prize of ten million dollars. Entrants are limited to any foreign corporation presently doing business in China. That firm must have an exemplary history of early China commerce. It will construct a replica cargo brig to duplicate the historic ship it owned before.
The race is to be internationally televised with full cooperation and assistance of the Chinese government. The sailing race, while similar to other tall ship races and the Volvo-Whitbread round the World Race sponsored in the West, will be done in the old-fashioned manner traditional to these classic brigs rather than using modern technology typical of highly designed modern racing yachts. It will begin June 2 two years hence from a rendezvous point in the Mid- Atlantic, and continue nonstop on the old clipper routes to finish at Guangzhou, present name of the old tea port of Canton, by October 15 in time for the
opening of the Autumn Chinese Export Commodities Fair where the prize will be awarded.
The ships are to be two-masted brigs rigged true to the designs, running gear, and equipment of the period 1830 to 1840. They must be exact replicas of ships actually used in history and must be navigated in all weather in the old manner. Modern gear is allowed only for required international safety regulations. It includes a Chinese manufactured satellite tracking and communication system provided by the Chinese sponsor. Use of other electronics will cause disqualification. Repairs to each brig will be made by the crew without outside assistance unless given permission by the sponsor and subject to challenge by competitors at the end of the race in Guangzhou.
The Chinese sponsor insists boat sponsoring corporations and entrants will be disqualified if records are uncovered of any Nineteenth Century slave or opium trading. Malicious crimes against China in either corporate history or in the logs of these ships will also be grounds.
 
Bill leaned over and said in a low voice, “I’ve just learned somebody’s been buying up short sales contracts on Johnson Company stock. If my Wall Street price goes down, my competitors can buy me cheap. They will take over control of Johnson. This race is kind of up close and personal.”
“You don’t know who is doing it?” asked Cutter.
Bill replied, “My people are checking. I’ll tell you one thing. It might be any of these clowns here today. All of us are having their stock issues played by speculators betting on the risks. It could even be one of our employees. Anyway, when one of us gets in trouble out in the ocean and has his stock fall, someone will be rich with the short sales.”
The clock on the wall struck three. At the last beat, a side door opened. A tall man with a narrow oriental face and white hair shining with grease, entered. He strode as a dancer but with the deadliness of a gunfighter. He radiated strength and speed.
“I am Dela and have been appointed by the Government of the People’s Republic of China to make sure all goes smoothly. Today I wish to introduce the Chinese manufacturer whose concept inspired this world competition.”
Dela stood to the side as a Chinese woman entered. She curtly nodded to him. She had black hair cut short, a solemn mature expression accented with rimless glasses. She was dressed in a tailored red suit which fit her slim figure. Under her right arm was a large portfolio of expensive leather. She walked with military stiffness to the front of the table.
Dela said, “This is Professor Tung, Director General of the Chinese Motor Truck Company, which constructs, as you surely realize, the famous powerful vehicles of the People’s Liberation Army.”
The woman nodded as Dela spoke, approving of what he said.
Bill whispered. “I know about Tung. She’s got money and party connections. The truck company is one of the best government corporations. She has a solid reputation for sticking to agreements with Americans in her deals.”
“Yeah, but I know Dela from the past. I would not trust him at all.”
Maybe he was wrong but this professor had an aura of dedication that made Cutter uneasy. He had a sudden sense that she would not hesitate to hurt his ship and its crew to carry out her purpose. Then he relaxed, remembering Bill’s advice when they had first worked together. Bill had said, “Good business people are all the same. They don’t get emotionally involved in who or what they are trading. In business, you’re no good to me if you think of anything but the money you’re planning to make. Don’t worry that people will be hurt.”
Professor Tung came forward holding some of the sheets of paper from her portfolio. She said, “For several years our engineers have studied the automobile markets of the United States and the Western countries. We have observed the market entries by various Asian companies. We realized our need for marketing experience. Our management has proposed this race and that its winner will be offered the opportunity to join us in distribution. I am here today to inform you competitors of the car we plan to sell with your help”
“Now we know their cards,” whispered Bill with a grin.
Cutter murmured, “They’ll have us barbarians kill each other off to save them the trouble, then give the contract to the last man standing.”
Bill added, “I figured they had something up their sleeve more than celebrating the history of the China tea trade. Glad now I jumped in with my Peregrine. We’ve got to win this thing, Jimmy.”
Professor Tung picked up a large picture from the portfolio. The audience leaned forward to gaze intently as if they were children waiting for a Santa Claus gift. She handed it to the first at the table, the British owner, and then reached for a second graphic.
Sighs and comments followed the prints as they moved from hand to hand. When the first picture was in front of him, Cutter studied the low slung vehicle prototype. Across the bottom of each page the single word “Clipper” stood forth in bright typeset.
“The old Packard automobile name,” said Bill, to the others.
Dela smiled “Yes, the American Packard. We bought the trademark. Ladies and gentlemen, I must advise you these are secret drawings for your appreciation only. They will be given to the press at appropriate moments later. A full-size version of the Clipper is to be introduced at the Export Commodities Fair in Guangzhou at the same time as we present the gold trophy to the boat winner.”
Professor Tung said, “I am sure you have questions about the car. It will resemble and we think improve one of the most successful small cars in history.”
“The Mustang,” blurted Cutter.
“Right you are,” said Dela, as Tung smiled broadly. “It’s a vehicle to appeal to all segments of the market.”
Bill added quietly, “Yeah, Jim, you just better win for me.” Bill motioned to the excited executives around the table. “They see the opportunity too.”
After the meeting broke up, Dela found Cutter at the side of the room as the group began to break up. “I have been pleased to find you associated with this project, Cutter.”
Cutter asked, his voice not hiding his hatred, “General Dela. So you remember me?”
“Why not? Warriors remember their opponents if they survive. You almost killed me.”
Cutter spoke slowly. “If I’d had another minute, I would have.”
“I don’t think so, Jim. You’re not a killer.”
“You’re wrong. I would have killed you if I could,” Cutter replied.
His mind reeled with the memories of being a young Army Ranger sent in after the war to find missing soldiers. He heard the machine guns and grenades. He saw again this General, where he had fallen from trying to escape. He was stretched out in mud, reaching for his Chinese-made pistol. Cutter was ready to fire his rounds at the man’s smiling face. The Vietnamese were counterattacking. Rounds were coming from all sides. Then his arm had flown back into his face with an enemy bullet’s impact. The blackness came over him as he fell to the ground. He remembered the general laughing at him.
Dela added, reading Cutter’s thoughts, “We both survived.” Cutter heard that same laugh in the tone of his words.
Cutter said, staring hard at his former enemy, “You need to fix our satellite communications problems. We requested repairs because we still have interference.”
Dela’s smile faded. He said, in a polite and official tone, “I have been informed by my staff of your requests.” Then after a pause, he added, with a sneer, “We have already sent technicians and provided several replacements. You should be aware the other competitors have reported no trouble with the equipment.”
Cutter nodded. The last Chinese mechanic came to River Sunday a month ago, didn’t fix anything, and spent most of his time enjoying the seafood restaurants. The crew had nicknamed him “Imperial Crab,” because of his fondness for that local delicacy.
He paused. “So we’re the only ones with junk equipment. It couldn’t be that you might want to get even with me could it, General Dela?”
The General did not smile. “I’ll look into the matter again,” he said.
Cutter turned his back, knowing that he should have killed this man when he had a chance.



Chapter 3
 
May 25 8 AM
River Sunday. Maryland
 
Cutter dressed in his black Peregrine polo shirt, shorts, and a new pair of sunglasses. His left chest had the white outline of a bird with talons. He hurried down the wide steps of the Chesapeake Hotel. He passed the two-hundred-year-old cast iron bell in the garden. The black doorman had informed him its tolling had once brought the field slaves back to quarters from their work. When Katy Marbury, his history professor girlfriend from Baltimore, noticed it a few months ago, she had smiled knowingly. She told him she was in the midst of writing a book on the old Chesapeake planters exposing them as America's first drug traders. “The colonial British government tried to outlaw the importation of the weed!” Katy was that way, a bright beautiful woman with a thousand projects, most of which she could not fit into her crowded schedule.
The town clock three blocks away in the cupola of the courthouse droned eight o’clock. He reached the door of the Peregrine race command center. He caught a quick glimpse of the harbor on his right. Wispy clouds drifted over the Chesapeake Bay. In the distance water sparkled with dark workboat shapes interrupting the bright morning sunshine. Inside the control center, the stale smell from the overworked air conditioning met him like a fog. He nodded to his secretary Laura, who gave him one of her country smiles showing her beautiful milk-white teeth. Jolly had hired her to help Cutter with messages when he first came to town. Laura's husband drove a dairy truck and she had grown up accustomed to the slow pace of Eastern Shore life. Working for Cutter in this office, she had achieved the local status of a lottery winner. Her job with Cutter surpassed most town jobs in money and perks.
She motioned him to Doc Jerry’s desk where the daily report had come in from the Peregrine. Each skipper at sea was permitted routine communication by satellite phone with his headquarters. Individual competitor teams also linked to the Chinese for monitoring of illegal race behavior. All the components of the Global Maritime Distress Safety System were incorporated including transponders installed by Chinese technicians. Temperature, current, tide and wave information downloaded to each ship on these daily communications. The skippers and their headquarters could discuss crew health, repairs, and personal messages as well as weather. Cutter did not provide extensive planning to his captain at sea. He thought he should sail as much as possible on his own. It did allow for warnings of serious storm emergencies. Bill had hired top notch ocean racing experts and filled Doc Jerry’s office with technology to track the elements affecting the ship at sea. They had gone into a general tactical plan. One of the electronic screens on the wall showed the whole route and references to problems. Plans had been made in advance for ways to avoid bad currents or to take advantage of various winds and suggestions as to sails to use. Captain Hall had on board copies of these ideas.
From the large electronic chart, Cutter spotted the black avatar of the Peregrine four days out. Close by sailed the blue symbol of the French boat. The other two brigs were closing on them, from north of the rendezvous. The start of the race was only days away.
On the display, the red line traced the prescribed race with rectangle boxes of degrees at each target mark to be reached. Competitors had to sail within one hundred miles of each mark.
Box one- North 29 degrees 49 minutes latitude, West 34 degrees 35 minutes longitude, the starting line in the Atlantic Ocean. This was the historic area in which the old clippers turned south with favorable winds. From this Azores location, the boats shot the winds down towards the Brazilian Coast.
Box two- The next mark was at Cape Horn, South 54 degrees, 4 minutes latitude, West 68 degrees 16 minutes longitude. From here the ships steered west and then north. They proceeded up the western shoreline of South America.
Box three- This was a Pacific Ocean departure mark of South 10 degrees 53 minutes latitude West 79 degrees 4 minutes Longitude, near Callao Peru. The route stretched across the Pacific.
Box four- This was near Hawaii at North 3 degrees 6 minutes latitude, West 161 degrees 9 minutes longitude.
Box five- The next was the Philippine mark at North 13 degrees 30 minutes latitude and East 139 degrees 45 minutes longitude.
Box six- Turning north again, they competed to the finish rectangle at North 22 degrees 24 minutes latitude and East 113 degrees 68 minutes longitude in the area of Hong Kong and the old port of Canton, now called Guangzhou. The chart maker had set the four flags of the racers in the final spot, similar to the line of trading houses kept by the various countries in Nineteenth Century Canton.
He went first to the workstation of Sparkles, Doc’s assistant. She used her software talents to manage the allowed computer updates. Cutter liked to kid the pretty and enthusiastic young woman about the framed pictures of her heroes. Sparkles had carefully arranged a portfolio of local baseball stars, all of whom grew up near River Sunday. Frank “Home Run” Baker played infield for Philadelphia in 1922, Jimmy Foxx “Double X” slugged from third base for Boston in 1945, and Harold Baines held down right field for Chicago in 2001. She assured Cutter if she ever found someone as much of a man as these heroes of hers she’d marry him.
Doc Jerry spoke into his sat phone, with a little more excitement than he usually displayed, “Repeat. Over.” He was sitting forward and, leaning on his elbows, trying to improve the reception. He dressed in a Boston Red Sox tee shirt and shorts. He turned back to Cutter. “Hall’s having trouble with the phone again.” Captain Hall called in each day at noon after he finished sighting the sun for navigation corrections on the boat’s dead reckoning plot or direction.
Cutter grimaced. Dela’s Chinese technician had left River Sunday after grinning all the time but never getting the system to work well. The speaker phone clicked on. Through the broken sentences, Hall was describing the French clipper brig which had arrived during the night. Static ended the broadcast again.
“Keep trying.”
“He’s talking about the Louis 14 from France,” said Sparkles.
“The French have been progressing down from Nova Scotia since she harbored to repair their rigging from the crossing.”
Over Doc Jerry’s desk, Cutter noticed a large colorful poster thumb-tacked on the yellowed plaster wall above the instruments.
“Where’d this come from?”
Doc Jerry said, “Katy found it for me in her museum. It looks good with our boat going to China and the old Far East ports.”
He read from a printout. “This shows you guys the judgment of pirates by the Chinese court. This was the Consoo house. The orange and blue hues of the painting illustrate vividly the decorative interior of a British factory or office. Hundreds of Chinese attendees are there with foreign sailors in colorful costumes as well as Europeans and Americans merchants from the other factories. All are gathered to witness this hearing by Chinese officials sitting at the raised platform. The prisoners are in the foreground bound in small cages. They’re being accused by a French sailor.”
Cutter chuckled, “This is supposed to tell me we’re going to end up in jail?”
Sparkles said in her soft voice, “Never hurts to know your enemy.”
Cutter heard more phone static. “A few years ago, that French captain bid against us on a European deal. He’s a smart businessman.”
“Pierre Etranger. He's also got a top record as an amateur ocean racer,” said Doc Jerry.
“I remember his French venture group took business away from Strand’s people,” said Cutter.
Doc Jerry smiled. “If that boat sails well, he might be competition.”
After a moment Cutter said, looking at Doc Jerry’s downcast eyes, “What’s the matter? You’re not telling me something.”
He hesitated. “Your son and Etranger’s daughter have spent a lot of time together.”
“Jamie and the Frenchman’s girl?”
“He met her at college.”
“Jamie never told me,” said Cutter. He hesitated, then said, “I guess his mother knew.”
Doc Jerry muttered, “Kids tell things to different people.”
Cutter grinned, “Is he serious about her?”
“She seems to be good for him. Way I understand it, she got him to finish school.”
“Where is she now?”
“She’s on the French boat with her father.”
“Goddamn.” Cutter’s eyes twinkled, trying to hide his hurt. His hope of reconciliation with his son had been a fantasy. The boy had not come to sail on the Peregrine to be with his father. He realized the kid came for the girl, not him. He must still have all that hatred of Cutter his mother had taught him.
Cutter said, “He’s like his old man. He should have had better sense than have women on his mind. Sailing around the world is going to take all his concentration.” He remembered that was the cause of his divorce, having his family with him in Africa in the middle of the brutal fighting at the wells in those days.
“If you ask me, he didn’t tell you because you’d have that attitude.”
“Shouldn’t I?”
Doc Jerry continued, “At first he signed to sail on the French boat with her. When he found out you were involved with a replica ship too, he switched and tried out for the Peregrine crew.”
Cutter felt better. His son had come partly to be with his father. He said, “I’m glad he’s doing things on his own.”
“He feels he hasn’t been successful in your eyes. For one thing, he knew you’d turn him down if you had known. Makes a kid desire to do it all the more.”
Cutter said, “I wouldn’t want him to take the risk.”
“He knows what you did at his age when you joined the Rangers, got yourself shot up in Vietnam. That’s something to live up to.”
“I get it. Give me a break though. News of this girlfriend is a lot to handle.”
Doc Jerry added, “I’ve met her. She’s good on electronics.”
“I hope she’s not as ugly as her father.” Cutter chuckled, “Looked like a hedgehog. We made jokes about him. I don’t think he ever understood the English of what we were saying.”
Doc Jerry reached up and shut off the phone. Without the loud static, the room quieted. “Atmospherics are not helping us either. Maybe be better tomorrow.”
Three hours later the door to the office opened and let in a waft of hot summer air. It was laden with the midday stench of melted creosote tar from the overheated pilings at the harbor wharf.
Laura, the receptionist, called out. “Mister Cutter, you’ve got a visitor.”
He recognized the one local man he did not want to talk to. With his dark form silhouetted against the outside intense light, Pastor Allingham stood in front of Laura. As the black preacher closed the opening softly behind him, the sunlight shrunk gradually to a smaller triangle until gone.
The Pastor smiled, put out his hand, and said, “Laura had arranged this appointment for me. I hope I’m not stopping by at a bad time.”
Cutter walked toward him. Laura didn’t meet his eyes. “Fine, Pastor. I’m sorry we had so much trouble meeting. Been a madhouse around here getting the Peregrine away.”
“Can we have a few minutes now?” he asked.
Cutter shook hands. “Of course.” Cutter waved his arm to a chair and sat down. “Anything wrong?” He expected more complaints about the treatment of black workers.
“Not yet.”
Cutter took a deep breath. “I guess you want to discuss the church building repairs.” Jolly had mentioned the preacher wanted a charitable contribution for the roof.
The pastor jerked his head, slightly embarrassed, and replied quickly, “Oh no. That’s not why I’m here today.”
“Well,” said Cutter, in his most pleasant voice, “What can I do for you?”
“I’ve come to tell you something about the Peregrine.”
The Pastor’s face had a frown. Cutter felt a chill in the hot room air.
“The Peregrine?” asked Cutter, trying not to show alarm. What now, he thought.
“Yessir,” replied the Pastor.
Cutter said, “She was pretty sailing out of the harbor the other morning.”
The Pastor nodded. “Could you walk with me out by my church? It’ll just take a few minutes.”
“We can’t talk here?”
“No. I want you to meet a parishioner.”
They walked. Banks and marinas were spaced along the street, most of them built with a colonial look to match the town heritage. Dozens of local citizens greeted them. Many introduced their husbands and wives or children.
“River Sunday people care,” said Cutter as they moved away from the center of town.
“They respect you.”
“Not as much as you.”
“We each of us create good in our own ways.”
They passed the courthouse, a Georgian building of brick built not long after the Revolution. In front surrounded by giant boxwood were statues, one of a brass Confederate soldier holding a greening battle flag, another a flat plaque of a helicopter of the Vietnam era, a third dedicated to a famous local aviator of the Thirties.
Cutter said, “So much history in this town. It resembles a miniature of the whole United States.”
The pastor nodded. “The big maritime story here occurred in the War of 1812. The British tried to destroy us because of the fast schooners and brigs built here. The privateers raided England. To stop them the British actually bombarded the town with cannons from their large warships. However, the people fooled them. They put lanterns in the woods to draw fire and most of the cannon balls went into the forest instead.”
“Ships like the Peregrine were designed in those days,” said Cutter.
“We have quite a history, that’s for sure,” said the Pastor. “All the parts of it. The pile of foundation stones too.” The slave monument out in the harbor had been constructed from the ruins of an old slave auction building. This subject he had not brought up with any locals, black or white. He didn’t want to start the Civil War, the Confederate War as they called it, all over again.
The street turned to the left and moved into a poorer area with single-story houses, neat and well kept, with older cars along the curbs. In the distance were gray-walled factory buildings, all in a state of decrepit collapse. The Pastor mentioned these were the abandoned remains of canneries where most of the black population and many of the whites had labored packing produce and seafood.
They came to a church with walls covered with modern white vinyl. The steeple, at the end of a sagging roof, held a small brass cross. The front door looked worn, with a simple wood handle and marks in the paint to show much use. Inside a choir practiced.
“My church,” said the pastor. “The sisters are working on next Sunday’s service.”
“They make a beautiful sound,” observed Cutter.
“Perhaps you’ll attend as our guest one Sunday. Your son too, when he gets back from the voyage.”
“I’d like to,” said Cutter. He realized the shipbuilding crews had probably spread the word about Jamie being his son.
The preacher looked into Cutter’s eyes for a long moment. “I see sorrow even when you smile. One thing I recognize is the weight that folks carry around. Maybe it would be good for you to come by and talk. We all need church sometimes, especially a tough guy like you.”
Cutter did not face Allingham. He muttered, “Perhaps I’ll sort it out with you.”
Further down the street, they stopped in front of a small house with overgrown vines coming up one side. The pastor opened a rusty screen door and motioned Cutter inside. They went to the back through a neat living room. They came to a screened porch from which the harbor could be watched past ancient weeping willow trees. In a plastic chair sat a fragile elderly person, a grease-covered Caterpillar cap on his head.
“Pastor said he’d get you to come.” He spoke without turning his head towards Cutter.
“This is John Reedy, Mr. Cutter.”
The old man nodded, stood and led his guests outside to a small barn. Inside, he switched on a bulb hanging from a ceiling wire. Cutter smelled heavy mold. Beside stacks of dusty wood, antique carving chisels were carefully arranged in racks on the walls. The workbenches showed scars from many projects.
Reedy said to Cutter, “A tall young fellow come in here week or so back before the ship sailed. He kept asking to see the old nameboard. I showed it to him. He looked at it real careful. Afterward he seemed satisfied and left. I don’t get too many visitors.”
“What?” asked Cutter.
“When Mister Reedy come to me, I thought you might be interested,” added the pastor.
“Anything about him you remember?” Cutter said, remembering a stranger had been suspected in the death at the boatyard.
“White man, dressed casual like a tourist. Nothing more.” He thought for a moment. “He had a beard.”
“Tell about the boards,” Pastor Allingham reminded Reedy.
“My great grandfather, best wood carver in these parts, started this shop. As a slave, he worked for the owner of the shipyard, making the fancy work.” He rummaged along the back wall. “He cut the name pieces for the big ship, a hunnert and seventy some years ago.”
“The Peregrine,” Cutter said, as he smiled at the pastor, who nodded. He added, “We’ll have the public relations team write them up.”
Reedy said, “You best not. See, that’s it. Not called the Peregrine at that time. ‘Sides, he wouldn’t want no recognition for it.” Reedy turned to Cutter. “I tell you what, back when she first wet her sails, the sailors they say the fastest they’d ever been aboard. The truth come down in my family.”
Reedy finally found and held up two rectangular planks about three feet long and attached with a worn piece of line threaded through holes at their ends. He moved his wrinkled hand over the pitted wood to clean off the spider webs. “These were the samples he did for the fancy work. In those days a carver had to make them before starting the full size job. I don’t tell folks. ‘Fraid they will get stolen. Can’t figure how that man found out.”
Cutter examined the wood. At the bottom of each board was a small initial R and the date 1831.
Reedy said, “It spells Osprey.”
“Yes,” Cutter said, turning them carefully and noticing the ornate stars and scrollwork around the letters. “For another boat, I suppose.”
“Nossir, it was the only big ship they built here then. Rest were smaller schooners and sloops just for the Bay. My great-grandfather found out she was going to Cuba and run slaves against the Navy blockade over in Africa.” He paused and pointed to the small R. “His mark.”
“An artist keeps samples of his work, however evil”, said the pastor.
“You’re saying Osprey not Peregrine?” Cutter asked.
Reedy nodded, “Black folks around here understand about them white men’s boats. O’course, with this Peregrine being on television and all, I figure there’s reason to inform you the real name of the boat. Get you ready for bad news anybody finds out, so to speak.”
Cutter knew all too well the Chinese regulations for the race. Any entry that had a history of slave or opium dealing would be disqualified.
The pastor added, “I’m not trying to start trouble, stirring up slavery days. We got good friendships here between the whites and the blacks.”
The pastor went on, “However, if it is true, I’ll speak up.”
Cutter thought for a moment and said, “I had wondered why my personnel office had so much trouble hiring people of color for the shipbuilding work.”
Pastor Allingham replied, “I can’t say yes and I can’t say no.”
“You’ll trust me to do some research?” Cutter asked, carefully hiding his concern. “You two keep this to yourself for a while? I’m hoping this story might be false.”
“No mistake,” said Reedy, his face grim.
Cutter put his arm on the Pastor’s shoulder in a gesture of support. “I’ll tell you what I find out. I’m just worried that one of our competitors might have researched this history and now plans to embarrass us. We’ll get to the bottom of it.”
Outside the barn a sweet smell drifted from the multicolored flowers blooming at the water’s edge. Cutter studied the blooms.
“You like gardens?” asked the pastor, his face perplexed as though he had found either a strength or a weakness in his tough companion.
“My mother wanted me to be a gardener. As a kid I recognized all the plants and their flowers and scents.”
Cutter walked back to his office alone. One person in Baltimore would help him solve this riddle and stop rumors before they started. He’d talk to Katy as soon as he could. She’d know how to research this with all her history files and books. He smiled at the thought of her and seeing her again.



Chapter 4
 
June 2, 12 noon
Atlantic Ocean
 
Cutter woke up to the droning sound of aircraft engines. He was in a stateroom in the restored Martin flying boat, going to the start of the race mid-ocean near the Azores. Getting to the race had proved in itself an adventure. The Johnson Company logo on the side of this epic machine, once the first passenger aircraft to cross the Pacific, drew media coverage when it arrived to pick him up in River Sunday’s small harbor. When the giant Martin came to River Sunday to get Cutter, the roar of the engines had brought another huge crowd to the piers for her noisy landing. Even in the takeoff, the old flying boat had to run up horsepower to lift off its heavy hull section. For lifting power, the pilot flattened the propeller pitch as the engines thundered. Needless to say, she also left a huge wake of white waves billowing out behind her metal hull. They in turn washed over the small harbor and its moored yachts.
Cutter walked forward through the interior among leather covered seats and interior walls done in a handsome blue and white decor. The four engine overhead wing seaplane, one of the original Pan American China Clippers, had been designed in the Thirties. Inside the original eight compartments had been redesigned for Bill’s corporate usage. The giant plane sported a lounge area, an airborne office, and several long distance passenger compartments with large square windows.
Monroe had come to wake him up for a meeting with Bill.
“Pretty,” he said.
“All designed by the marketing department,” said Monroe. She added, “The same group has been working on the design of our new booth in Guangzhou, China.”
“Did they leave enough room for the Clipper car when we win?” asked Cutter with a grin.
As they entered his office, Bill said, “We’re going to have the biggest booth in the show. Johnson Company always does. We’ve been exhibiting Johnson products many years.”
“The Chinese know us well,” Monroe added. Cutter sat down across from his boss, as Monroe began to arrange various corporate papers.
Bill said, “We do a large business with the Chinese, Jimmy. Years ago it was mostly import but these days we export our own stuff back to them. We sell our food products and they send us toys and electronics. If we are awarded the Clipper to sell, some of the components will actually be manufactured in our American factories.”
Cutter relaxed in his foam-filled chair. “This is the first time I’ve been in this plane of yours.” When he was in Africa, Cutter had heard that it was Bill’s pride and joy, a hobby restoration on which he had spent millions of his own money.
Bill smiled broadly. “This is the original China Clipper flying boat. Juan Trippe and his engineers designed her to cross the Pacific. When she made her first trip it was covered by the newspapers as a major occasion. People cheered it in those days like today they did the Apollo space blastoff. The China Clipper flew its route by Hawaii to the Far East in the remaining years before the World War started.”
“You and your clipper ships. Juan Trippe must have had a connection to the old sailors as you do.”
“He did, Jimmy, which is why he named the aircraft the way he did. His family was steeped in Chesapeake maritime tradition like mine. His cousins grew up in a town near River Sunday.”
“Where did you find her?”
“Experts had searched for this ship since it was lost before the Second World War. Many thought that the Japanese had sabotaged it. Anyway, we got a team together and went over all the information on the loss. After a lot of effort our instruments found an underwater shadow which we identified as a large aircraft. With divers we determined it was not one of the World War Two bombers shot down in those waters. Finally, we recovered Trippe’s plane in one thousand feet of water. It rested on a ledge off the shore of the Philippines where it crashed in July of 1938.”
“She must have been in bad shape.”
“The wreck sat upright in deep water, barely hurt, sweet as you please. The pilot had apparently landed her safely. Then he and the others left the ship in rafts. They were never found. We figure the boat sank slowly right into the ocean and came to rest sitting as if she were waiting for her passengers to come aboard.”
“Corrosion?”
“She wasn’t in the greatest shape. We could not repair the engines. Willoughby found me similar ones, some Twin Wasp radials, from Douglas DC3 aircraft. We had to rebuild a lot of the skin with aluminum and fabric. That took three years of time and money. Inside we gutted her and installed furniture and electronics. This plane flies with far superior instruments and avionics.”
Monroe added, “Our promotion people love her, Mister Cutter. She creates a pretty good image for our firm. Although the old airline has nothing to do with our company, Pan American had a reputation for quality in many of the countries where we do business.”
Bill looked up at his assistant and said, “Smart lady, eh, Jimmy? That’s why she gets big money in salary.”
Cutter liked her too. She was one of those women who enjoy men as much as they enjoy her. She’d been with Bill for a long time. He was married to his company and had never had a family. He wondered if Monroe could ever convince him to settle down. She was probably the only woman who might be able to accomplish that feat.
He said, “You being a former soldier you’ll appreciate this. Take a look behind that door on my wall.”
Cutter went to the metal panel and opened it. Inside was a rack holding four Barrett heavy duty fifty caliber semi-automatic rifles of the latest sniper design. He smelled the gun oil on their glistening barrels. These weapons were known as “light fifties” capable of penetrating fairly heavy steel.
“You ready to fight somebody from up here?” Cutter said, turning back to his boss, his face grim. Cutter knew war and he also remembered the human damage caused by powerful guns.
“Some of my friends at the Defense Department installed these for my round the world flights. Now don’t get the wrong idea. I don’t want you to start a war.”
“I’ll remember,” Cutter said.
“Push the switch in front of you.”
He touched a red button in the cabinet. He heard a mild rumble and a few clicks back in the passenger compartment.
“Monroe, show him”
She led him to the lounge. Four more of the Barretts had descended to point out newly opened windows. She said in the calm way she had, “Each is ready to fire.” Her hair flew back from the wind draft.
“Like old times,” Cutter said.
Bill had walked to stand behind him. “When we visit some of the sites, we make sure the local terrorists know we have them aboard. I can aim them from a little console in my office. They fire one of the ten fifty caliber rounds in their magazine each time I tell them to. I keep the other rifles for guys like you who can hit what you are aiming at.”
“This flying boat is set up like a Vietnam or Afghanistan gunship.”
“You got that right.”
Cutter sat down on one of the lounge seats. The guns retreated back into the ceiling and the windows closed. Then he said, “We do have one new glitch. May be a problem.” Cutter briefed Bill about the controversy of the duplicate name of the brig.
“You going to head this one off, Jimmy?”
“I’ll check it out. I don’t want any rumors that might disqualify us before we even get a chance to race,” said Cutter.
“Keep me posted.”
He went forward. The pilot, Willoughby, looked like a veteran flier with many hours in large planes. The man was small and muscular with the kind of body that would fit easily into a cramped jet fighter pilot seat. He was studying his instruments as the plane gradually gained altitude and turned his head as Cutter entered the cockpit area.
“Willoughby, I’m Cutter,” Cutter shouted over the engine noise.
Willoughby nodded to his copilot to take over. He stood up from his seat and shook hands. “You were in Vietnam,” he said. “Bill wanted me to meet you.”
Cutter said, “I was there after the peace talks were done. You a late bloomer too?”
“Yeah. Money was good. I was mostly flying for the agency,” said the pilot. He had a gruff voice.
Cutter said, “I remember getting on your CIA Air America DC3’s. You had to climb the aisle like going up a hill.”
“You had to step over the wooden crates of chickens.” They laughed. He added, “Bill told me you got shot up on the last prison camp raid.”
Cutter nodded. “Khanh Hoa Province.”
“I did that one. Flew out the ones still alive. You must have been one of the wounded Rangers.”
“I only remember that they put us in a twin engine plane with a lot of bullet holes in its side.”
Willoughby smiled, “I flew her.”
“How’d you get with Bill?” Cutter asked.
Willoughby said, “Helped him and some other boys restore her. I found him four rebuilt Pratt and Whitney radial engines which fit the wing mounts. We did all the set up to get her air worthy and certified. Cost him some money. We had to replace wiring, cables, rubber.”
Within several hours taking advantage of a good tailwind, they came to the flotilla. In the old days of sail, the clippers would travel to a mid-Atlantic latitude and longitude where they caught the trade winds driving them south. Thus, the start was at this historic location, a place of open sea but deep tradition.
Navy and civilian ships cruising the area appeared one by one. Their white wakes in the blue surface indicated they circled around a central spot. Bill glanced down and said, “Right on time. Keep your eyes open. We’ll be upon the brig pretty soon.” He reached down into a box built into his chair and handed Cutter a pair of binoculars.
Cutter went to the lounge and scanned through a port window. Finally, within another few minutes, Cutter spotted tiny square-rigged masts rising over the horizon to the east. Others appeared as the big flying boat roared over the cluster of racing brigs below. In the bright sunlit ocean several cruising schooners and sloops, their sails full, mixed with the racers near the start. These smaller escorts would be heading back to the European coast ports soon. Like a line of security guards, Cutter spotted large trawlers crowded among the sail-powered vessels, waiting for emergencies.
From the air, differing design characteristics of the brigs were obvious. The Willow had the arcing curved bow popular with British shipwrights. The Louis 14 was lower to the water than the Willow. Its masts raked, but not as much as the Chesapeake-designed Peregrine. All had a single deck, the same in the bow as the stern, and they had a cabin near the rear mast. Forward was a covered hatch allowing sailors access. The French ship had a wider hull. The builders liked to double the number of ribs in their designs for safety and sturdiness but the extra weight made them slower. The fourth brig, America, entered by Strand International, was a more conservative design, having masts without a rake. Its bow was rounded, far less sharp or pointed than the others. Cutter thought it would be much slower going through the water.
Cutter smiled. The Peregrine appeared ready to win. Its low black hull and raked masts gave the impression of speed. At the stern he saw Captain Hall, in white uniform and officer’s cap. Also, among the figures on deck he thought he spotted his son, Jamie.
He remembered Hall's remark during his interview, one which illustrated the skipper's determination. Hall had said, staring into Cutter’s eyes, “I want this command because I’ve always sailed like the old saltwater mariners did long ago. I relish the risk of the past, Mr. Cutter. I’ll sail her as those skippers would have and I won’t let you down. No matter what, I’ll get her ahead of the others, too.”
Hall had trained the crew while in River Sunday. In one workshop he gave each crewmember a two foot length of old rigging line or rope. He showed them how to unwind the strands and mix them with pine tar. He said, “Read Dana about life on a brig like ours. Whenever you don’t have any regular duties to accomplish, you pick oakum; in other words, make caulking to use on all the leaks.” Then he set them to work in that boring, tedious job. He told Cutter he was satisfied he heard no grumbling.
Captain Hall had set up the organization of the brig. The chief mate and the second mate, the carpenter and sail maker, the cook and the medic made up the command structure. The chief was Hall’s assistant as well as navigator. The other mate worked more with the crew’s daily needs. The cook was a woman who had many ocean voyages on single mast racers. She knew how to make menus using canned goods to save on cooking time in storms. The crew ate in shifts and worked in two watches, one for starboard and one for port. The chief had charge of one and the second mate took charge of the other. They were on duty in a classic system of four hours on, four hours off. Special hours were set to cover the dog or twilight duties.
The captain had his chief, a bearded man who had been with him for many years in the coastal trades, participate in the selection of talent. Members of the crew, who were especially handy at navigation including use of the sextant, and handling the helm, were prized. Cutter was pleased to find his son excelled in these skills.
Willoughby circled and found his path to bring the flying boat safely to the ocean. Fortunately the surface was not rough and the plane came in easily. Bill arranged for them to sit in style up on the seaplane wing. They had climbed up through the large panel opening above the passenger compartment, the same doorway Cutter had used to come aboard. Outside they sat on the wide fuselage section behind the four engines. The swells of the water moving slowly by tipped the craft back and forth on the smaller flotation wings on the sides of the huge hull.
Bill had the crew bring up comfortable chairs. Monroe served them whiskeys in antique Pan American glasses from the former China Clipper service. Around them the warships towered over the seaplane as well as the racing clippers. From China was a frigate about 433 feet, painted light gray. A French-made Chinese helicopter hovered the deck, the red star and stripe on its side. Bill said he thought that warship had been built near their destination, Guangzhou.
From Argentina was a river patrol ship, white with an ensign of a white multipoint star inside red circle, the name Tonina on her stern. A Super Puma helicopter prepared to take off. The Brazilians had sent one of their Inhauma class corvettes, 314 feet long. Its helicopter also circled the brigs, painted gray. Cutter noticed the word "marinha" on its side. Portugal represented its navy with a frigate, gray hulled with a flag of red and green vertical stripes. Near it was a French warship which Bill said was either stationed at Brest or at New Caledonia.
From Peru was the frigate Montero, its Sea King helicopter revving up with the letters “naval” on its side. “She’s from Callao,” Bill said. “We’ll see her out in the Pacific.” The United Kingdom had sent down the St Albans, a warship from Glasgow. She cruised alongside a gray American guided missile ship with its Sikorsky Seahawk just landing.
Music flowed from below on speakers built into the surface of the seaplane fuselage. The words came loud and solid in the hot sunlight.
 
“My Rio, Rio by the Sea-o
Flying down to Rio where there’s rhythm and rhyme.
Hey feller, twirl that old propeller,
Got to get to Rio and we’ve got to make time.”
 
As he raised his bourbon, Bill asked, “Do you recognize the song?”
Cutter shook his head.
Bill said, “This is Fred Astaire singing in the movie Flying Down to Rio. The director had his beautiful starlets harnessed up on the wings of seaplanes doing a dance routine as the planes flew into Rio. I’ve never forgotten seeing that show.”
He grinned at Cutter. “You think I’m nuts.”
“It’s your money. I just help you make it.”
“You do good, Jimmy. No, I have a plan to jazz up the finish line so it is very American. I guess I owe it to my ancestors. They fought for all this back when River Sunday was a little village, starting out building fast ships. Anyway, here’s to us.” Bill raised his glass to Cutter.
The start was across a line between two launches from the Chinese frigate. The racers tacked back and forth fighting for the best starting position. Strand’s boat seemed to be having trouble. Crewmen were on deck puling on a stubborn halyard to adjust one of the spars. The Peregrine and the Willow were neck and neck coming up to the line. Cutter clenched his fist in excitement. Monroe held Bill’s hand. The horns of the various boats began blasting with excitement. Jim heard the crews cheering. Then the Chinese launched a rocket which went up tumbling brightly in the sky. The race was on.
The wind blew from the north and east as was typical in these latitudes at this time of year. The brigs had maneuvered until they crossed the line with their sails out in a dead run. The boats headed almost bow to bow in the direction of Brazil to the southeast. Each captain had lain on the studding sails so his craft appeared to have mass expanses of sail over tiny hulls. The sails extended to almost twice their regular width with the extra cloth. The sailors stayed aloft giving constant attention to the thin spars that held the fabric to the wind. The Chesapeake brig began to move to the lead, with the French boat a half-length behind. The British raced another length behind and the other American brig wallowed a second full length behind. Strand’s crew was having trouble raising a main course.
“His crew hasn’t had much training,” observed Bill.
“They’ll learn or capsize, “said Cutter. He added, “Couldn’t happen to a better boat.”
“Glad we got your son. He’s a real sailor,” said Bill, raising his glass.
Cutter nodded. He was indeed proud. He remembered when he, Katy, and Jamie had dinner three weeks ago. They sat in the Fells Point section of Baltimore, the village where the giant three-masted clippers had been built in the last century.
“We ordered for you,” said Katy, kissing him as he bent over to her. She looked as beautiful as ever with her long black hair and well tanned face. Jamie smiled, nodding as he watched them. She wore her new summer dress, the one Cutter had given her at Ocean City on their last full weekend at the beach.
“I’m sorry I’m late. It was a final conference call on budget for the promotion program. I had to listen in. I put my foot down when they wanted Johnson Company to pay for the staffers to stay in luxury hotel rooms in China at the finish. Salespeople get economy class the way it has always been.”
“How is your training? I read some of the stuff you guys have to do. Too high for me,” he offered.
“I couldn’t go up on those masts,” said Katy.
“I like it,” said Jamie.
God, Cutter thought, he’s got his mother’s looks.
“Mom wants me to visit in Buenos Aires after the race, Dad.”
Jamie looked at Katy as if he wanted to say something more, and then stopped.
“We should order,” said Katy, quickly picking up the menus.
“What are you two up to?” asked Cutter, seeing their glances at each other.
“Katy wants a leather jacket from Argentina. Mom says she’ll get it for me to give to her.” Cutter felt at that moment like a father and at the same time more attached to Katy.
As he had sat, he had remembered the last words his wife had said to him as she took her suitcase and his son away from him in Africa. She had turned to him on the way out the door. She had said, “You see, I have myself understood many soldiers in my country. It is not so new for me. You think you’re so damn brave, but you are not. You think you have, how do you say, guts, like those you served with at Vietnam. You haven’t got any real guts though, James, just the kind you need in battle. True courage is not shown with a pistol. You must live with others and stay around, take the good and bad, participate in life and its losses. You must foremost take care of your own, to be a soldier.”
She had gone on speaking with her Spanish accent, “Someday you will realize this, run in the direction of the firefight as you always say, and then remain afterward for the real hard work cleaning up after the damage done by the guns. I think you would not have been able to care for the wounded. I don’t know about you, James. You’d say you have to go on ahead with the fight. Care of your own, though, is important. It takes a kind of love. Until you have that love, your son and I will not have, in you, a man who we can rely upon to look out for us.”
She had hesitated then she had added, “You love success more than you love love.”
Those words repeated over and over in his mind as he felt the big seaplane maneuver to take off. As the hull bumped over the wave tips, moving faster, he tried to settle back. He looked out the window once more as they headed for the Azores and home. The tiny square riggers below had their sails up and trimmed. The wind blew over their stern quarters in the way that allowed those old ship designs to perform at their best. He’d done all he could to win. Suddenly he thought of what Stringer had said about safety. Out here he could feel the smallness of the Peregrine. For the first time in the many years he had managed projects and profits for Bill, he worried. He didn’t know what to do about this new feeling.



Chapter 5
 
June 7, 10 AM
Baltimore, Maryland
 
On the first morning back from the ocean flight, Cutter drove Jolly’s pickup to Baltimore to talk to Katy about John Reedy’s story. While driving, he telephoned Missus Williams. He did not mention the confusing ship woodwork found in the barn. He told her only his team needed to redraft the Peregrine’s history for the media.
They began by discussing the Peregrine sendoff she had attended in River Sunday. “My husband would have been so proud,” she said in a cracking voice showing her years.
Cutter continued, “I have to go over every step of the ship’s history to prepare a complete press release. I wondered if you had discovered any more of her records.”
She thought for a moment, then replied, “After my husband died, all the research he had compiled on the old ship was stored. Then, when this race came along, Bill Johnson asked me to review the papers for anything about shipments of opium. I found nothing.”
Cutter said, “I’d appreciate your going back through the files.”
“Of course, I certainly will,” she assured him. “I’m not as quick a reader these days with my old eyes so I'll need time. I’ll have to get my gardener to help me move the cartons.”
“I understand, Missus Williams. Anything will be helpful.”
Navigating the city’s traffic-clogged avenues, he finally parked in front of the venerable Maryland Historical Society and Museum. It was a modernized brick building in a part of the city once famous for street meetings of Confederate sympathizers. Inside Cutter moved through the quiet lobby surrounded by dusty glass exhibits of colonial silver and artifacts. The yellow walls displayed faded oil portraits of Maryland ship captains and Revolutionary War patriots. Many other pictures illustrated more modern heroes of Maryland and America, with a few minority faces.
Cutter rode a tiny elevator to the second floor and went down a familiar corridor. He stopped at the office of Chief Curator, Katy Marbury. Cutter opened the door to see, amidst shelves, tables and scattered teetering piles of books, a black-haired woman, pretty and seemingly too young for her obviously powerful job. Katy was behind a desk piled with papers, concentrating on a phone call. She looked up, smiled and quickly said goodbye to her caller.
“You didn’t tell me you were coming,” she said as she took off reading glasses revealing a well-featured face. She adjusted her hair as he approached.
Cutter did not hesitate but bent down and kissed her, long and with feeling. Then he said, “I wasn’t sure I could get away from the race. I only got back last night from the starting line out in the Atlantic.”
“You are what I need.”
“Me too,” he said, holding her hand, looking into her blue eyes.
“I haven’t seen you since our dinner with Jamie,” she said. He had been counting the days too. Their schedules did not mesh given her lecture travel and his shuttling between New York and River Sunday on the Peregrine project.
Katy reached for a folded newspaper on her desk, among the assorted manuscripts. “I read about your ship again. You’ve got a good promotion office. Besides, I’m a patriotic Maryland girl.”
She held up the article. “Maryland entry makes excellent start in China clipper race.” Below the headline was a picture of the Peregrine with all her sails drawing, her hull several boat lengths ahead of the next entrant, the Willow.
“No one is as happy for this state as my boss, Bill Johnson. To listen to him, you’d think the Chesapeake craftsmen invented boats.” He cleared books from the seat of a leather-covered wooden chair. The small brass label on its crest indicated the antique had been shipped to Maryland from a Boston maker in 1720.
“I like him anyway,” Cutter said as he sat down.
“How long can you stay with me?” she asked.
He grinned. They could read each other pretty well by now.
She added, “We could hire a plane and in five hours we could be naked on that Caribbean beach again.” Her eyes glistened.
“How about naked right now?” Cutter smiled.
“Close the door,” she whispered, color coming into her cheeks.
“I’m afraid the overseers of the Maryland Historical Society would throw me the hell out of here,” Cutter said. He added, with a wink, “Worth it.”
“OK,” she said, sitting back, “I’ll control my impulses and wait.” They looked at each other, with smiles of satisfaction and abandon. For Katy, the romantic outbursts contrasted with her scholarly career. For Cutter she opened a window to a new life filled with a love he had not known before.
He picked up a six-sided pewter container at the edge of her desk. “I’ve seen one of these.”
“Tea caddy from our collection. Your ship had these aboard. They were used to carry tea to America from China. See the design on the top?”
“A box decorated like this is in the company hallway display in New York.”
“It represents the Temple of the Six Banyan Trees.”
“Where is that?”
“You’re going to take me to see it when you win the race. It’s in Guangzhou, the place you are sailing to.”
He put it down. “You got yourself a deal.”
Cutter carefully tested his weight on the antique chair. He judged even with the suspicious squeak of the wooden joints he was safe.
“I’ve got a problem,” he said.
“That Chippendale chair?”
“No,” he said, with a laugh. “I mean, I need your professional help.”
A look of concern traced her face as she sat forward. He continued, explaining the discovery of the Osprey name.
“Why didn’t Bill know?”
“The people of color in River Sunday kept to themselves.”
She nodded. “They were not about to stir up hatreds.”
He said, “Whether any of this is relevant to our ship is the question. I have to make sure. I need a researcher, someone like you who can keep the work confidential.”
Her face wrinkled. Cutter had fallen in love with that expression. She said, “Research on ships is a whole field in itself, Jimmy. Better experts than me exist for this work.”
“Yeah, but I trust you. We don’t need to create a mystery out of all proportion. I find any dirt existing anywhere, I’ll know where Bill’s company stands. You see what I mean?”
“If we find something evil, it could hurt your son too,” she said. “Jamie is associated with the Peregrine as part of its crew.”
He was silent, thoughtful.
She stood up, her eyes excited like Cutter had seen them so many times when she was deep in the middle of one of her research projects. “On the other hand, I don’t know how much I can do for you.” She began looking through some of the volumes at her massive bookcase. As she took down books, she told him more about the early Chesapeake brigs.
She said, “They were called ‘pilot boat built’ or ‘Baltimore clippers’ and sailed fast for their time. Many of them never got registered. The craft often used several names depending on what kind of business they were involved in.”
“Like what?” asked Cutter.
“Most of them beat up national laws in one way or another. Their captains smuggled, ran slaves from Africa to the Caribbean. They traded opium in China. Boats like the Peregrine relied on speed to outrun the police. You have to remember these Chesapeake boats were unique. This type had certain high-speed sailing characteristics. They rode low to the water, with sharp ends from deadrise or empty dead space where the boards slant upward. They had raked masts to change the angle of moment so the bows would stay in the water without the buoyancy they lost from the sharpness. They carried lots of sail area.” She added, “The best ones were built in and near River Sunday in small hidden harbors.”
Cutter said, “From the records we have, this ship was always used in something legal. Her Quaker owners would not have stood for anything crooked.”
“May be true, assuming the merchants knew for sure what their captains did when they weren’t looking.”
She went on, “Some of the faster brigs carried legal cargoes, perishables such as fruit. The tea had to be carried back fast too. The importers had Federal regulations that allowed them to put off paying their import duties for up to eighteen months. They could bank and leverage their tax funds to buy more tea, then pay off the earlier taxes with additional profits. The faster the boat could make the trip, the more money made. Also, the fast boats demanded higher freight rates.”
“Time is money,” said Cutter. “So how do we find out what the Peregrine was up to?”
“First let’s make sure we didn’t miss anything in the regular sources.” She went back to the shelf. She lifted down a gray-jacketed book and carried it to her desk, pushing aside other documents.
“Well worn. You use it a lot?”
“A history of the clipper ships of the early period,” she said as she opened it, and began thumbing. “It’s one of the few copies still available. I love touching it.” He noticed the pages were brown with age.
“What’s the difference between early and later period?” asked Cutter.
“Later period was after 1850. It started when the shipbuilders learned how to make the big three-masted clippers, the ones most people call clipper ships.”
“I wondered about that because our boat only has two masts.”
She added, “The later vessels had a different hull design, more rounded to carry more freight. They got speed because of size and amount of sail, not so much from the knifelike Chesapeake lines.”
“So we’re looking for only the two-masted ones, the brigs.”
“Yes. Some two-mast topsail schooners, not brigs, sailed in the China Trade too, but mostly brigs because their square sails allowed the boat to perform better. You see, the trade winds pushed the boat in the right direction but the boat had to have them blow from behind to get real speed. The square sails were good at doing that. The schooners mostly sailed across the wind and so had to tack and maneuver a lot.”
“The bigger clippers had huge square sails.”
“You got that right. They also had large hulls and with all the sails they really moved fast. Of course they needed more sailors to set all those sails. So, the steamers with smaller, less expensive crews won out and the use of sailing clippers died.”
She thumbed through the index. “Nothing on your Osprey. Let’s find out about the Peregrine.”
Two references applied to ships called Peregrine. One was for a three-master built in 1850. Katy said that many times the shipbuilders would use the same name on a later ship, especially if the namesake had been fast.
She read the other entry:
“The Peregrine sailed as one of the fastest Baltimore clippers of this period. Owned by the Quaker firm of Williams Tea of New York, she made a record passage of 56 days from Callao Peru to Lintin Island, off Canton, China in 1835 which was not surpassed for several years until the advent of larger vessels.
“According to the Canton newspaper of that time, she lost a famous race with a British boat, the Willow.”
“I know about that one,” said Cutter. “Our English competitor won’t stop reminding me.”
He added, “Her captain was quoted afterward as stating ‘Peregrine will come back. She’s not finished yet.’ We have his words in a sign across the back of the boathouse at Jolly’s shipyard. It cheered up the workers this spring as we put together the hull.”
“Inspiring.”
She read further. “Here’s the ship’s port of registration. It also states she traded in the Pacific for many years.” Her finger moved across the page. “Did you know she sank off New Jersey in September 1840 on a return trip from China?”
Cutter smiled. ”One of our competitors reminded me of the sad fact at a recent race meeting in New York.”
She closed the book. “I know from other research a coastal storm that particular April sank ships all up and down the East Coast.”
Katy decided to research the original registration of the Peregrine. She rummaged through small drawers in a wooden file case. After a few minutes of searching well-thumbed index cards, she jotted numbers on a pad of paper.
“Come on.” They entered a dimly lit room. He noted rows of books with circular stairways among high files. He smelled mildew mixed with the odor of old paper and leather. He followed her up the steps, his eyes watering. At the topmost level she kneeled in front of dusty cardboard boxes.
“Microfilm,” she said as she pulled out small boxes and started off again to a film machine. After going through several reels, she found the right year. Soon, the two of them were reading the Peregrine document.
The form was rectangular with preprinted words in old type showing the registration city, New York. It had been filled out in ink, now faded, on March 11, 1832. The length and width or beam, and the depth of hold of the ship were described. She read, “She was 104 feet long, 25 feet wide, about the size of a small ocean-going yacht. It always amazes me how small these boats were.”
She pointed to a space, “The brig was built in River Sunday, Maryland, in April, 1831.”
“Yes,” said Cutter, “And registered to Williams Tea of New York City on March 11, 1832. “
“You see what is interesting?” she said, looking up at him, her hand on the machine control knob.
Cutter hesitated, then asked, “Why was Peregrine registered a year after she was launched?”
“Perhaps she sailed somewhere else before being listed. She may still have been in the employ of your company. We’ll have to find where she traveled. ”
Katy talked as she rewound the tape. She told him how the owners had to find cargoes to export to the Chinese market. They sold copper, cotton goods, opium, and used silver to buy the tea. It was practically barter, trading one good for another. “Opium was legal to ship from America. It was illegal to import into China.
“I have something else I want to show you.” She put away the microfilm and they returned to her office. He enjoyed the way her hips moved as he followed her. He had hoped he would have more time for the two of them when the ship was on its way. Now he was busy chasing this mystery. So far Katy proved he had cause to worry. Getting to the bottom of this Osprey story was not going to be easy.
At the side of the lobby downstairs, the museum walls had been decorated with a special exhibit of maritime items. They displayed clipper ship memorabilia from Baltimore’s heyday of shipbuilding and trade. Some of the pieces advertised fast passage to the California Gold Rush. Others were worn newspaper notices of shipments leaving for Europe and China. Two small oils in gilded frames were hanging as treasures in the middle of the wall.
“We set up this display last month to honor the building of the Peregrine. The television stations filmed it and interviewed us.”
“I watched you.”
“Many of these ships traded products from Baltimore. It is part of the city’s heritage too. We collected items to show the activity in ships and maritime trade.”
When she reached the painting on the left, she turned to Cutter and said. “We have this oil on loan from a New York City collection.”
The picture showed two primitive images of brigs, their sails set out to run before the wind. “That’s the Lady Baltimore from here and the Siren from New York racing south along the coast of Brazil. These ships were built locally about the time of the original Peregrine. Few paintings of the era and none of the ships themselves exist, so I particularly wanted this picture here.”
Cutter remembered how similar the present day start out in the Atlantic had looked to this painting. They too had run before the wind with their sails spreading large blooms of white.
She explained how the brigs like the Peregrine would trade down to Valparaiso, Chile or Callao, Peru, and then pick up cargoes for Canton. They’d also go to Batavia for opium from Turkey, then sail on to China for tea.
“What about the slave ships?”
She pointed to the other painting. “This is from our own collection. It’s a portrait of a US Navy brig in an encounter with a slaver stopped off Africa. The US and Britain were fighting the international slave trade by this time.”
Cutter noticed how the slave ship had its sails in tatters. Life boats were being rowed to the Navy ship.
“That’s the capture of the Black Joke, launched in Baltimore several years before and sold to slave merchants in Cuba. She had three hundred slaves aboard, including children, when stopped.”
He observed, “It’s as if Baltimore showed two faces with these boats, one good and one evil.”
She said, in a serious tone, “Like most of us, Jim. No one is perfectly good or evil. That’s why I put those paintings side by side.”
No one else was in the room. “More?” she asked, winking over her shoulder, her hand reaching back for his. Cutter nodded. She led him to another section of the museum. “It’s our newspaper room,” she smiled. “I want to look at some of the Baltimore press. Sometimes we can find notices of a ship’s departure and arrival which will help on identifying cargoes and owners.”
At another microfiche reader they began going through issues of the Baltimore shipping reports. Each issue printed tiny listings of vessels coming and going from the port as well as cargoes and origin or destination.
For an hour they went through the newsprint. Near the date when the ship was registered in New York, they found the first notation. “The brig Peregrine, owned by Williams Tea of New York left for China with cotton goods from our Maryland factory.”
She said, “That confirms she was owned by Williams and sailing under the Peregrine name. A large cotton cloth factory existed near Baltimore.”
Katy wanted to verify the sinking. “We have only a little chance that it would be reported in a Baltimore newspaper when it happened in New Jersey.”
Nothing was in the paper of September 1840. She opened another fiche. “I like to check for several months afterwards. Newspapers in those days were often days and weeks behind on news. Wait, Jim. Here it is.”
“October 10 1840. The loss off New Jersey of the Brig Peregrine, built in River Sunday, in the recent terrible storm which was also suffered here, has been reported from New York. It was on a return voyage from China. Captain Tolchester and the crew were drowned. All that was left of the fine brig, one of the fastest in the China Pacific trade, was the jolly boat. By the Lord’s providence was found, within the boat, wrapped in oilcloth, a copy of the Bible belonging to Richard Tolchester, the Captain of the ill-fated ship. One section of the ship’s wooden nameplate with her name was recovered in the surf. This established the brig was indeed the Peregrine, lost with all hands.”
She looked up at him, “You know, saving your butt ought to earn me dinner.”
Later, at her condominium overlooking Baltimore harbor, they were lying in bed. In the dark background the tiny flame from a thick candle spread gently moving shadows over their bodies. Earlier, at dinner in their favorite Fells Point restaurant, they had talked a long time, about the Peregrine, his son, as well as the book she was writing on Civil War costume. He liked talking to her about her interests, listening to her intelligent brain discuss problems, watching the way she moved her mouth as she spoke. Now, in bed, he couldn’t see her face as he gently stroked her bare leg.
“Do you remember how we got together?” she asked.
“Five years ago. I was researching the purchase of factory land for a stateside project. It was a strange job for me because usually Bill had me doing something overseas.”
“You worried about pollution on the real estate.” Cutter remembered how he had gone to the museum to check out an old Baltimore street atlas. He wanted to find out any background on that property.
He said, “You were an assistant curator in those days,” he said.
She grinned, “You were the most handsome real estate man I had ever seen.”
“You were the most beautiful history professor I had ever seen.”
“You took me for a coffee down in the museum cafeteria.” The back of her hand gently touched his cheek.
“I liked that little restaurant.”
“They’d be happy if you told them you thought it was a restaurant.”
“Well, it’s not big but we had fun.”
“You came back every day for a week before you asked me out.”
“I had to have coffee.”
She tapped his leg with her toe. “You liked me and you know it.”
He tickled her stomach. “All right. So I fell for you.”
“You waited until Friday afternoon at closing time before you asked for a date. The women at the museum had bets going.”
“I was doing a lot of thinking about my kid in those days.”
“Jamie and I get along great, you know that.”
“He really likes you, that’s for sure.”
“The past wasn’t your fault.”
“He thinks it was. I was always working. My wife found another guy and he’s been good to the boy.”
“I remember I couldn’t get you to walk along the harbor with me. The only thing you talked about besides your son was a garden you wanted to plant.”
“I never liked the water.”
“You told me boats brought you bad luck.”
“I still feel that way.”
“You’re involved in with a sailing ship.”
“Strange, isn’t it?”
She rose up on her elbow. He could see the beautiful shape of her face with her hair just touching her cheeks. “I think we ought to find out if Captain Tolchester had relatives. The Bible might still be around and it could tell us something,” she said.
“Sounds good.” His fingers touched her nipples, one after the other.
She whispered, “Maybe we’ll be lucky.”
He slowly leaned over and lightly kissed her lips.
“I’m lucky now,” he murmured. He moved his body towards her as she reached for him with a sigh of anticipated pleasure.



Chapter 6
 
June 15, 9 AM
Staten Island, New York
 
Katy had discovered the location of Captain Tolchester’s Bible, the one from the wreckage of his ship. They were on the way to study it.
“Hotshot driver,” Cutter said as she weaved through the turnpike traffic.
“I like to get there,” she said.
“I noticed,” he grinned. “That’s all right. It’s not a deal breaker to me.”
She smiled, “I thought you Army Rangers liked danger.”
“Not when someone else is driving,” he said.
“Women want control too. I grew up in Southern Maryland racing my father’s Ford pickup against the boys who lived down the road.”
“Did you win?”
“Always. Best they had was a Chevy.”
“Anybody end up in one of those deep roadside ditches?”
“They did.”
Cutter touched her arm as they repeated together, laughing, “They had a Chevy.”
They left the turnpike at the exit to Staten Island. Their destination was the village of Narrows Beach. Beside them was the blue water channel into New York harbor. The span of the Verrazano Bridge arching to Coney Island stretched on the horizon north of them. Cutter took a moment to reread his last Blackberry text. Doc Jerry had written good news. The Peregrine was moving fast and had reached a point about one thousand miles east of Recife, Brazil.
Cutter’s attention was drawn to a car in the rear view mirror. “That guy is still behind us.”
“Who?” asked Katy.
“A red Honda has followed us from Maryland,” he said.
“You didn’t say anything before,” she said.
“You needed to concentrate on the driving.”
“Who do you think he is?”
Cutter shrugged. “Well, whoever, he’s been behind us and he’s gotten off at our exit. Here,” he said, leaning toward her, “Pull off, park and let him go by.”
She stopped and a red coupe rushed by. Cutter could not see the driver who was hidden behind tinted windows. The vehicle went to the end of the street, turned right and was gone.
“It has a bent rear fender,” she said. “Could not spot the license plate.”
“Let’s go,” said Cutter. “You’re a good detective.”
“What street do we want?” he said, thrashing the folds of a map as he tried to find their location. He looked again for the car but the Honda did not reappear.
“Hemlock Street.”
“This map doesn’t have that street. Too bad you don’t have navigation.” He folded it and they watched street signs. The macadam surface changed to tar-covered dirt and finally to packed sand. They were almost at a dead end beside the beach. Katy pulled over. Outside the car dozens of shoreline visitors strolled in colorful shorts and bikinis.
“I’ll ask,” said Cutter. He spotted an elderly man in a red shirt and dark shorts, reading a newspaper.
Cutter stopped in front of him. “Sorry to disturb you. I’m guessing you live around here.”
“Why’s that?” The man spoke with a drawl as he looked up from his seat on a wooden bench.
“You’re not interested in the beach.”
“You got that right. Don’t look at it. Just a place to read the paper until the sun gets too hot. Then I go home. You people lost?”
“We want to find Hemlock Street.”
“Most of ‘em wants the ocean. Can’t tell them it’s really the harbor. They don’t want to hear it. Anyway, Hemlock, that’s in the old part of town. It’s near the quarantine memorial, where they used to keep the immigrants.” The man stood up, gave directions and pointed. He added, “Building is gone. Ain’t much to visit. All run down now. People forget.”
The house Katy wanted was the last in a series of small two-story unpainted wood buildings. No sidewalk existed and several abandoned cars stood rusting in the overgrown weeds. Children with ill-fitting clothes ran barefoot among the vehicles pausing only to stare quickly at Katy and Cutter.
In front of the house was a mound of dirt covered with weeds. What remained of a rotten wooden sign was bent over in tall grass, its message unreadable. Cutter identified a few straggling white perennials among the green.
They ascended the rickety unpainted front porch. Three rusted mailboxes hung by the faded diamond-paned door. The top one was for Miss Mary Tolchester, the person Katy sought. Cutter pressed the doorbell and heard a buzzer sound inside.
As he waited he studied the neighborhood. Past their car he could only see a little of the beach. He spotted a large red tanker heading in to New York oil terminals.
The door squeaked open a crack. A thin elderly woman, her glasses down on her nose, peeked out nervously.
“What you want?” she said in a high pitched voice, her arms poised to slam the door shut.
“Are you Mary Tolchester?” Cutter asked.
“I’m her neighbor. She’s down the hall. I heard her buzzer ringing so I came.”
“Is she here?”
“I always answer for her. She’s there but she don’t come out. I don’t like to hear the door ring too long. It gives me bad headaches.”
“Can we come in?”
She appraised Katy, then Cutter. She relaxed, apparently satisfied they meant her no harm. She said, “You wait now, mister. I’ll go and see.” The woman closed the door, then quickly opened it. “What’s the name? I’ll tell her.”
Katy told her. The woman snorted, turned and closed the door again. They waited on the porch. A small dog had arrived and nibbled at Cutter’s shoe.
“You’ve got a friend,” said Katy.
Cutter smiled. The door opened again. The woman peeked out and asked Katy, “Are you the lady from the museum?”
“Yes, Ma’am.”
“Well, she says you can come in. Bring your man with you.”
“OK,” Katy grinned. “Let’s go, man of mine,” she chuckled and pulled Cutter behind her. The woman closed the door after them. The hall was dark and smelled of burned food.
“We keep the lights off to hide the roaches,” the woman explained. “Mary’s door is the last one on the left. You just walk toward her light coming under the door. She don’t ever turn off her light. Says she’ll die when it goes off.”
Katy reached the Tolchester apartment and knocked quickly. A rasping voice answered, “That you, Doctor Marbury?”
“Yes, it is.”
A big woman, the fat folds of her body overflowing a corroded and worn wheelchair in which she sat, pulled the door open slightly. She asked, “Who’s the man with you?”
“I’m Jim Cutter. I’m helping Doctor Marbury.”
“Oh,” she peered at him running her eyes up and down both of them.
“Mary Tolchester?” asked Katy.
She nodded. “All right. You two can come on in.” She moved her chair back. Cutter followed Katy and was met with a new smell of stale milk, sweat, and cigarettes. Mary’s hair was short and straight like a style of the Roaring Twenties. Her eyes were bright but her teeth dark with age and tobacco. She invited them graciously to the large sofa at the side of the room. She said, her voice hoarse from smoking, “Just move those newspapers. I don’t have the time to clean up everything these days.” Cutter smiled at her as he gathered the large pile of newsprint. He and Katy sat down and the woman wheeled her chair closer.
She opened a new pack of cigarettes, then lit one. She held the tobacco daintily in her forefingers, and puffed its smoke into the air above her. Mary spoke softly, her eyes constantly inspecting around the room, as if she were afraid someone would overhear them.
“I’m still not sure I can help you.”
“We’re interested in the Tolchester family,” said Katy. “We looked in genealogical files. That led us to you as a Tolchester descendant.”
Katy read from her notes “Mary Tolchester, born Staten Island, 1914.”
“That’s me,” she coughed.
“We’re especially tracking the Captain Tolchester who was in the China Trade. He was drowned in a shipwreck in 1840.”
“My, you are going way back.” Mary wheeled towards a tall sideboard, its center leg missing, and unpacked blue china cups and saucers. “He was a cousin. My part of the family never knew him. He commanded ships for a New York firm.”
She placed the cups on the top of the sideboard on a small tray. “A later Captain Tolchester lived right in this house.”
“We found this article on the later man,” Katy said and began reading:
 
“Staten Island, sister to Manhattan, has its share of mysterious stories of the sea. There is near it on the western side a shoal called the West Bank, the terrible executioner to many a fine ship caught in a storm entering or leaving the New York harbor.
“One of the strangest tales to come from this area concerns an old timer named Tolchester, nicknamed Captain, who spent his later days in a small house near the shoreline, close to the quarantine buildings. He claimed descent from clipper ship captains. He was known to row his boat out almost daily to the West Bank shoal and sit with a small net working the shallow water for shellfish. He’d often be seen plunging his net over and over even though he brought up nothing but mud and sand. It was thought by his neighbors he was perhaps a little mad and best left alone. He’d be at his spot in such a timely way the steamer captains coming into the upper bay would check their clocks at seeing him and give him a steam toot.
“Then one very freezing day in the winter of 1910 the old man was discovered dead at home dressed in his fishing clothes with his boots still on. He sat stiffly upright in a rocking chair in front of his cold fireplace. He had died a few hundred yards from his boat and the shoreline. Whether he was coming home from a trip or getting ready to go out no one was able to discover. His neighbors and many of the townspeople came forth at his funeral. Some of the steamer captains pitched in and set up his boat on his front lawn. That jolly boat, fresh with a new coat of white paint, still rested proud when last visited by this author. It was a fitting monument to this old gentleman.”
 
Mary had closed her eyes concentrating as Katy read. She said, “I was told as a child his rowboat was given to the family back before the Civil War. They brought the boat up here from New Jersey. Some said it was a part of the tea clipper that his ancestor Captain Tolchester wrecked offshore.”
“So the old man who went out in the boat was a relative of the Captain Tolchester we are asking about?”
“He claimed to be. However, he would have been very young when the clipper captain was drowned.”
Mary went on, “They are such good people here. Most of the staff of the historical society I knew. I think they are all dead now. I haven’t been in the library, must be five or more years. Certainly not since my legs gave out. Used to have tea and discuss books.”
She shrugged. “One time this room was full of visitors. We even had the Captain’s boat pulled up on the lawn with plants around it. Mother put them in. Friends would come and repair and paint the craft.”
She looked at Katy. “I been sick. I had to sell this house to pay medical bills. These days I just rent an apartment like everyone else. The landlord’s daughter, you met her at the door, she comes and gets rent once a week. She helps me with Social Security, bless her.”
“We didn’t see any boat outside,” said Cutter.
“I think last year the final piece of the old keel was destroyed by the landlord’s lawn mower.” She smiled. “Bless him, he wanted to pay me but of course I wouldn’t let him.”
Mary started back working on the cups. “I don’t entertain much anymore. I fixed us some hot tea though. I thought you might be thirsty in all this hot weather.”
She placed a silver tray in front of them and carefully put out some placemats and napkins with the china. When she wheeled into her small kitchen, Katy whispered to Cutter that the mats were easily worth a thousand dollars apiece as pre Civil War laces. “The china is rare Canton,” she added.
Mary came back. “I guess you two are all right to show you something.” Mary wheeled over to a large cardboard poster of the Statue of Liberty held against the dirty plaster wall by a string hooked over a nail. She reached up with a pole and disengaged the string. The poster rested on her pole as it came down and she put it on the floor. Revealed were three oil paintings, each about a foot square in size and protected by richly enameled black frames. All had smudges on their edges as though they had been in a smoky fire.
Katy could not help a quick sigh of surprise as she saw the artwork. She gripped Cutter’s hand. The paintings, all portraits, were mounted in a triangle arrangement, one at top and two side by side below. The top one was of a smiling young man in a high collar blue jacket. His right hand held a large curved knife across his chest like a narrow shield. The one below it to the left was of an elderly Oriental man sitting in a plush chair, the colors of the room and his robe bright reds and blues. At the bottom right of the ensemble the portrait was of a beautiful young Chinese woman with a green jewel hanging from her neck.
With her back still to them, Mary said in a low tone, “They look so happy don’t they? They did not know the misery that faced them.”
She turned and wheeled back to them. “I keep these pictures hidden. Folks around here might break in and steal them. They are the last of my family’s heirlooms that mean anything to me.”
“That looks like Captain Tolchester, the clipper ship captain. Is it?” asked Katy.
Mary nodded. “The young man is the Captain Tolchester you are asking about, painted when he was in Canton. The Chinese man was an important Chinese merchant named Fusang. The girl was his daughter Meikuo.”
“How do you know this?”
“There was a romance between the two young people. My mother read me the Captain’s old letters when I was a young girl.”
“Where are those letters?”
“All gone, I’m afraid. We children read them over and over and wore them out ‘til they crumbled to pieces.”
She looked back at the display. “So much hope a person has when they are young,” she said, “Then we get sick.” She coughed again and put one of the lace napkins to her lips.
Katy stood up to examine the painting of the young woman.
Mary said, “Here, let me show you.” She wheeled over and took down the artwork. Coming back she handed it to Katy who studied it carefully then gave it to Cutter.
Mary added, “One of the letters mentioned that the stone in that necklace was a very famous emerald that had been mined in South America. The story was that the Captain was in love with the woman but she died. The paintings were delivered to my ancestors by another clipper captain, a friend of Captain Tolchester.”
“Do you have that other captain’s name?” asked Katy.
“Oh, Lord, child, none of those records are left, I’m afraid. It was a long time ago, you see.”
She paused then said, “I take down these paintings once in a while. They show the hope and expectation the people had then. It gives me strength to get through my calamity. You should be happy you are young and healthy, not old and sick.”
She brightened. “You must have tea.” She poured for them, the cups tiny and holding barely a taste.
“Do you have any information on the ship?” asked Katy.
Mary watched as Katy and Cutter sipped the tea. “There was never much said about it, except it was very fast.” She paused. “I still have the Bible from the wreck.”
“May I see it?” asked Katy, glancing at Cutter.
The old woman wheeled back and turned her chair quickly. Beneath the wheels several roaches scurried.
“You should have a cat,” Cutter said.
“I hate cats,” she said. “Never could stand them slinking around.”
She coughed and said, “I inherited this house and have kept it as it was. My great uncle’s room has never been changed. When I was younger I had it on the tour for the historical society up in the Narrows. Things changed in this part of town. The good people left or plain died of old age, like I’m doing. I’ve lived too long.”
She wheeled towards a side door. “I’ll show you his room,” she said as she took a key from her lap. She opened a padlock and released a hasp on the door. When it opened, a stench of mold was released.
“I’ll have to put on the light,” she said. She and her chair disappeared into the darkness of the chamber.
Cutter and Katy stood at the doorway. A weak bulb was fitted to an antique china vase. As it switched on, they observed a sitting room, with a cot against the back wall and a table in the center surrounded by three chairs. To the left was a tiny whitewashed fireplace with tumbled wood logs still set in the tarnished andirons. Beside the cot was a washstand with a white china bowl and water pitcher.
Mary beckoned them to enter. She pointed to the large Bible on the table. “Take a look but please be careful. It was in bad shape when it came out of the water and it’s worse now, all these years.”
Katy bent over, carefully holding it as she turned its cover back. The front page had an inscription, barely visible in the dark mold.
She read the words to Cutter, smiling as she did and knowing they had found the right man, “Captain Richard Tolchester, Brig Peregrine, New York, March 1832.”
“Check out the red ribbon inserted in the book,” said Cutter.
“The ribbon came in the book,” Mary said.
Katy turned the pages to the reference, the ribbon almost ready to crumble in her hands. “It‘s Genesis with a line marked in ink.”
“Read it.”
“ ‘…the fowl of the air,’ ” she quoted.
Cutter looked over her shoulder. “What’s written nearby in the margin?”
“Here let me see.”
The old woman wheeled forward until she could lean over the book. She said, “Why, you’re right. I never saw that.”
The words were etched in faded ink. “It’s like the line of a poem,” said Katy. She read:
“That a falcon can find a hawk.”
Cutter said, “He might be writing about his ship, the Peregrine. That bird is a falcon. If so, what does he mean by a hawk?”
He thought for a moment, then added, “The only hawk in the race is Strand’s boat, America, which has an eagle symbol.”
“The coincidence occurs more than a century late,” grinned Katy.
“I don’t understand,” said Mary. “They talked funny in the old days, didn’t they?”
Cutter noticed a pair of unpainted oars resting against the wall. “These are from your great uncle’s boat, Mary?”
“The day after he was buried, some of the men from down to the beach brought them up her and left them. “
Cutter examined the oars and shook his head, indicating they were simple wooden oars with no mark on them. Behind the opened door and against a back wall, Cutter noticed a mahogany desk. He pointed it out to Katy.
She said, “Chinese export. A beautiful example.”
Mary moved quickly to the first room. She said over her shoulder, “I don’t know where he got the desk. He didn’t have much money.” She was busy again with her teapot.
Before he left, Cutter could see stacks of old papers stuffed in its cubbyholes.
“Perhaps some of the letters from China might be in that desk,” he suggested to Mary who was moving her hand trying to hurry them out of the room.
Mary had now become very agitated. “Oh, land no. Those are just family. Nothing you two would be interested in, I’m sure.”
Katy and Cutter sat again but Mary was busy putting away her tea cups without talking. Katy tried a few remarks but Mary simply grunted. She seemed as furtive as she had been when they first arrived as if afraid she had told them too much.
Katy signaled Cutter they should leave. She said, “We certainly thank you for the history and for the tea. Is there anything we can get for you?” They stood with the hall door open, facing the darkness and the far noises of the street.
“Come and see me when you can,” Mary said, cheerful again. “If you find out anything more about my ancestor I’d like to know. I’ll frame it to hang on the wall for visitors when I have another tour of the house.”
Outside getting into the car Cutter said, “Did you get the feeling she knew more than she was telling us?”
Katy nodded. “We got the house tour version all right. I’d like a few minutes without her around to go through the papers in that desk. It’s priceless Chinese export furniture.”
Cutter observed, “Maybe the furniture was transported back from Canton along with those portraits. Did you notice the smoke stains on the portraits? It’s the same kind of damage as the big portrait of Captain Tolchester at the tea company headquarters.”
“Why would she lie about the papers?”
Cutter shook his head. “Covering up. There’s no doubt she thinks she’s going to be robbed living in this neighborhood. Right now, though, there’s nothing more we can get out of her. I guess we’ll have to keep trying elsewhere.”
Cutter looked for the car that had been following them. It was nowhere to be seen. They drove into the city and spent the night at their favorite hotel. They planned to drive back to Maryland in the morning.
After dinner, he heard her calling him as he was finishing his shower. He walked into the bedroom, still toweling himself. Katy was standing there, naked, pointing to the Johnson Company ad blaring on the television. He put his arm around her waist so their bodies touched. Cutter knew the ad by heart, having seen it many times during the marketing approval process last spring.
“Welcome aboard the Peregrine, the ship with the fight of our native American falcon,” the narrator said in a Maryland waterman’s accent. The video fed over the ship’s large rear sail where the United States flag fluttered in the wind. “A determined crew ready for the challenge,” he said. The picture moved down onto the boat deck and picked up the happy faces of the captain and the male and female crew in their Peregrine black and white polo shirts. “An American design and spirit,” he continued, accompanied with a bar of Star Spangled Banner music mixed with ocean wave noise. The video then panned to the sharp bow cutting through the seawater. “There’s no limit to what we can achieve together.” The camera aimed out from the ship and over the blue water towards the far horizon. “Johnson Company, yessir, gives us winning products for the world,” printed over a graphic of the company’s new Chinese-made color televisions.
Katy joked, “It’s a good spot. I’d like to see more tan shoulders of the sailors. The men are handsome.”
“They are supposed to be heroic sailors, not sex symbols.”
“Don’t tell me you didn’t enjoy interviewing the women for the crew,” she kidded him, stroking his bare chest with the palm of her left hand.
“Maybe we should have shot them in bikinis,” he said as he pulled her to him.
She held him off for a moment. “I was thinking about that falcon and hawk notation.”
“What about it?”
“Well, a peregrine is a falcon and an osprey is a fish hawk,” she said thoughtfully.
“Yes, I thought of that.”
“Both boats sank on the same day within a hundred miles of each other. If we could find a way to prove that the Peregrine was chasing the Osprey, that would explain the notation in the Bible.”
“As far as we know the two ships never sailed anywhere near except in that last storm.”
“You’re right,” she said. “It doesn’t make any sense.”
She grinned and then moved into his arms. “I know something that does make sense.”



Chapter 7
 
June 18, 9 AM
New York
 
“You’re thinking about Jamie?” He felt Katy’s hand on his back, gently stroking his bare shoulder. They were still in bed at the New York hotel.
He nodded.
“I recognize when you turn into a father. Your face gives you away. It lights up with excitement. Other times, when your mind is on the race, it darkens with worry and concern.”
“Maybe it clouds up when I think about my son. Did you like Jamie’s girlfriend?” he said over his shoulder. He turned and looked at her, beautiful in the new sunlight, wearing only a tee down to her waist, her bare leg touching his.
“Yes, they came to see me alone before they left for the race.”
“I didn’t know.”
“They took me to lunch. The two of them were so much in love I felt like I was going out with little children. I admire them, and her especially.”
“Why?”
“She seems driven to do well with her life. The fact she has chosen Jamie is a real compliment to the boy, in my opinion. She’s not the type to go along with fools.”
“Her father is the same way. Honest and dedicated to doing a good job.” His smile returned and he continued, “I’m surrounded by people who hide information from me. Doc Jerry was aware of this too. You should have told me.”
“Jamie didn’t let me tell. I asked him if I could. Anyway, it’s all very innocent. He wants to get married at his mother’s hacienda in Buenos Aires. He was afraid you might disapprove. Apparently you and your former wife don’t speak.”
“It’s more than a hacienda. It’s like a castle. Why did he talk to you and not me?”
“Because I’m new, I guess. I don’t judge. I’m not loaded up with flotsam of the past.”
“Yeah, I can see that makes a difference.”
“It does to him. It’s not he doesn’t love you. He needs to have his own life. He can talk to me without worrying about old issues between you and your former wife.”
“Like when I deserted them in the middle of a village war back in Africa?”
“I don’t think you did that on purpose.”
“Thanks, but I did,” Cutter said in a low voice. Then he brightened. “Rosa's home is like a paradise, especially the gardens. Her family’s from old Spanish and Italian descendants. Some of her land came from the Spanish king or something, her father told me.”
“She’s Jamie’s mom and she’s important. She always will be.”
“Rosa and I met when I was in Argentina on one of Bill’s projects. I spent several weeks touring the cattle ranches. Actually I was pretty good on horseback. Anyway, I found one that was a good investment for Bill’s money. I had to stay there as the guest of the owners.”
“They were Rosa’s parents?”
“They were. They had several ranches for me to look over. She arrived one day bumping up the huge road to the main house in a German sports car, hair flying.”
“You just happened to admire pretty girls.”
He squeezed her shoulder. “Anyway, I didn’t have to worry about my poor Spanish with her. She was just back from school in New York with a fresh MBA. She and I went over the business accounts for at least a week working on Bill’s proposal. Even then, she was a very cold and efficient kind of lady. I didn’t see it then.”
“You just could not get over those Spanish eyes.”
“The problem I found out later was that I was considered an inferior to the family. These were early settlers of the place, family going way back, and I was a Johnny Come Lately American with no background in Spain or anywhere else. She defended me but there was always tension.”
“What about you?”
“As rough as my life was in those days, I always seemed to be looking for peace. That farm was pleasant. It was something I had not experienced. Growing up, my own family life was tense. My father died as a Marine with lots of medals but no life left. My mother worried I’d repeat the mistakes she made in life. You know the story. Anyway, Rosa seemed to respect the way I was. She even stood up for me. The parents finally approved of me after she threatened never to see them again.”
He smiled. “In the beginning she believed I was pretty nice guy. Anyway, we went off together working on Bill’s projects. Jamie came along. Then we were stationed in Africa. Africa was not peaceful. The constant stress broke us up.”
“Not peaceful?”
“Hell, it was Vietnam all over again. That was when I fought with Strand and Angel Slidell. Slidell paid local soldiers to attack our village and camp one night. She got scared, really frightened. I was off trying to protect Bill’s oil wells. ‘Working on your business,’ she screamed at me when I got back. She gathered up young Jamie and left. She travelled back to Argentina with him and sent me the divorce papers. Her parents were powerful enough to get the whole marriage removed from the Catholic regulations.”
“You never had any contact with Jamie?”
“No. What could I say to him? Slidell started a story that I was a coward, that I had left my wife and child to the mercy of rebel killers. Nobody believed him but it hurt.”
“Did you tell him you loved him when he came to River Sunday?”
“I didn’t know how to explain all those lost years, Katy.”
“Well, he loves you. He knows you are his father. He also thinks you don’t respect him enough. He can’t compete with a Vietnam hero and famous businessman.”
“Now that he has met me he ought to know better about that,” Cutter smiled. “I get scared like everyone else.”
“You were never a coward.”
“Sometimes I think I was.”
She rubbed his back. “Your enemies will let you think that, I’m sure. Look, I mean it, Jimmy. He thinks you’ll treat him like a child. You’ll tell him this girlfriend might be a mistake. The difference with me is I’m not his father or his mother, just his friend.”
“I guess I thought that being together on this Peregrine project, he and I shared more of a relationship. Then I found out he was here to be with his girlfriend.”
“You don’t have to leave it. However he got here, he’s in your territory. You can make it work.” She bent and kissed his forehead.
“You’re the one who is nurturing, not me.”
“Yes but you can be. Any man can be. Jamie told me about looking for flowers with you when he was young. You two would go with the Africans out into the jungle. He loved those times with you. The Africans would call you ‘Sir Flower’.”
“So what do I do?”
“Love his life, not your life.”
He paused, his eyes trying to focus the harbor water in the distance. His voice mellowed as he said, “I’m glad he has you.”
He laughed and said, “Doc Jerry says they have acquired a mascot.”
“A mascot?”
“Apparently an albatross landed on the deck with fishing line caught up in her feet. She also had swallowed a chunk of plastic wrap, the kind that covers sandwiches. Anyway, she was pretty sick. Some of the crew adopted her. First of all, they saved her by removing the wire and getting the plastic out of her throat. Then the cook fed her scraps. Now she won’t leave the ship.”
“That is a good story.”
“True. The press has picked it up and she’s viral on YouTube in various videos.”
“Have they named her?”
“Her name is Pancake. The public has also researched her and the email states that she is a black-browed albatross off course north from her home in the South Atlantic.”
“So she’s getting a ride home,” he said.
“Apparently some of them don’t leave the ships they land on.”
The hotel phone lit up. Katy answered, listened, said “Ok,” and hung up. “They have a fax for me.” In a few moments, a hotel worker knocked and gave Katy the envelope.
When she finished reading it, she grinned and held the papers up chest high.
“Slow down,” he said, “Take a breath.” He moved back to give her his full attention.
She popped back into the bed. “It’s from my office. This is a real break on the research. I’ve found the mystery boat. Listen to this.” She stopped for a few seconds, arranged the papers and began reading.
 
“Curator Katy Matlock
Maryland Historical Society
Baltimore, Maryland
From: Mary Smith, Manuscripts Department, South Street Museum, New York City
“Regarding your inquiry about a Baltimore clipper or pilot built brig with the name Osprey, we found the following in a review of the New York shipping papers of the time you mentioned. These may be of interest. We are not positive it is the ship of which you inquire, but it does have the same name.
“Reported to the New York Transcript, October 30, 1840
“During the night in the recent storm the brig Osprey wrecked with no survivors on the West Bank off Staten Island. We are told this by Captain O’Neill of passing steamer Oneida who has just come up from the lower bay. He saw the wreckage break up and disappear under the waves. The wreck was located directly one and a half miles offshore on the sea side of the West Bank shoal southeast of the Quarantine Hospital. He said the old shot tower was directly to the north of the wreck, from a sight by him. Before the stern section went under he spotted a well-carved name board with the name Osprey. His report and locations were confirmed by three other captains of small lighters and steamers which were in the vicinity at the time. O’Neill reported the low tide near shore is littered with floating cargo from several wrecks as well as bodies of the drowned crews. No owners have come forward so it is suspected that the Osprey was a ship bound elsewhere and seeking refuge.”
 
Katy flipped over the page and went on.
 
“Centurion of New York, November 1, 1840,
“It is often surprising to those of us ashore in the shipping community to discover how much happens on the sea of which we know nothing. We are amazed when news of these secrets is brought to our attention often by the unfortunate actions of the tides and the storms. This was the situation yesterday following the blizzard which paralyzed our coast and destroyed so many ships and drowned so many unlucky sailors.
“The story in question if it be not a hoax put on by some mischief makers in Staten Island and this writer has no knowledge of such a thing is that news of a brig sank in our harbor, its name Osprey. This ship is not known by any of the shippers in this city. Its cargo and crew are likely among the wrecked and dead cast up on the shoreline. Many bodies are not recognizable as to the ship from which they came.
“It is thought and by better minds than that of this writer so I speak only with the assurance that others more knowledgeable might agree, that this might be the wreck of a pirate of unknown registry, but perhaps Spanish, that has chased ships off the New York shoreline for many years, a ship which has never been approached and which was thought to be marauding further south. The best minds, and although I would not consider myself such a clever man, still I agree with them, think that the storm may have driven the rascals further north from its normal preying ground in the south. The storm’s fury became something that no sailor however crafty could outrun and the ship and its crew met their fate. This story is borne out by the witnesses of the wreckage indicating that the encrustation of ocean flora on the wood below the waterline of the relic showed some Caribbean sailing.
“Williams, President of our New York shippers association and owner of a family tea trading company here in New York, and one of our most prominent and worthy citizens, stated when asked about the pirate that he was pleased as were all his companions that such a ship had met its just end. Mr. William’s firm had reported previously the loss of the company’s famous China brig Peregrine with all hands during the same destructive storm, its wreckage found on the shoreline further to the south.
“We hope that this Osprey wreck is indeed the just end to murderers. There was indeed a violent tale of attack by a pirate not more than a year ago in these very waters. The lone survivor has related that the pirate ship could be described as a Baltimore type craft with uncanny speed and many well-armed sailors hanging from its rails who boarded his transport without mercy.
“That same survivor who returned home only to die from his wounds claimed that the marauders screamed Spanish words and tortured men, women and children alike as they rampaged for money and jewels, raping and killing, sparing no one to be a witness to their treachery. The poor wretch escaped this terror when he was stabbed by a sword and fell overboard. He had enough strength to hold unseen to a line from the stern. The passengers’ cabins were looted and the cargo hatches were pulled. After about two hours the packet ship had been thoroughly stripped of anything valuable. It was then set afire as the pirates departed.
“After the marauders had sailed far enough away he tried to pull himself further up the side of his ship. Above him he saw the masts and rigging aflame, fire over all the ropes like lightning, and brands of flaming wood falling in the sea around him. The fire began down the side of the ship and he had to cast himself out into the water to escape the heat. One of the great yardarms fell down sending spray high into the air and dousing the flames on its beam and lines. It was this gift of Providence that saved him for he tied himself to that wood and remained alive as the rest of his ship sank finally beneath the surface. Two days later and again by God’s help, a coaster schooner found him and brought him in to port, a sad wreck of a man barely able to relate his story before he died.”
“Katy, we also found the following mentioned in a logbook belonging to the US frigate Constitution on its Pacific cruise in 1840. Crew from the frigate was ordered to assist the Baltimore clipper brig Osprey, Captain Richard Tolchester, to enter Valparaiso. What relation this brig is to the Osprey that wrecked in New York, we don't know. It may also be a mistaken name of the kind often found in Navy logs.
“Finally with regard to the name Fusang, we uncovered in the Canton Register of June 1840 the following report: ‘It is brought to the attention of this editor that the Chinese authorities are investigating a fire which resulted in the death of Fusang and his daughter. A robbery is thought to have taken place and the crew of the ship Eagle since departed from this port are being sought.’
"Sorry we can't help you more, Katy. Come by for lunch next time you are in New York.
Mary”
 
“Strange,” said Cutter. “If it isn't a mistake as she suggests, that sighting puts Tolchester on the Osprey. Where is the Peregrine? What is he doing on a pirate ship? Then there’s other ship, the Eagle. Keep digging. This is getting weird.”
“Anyway, that’s all there is,” she said, folding the papers.
She winked at him and said, “Lots of ship disasters in those days were arranged to falsify insurance claims.” She thought for a moment. “How about this? We compare the carving of the wooden name board from the wreck of the Peregrine with the ones that you saw in the barn in River Sunday.”
Cutter asked, “Match them to prove the ship is the same or different? I mean, if the old man in River Sunday is right, there was only one boat built.”
“Exactly.”
“Also, can looking for the wreck of the Osprey do us any good?” he said. “We know approximately where it went down. On the other hand we don’t know the location of the hulk of the Peregrine.”
“The pirate? Possibly. Shipwrecks can tell a lot about the cargo they were carrying. For example, if she had been rigged for slaving, there’d probably be iron manacles remaining in the wreck debris. That’s a clue that she was in Atlantic waters and might eliminate the China trade and Pacific routes for her. Of course, we also might find some carved name boards on her wreck. Witnesses did describe them as ‘fancy.’” She paused then said, “We could compare that name board too.”
“What would that prove?”
“Our boat was the only one built so it must have used two names.”
“There’s still the issue of two wreck sites. Anyway, what do we do next?”
“There’s a salvage expert I’ve worked with in the past. I know he’s familiar with New York harbor and has dived the wrecks there before.” She smiled. “Let me call him and get his ideas.”
She reached up and held his face in her hands. “Jamie is still on your mind, isn’t he? Jimmy, you’re causing me to act like a married woman, taking care of a man and his problems.”
“I like your having those feelings, Katy,” he said, lightly touching his large hands over her smaller fingers.
“I’m a country girl at heart. Remember, my first live-in man lasted for a lot of years because he was a farmer. Trouble is, he didn’t think about me any more than his tractors or livestock. Nice enough guy but no emotion. That’s why I went back to my history work. Ironically, I get a lot of caring just being around those dusty old books. Maybe they talk to me.” She giggled.
“I’m not a farmer.”
“You like gardens and flowers. That’s enough of the land influence. Besides, you have emotion.”
“I do? I thought I was a tough guy.”
“I think you are a better father than you realize. You’re doing all the right work. Worrying about him is the biggest and most important part of the job,” she said softly.



Chapter 8
 
June 24, 4 PM
River Sunday
 
Cutter was in his office with the latest race report transcribed for him by Sparkles from the last satellite phone report. He summarized and called out the information to the others. “June 23, she’s at Latitude 17.46 Longitude 34.40. She’s travelled 5,457 miles with 15,507 left to get to China. She’s been out 35 days with 105 to go. Right about now she ought to be about 1,000 miles east south east of Salvador Bahia, Brazil.”
The shortwave radio squealed. Doc Jerry tuned it and turned up the speaker. A foreign-sounding voice thundered across the control room. “I want Cutter.”
Cutter walked to the radio as the volume was adjusted. As he did he glanced again at the data phoned in from the Peregrine a day ago.
He spoke into the microphone. “Jim Cutter here.”
“Your boat needs help and right away.” It was not the voice of his captain. Cutter could hear the excitement in the voice, strong against static.
“What is going on?” he asked Doc Jerry. He spoke again into the microphone, “Why isn’t Hall calling himself?”
“My friend, it is Etranger. I call because we are beside your brig. Captain Hall wanted me to contact you with a report.”
“What happened, Captain Etranger?”
“The brig has lost the upper sections of its front mast. The foretop has let go from the bottom fore mast and has taken with it the highest mast, the topgallant. The antenna was below and has been destroyed. The transceiver and satellite phone are crushed from the falling gear. We are alongside. We work together with Captain Hall to bring down the remaining yards and rigging.”
Cutter asked, “Can you report on the boat and crew?”
“These two masts, they’re broken badly and will have to be completely replaced.”
Doc Jerry said, “Ocean gusts may be the culprit, Cutter.”
“The ship she is in good shape otherwise. The first mate has a fractured arm. All other crewmen and women are fine.”
Cutter replied grimly, “Maybe it is more than weather.” He could not forget the stranger who had been up in that mast when the workman died.
Doc Jerry went on, as if reading his thoughts, “We checked all that wood before it was installed. Those masts were prime, no cracks, no warping. Must have been a powerful blow with a lot of sail spread.”
Cutter spoke to the French captain. “What is the current status?” he asked his fingers tight on the microphone.
“Others from our crew have volunteered to go aboard the Peregrine to help. They attempt to untangle the lines and spars on the deck.”
“How bad is the man hurt?”
“He will be all right. He has been airlifted to the Chinese ship shadowing us. They will stand by but, by the rules, cannot assist with the repairs. My friend, I tell you, I would be planning to bring out another mast soon.”
Cutter asked, “Captain Etranger, what about my son, Jamie, and the others?”
“They are doing well. Your son is actually performing as the captain’s mate.”
“We’ll be back to you. Thanks.” Doc Jerry signed off.
Stringer burst into the office, door slamming behind him. “What’s happened?” he asked, his voice showing his usual worry. He saw the worried faces of the others and blurted, “I knew something would go wrong. The Peregrine can’t float well in her bow. The hull is too narrow, too sharp. She will dive into waves too easily.”
“It’s nothing to do with her hull design, Stringer,” said Cutter patiently. He and everyone else at headquarters was tired of hearing the Peregrine hull was going to sink because it was narrow and did not float like a basketball. He said, “Her foremast snapped. We’ll need your drawings in making new masts.” Then he explained what had happened.
Stringer’s words came out like emotional stutters, “Carrying too much sail broke the mast.”
“Maybe.”
Stringer picked up a clean pad of engineering paper and began to make some notes. “We’ll have to cut a mast, of course.”
Cutter asked, “Do we have the timber?”
“Jolly and I planned for it. We ordered extra logs for masts. When you process these timbers, you sometimes find flaws. Unfortunately we did not spot this flaw. So, yes, we have timber to shape. It takes time, though. You must understand.”
“We’ll start at once.”
“They have to be authentic. We have to trim the logs by adze first.”
The engineer looked directly at Cutter “Are you aware of the danger of the crew remaining on the Peregrine?” he asked. Cutter knew he would say this and was ready.
“Hall is in charge. Look, if he thinks there’s any real danger to their lives, he’ll get them to dry land immediately,” he said. “Etranger is also beside them with his boat.”
Stringer stood on the balls of his feet, his arms across his chest. “I knew this would happen. I haven’t had a good night’s sleep since she left.”
He continued, “The beams of the ship are sized accurately for the early design but they are still half the size for a safe ship.”
Doc Jerry said, “Etranger can stay for a while but we can’t take anything for granted. He’s tells me he is getting is getting some flak from his French managers. The woman owner wants him to leave the Peregrine and go on to the race. Can’t blame her with all the money at stake.”
Cutter could have bet that would be her decision and to hell with saving anyone. He looked at his assistant, “What is the weather?”
Sparkles said, “A storm system above them is slowly moving south. They have a few days.”
“Shouldn’t we bring her into port to repair that mast?” repeated Stringer.
Doc Jerry said, “No, it can be done at sea. Captain Hall knows how to rig a mast.”
Stringer said, pleading in his voice, “We’re going to hear it from the media about sacrificing the ship’s crew to the weather in order to win a race. The risks of loss of life are very high.”
Cutter said, “We’ll have to take that chance.”
“We will?” asked Stringer.
Doc Jerry said, “If we quit without trying to fix her, we’ll be laughingstocks not to mention having a pretty discouraged crew. We owe it to them and the nation to try to keep our heads and fix this ourselves.”
Cutter agreed. He knew the way the television pundits would portray this, the British boat sailing in spite of the storm, the Americans running for cover.
“You got that right,” Cutter said. “We’ll alert the Coast Guard we might need help but right now we can handle this.”
“You’ve got to promise me,” said Stringer, “you’ll do something if it gets much worse.”
“Yes.”
Stringer tried one more time. “We could get them off, get the boat towed in, if we start now.”
Cutter shook his head.
“Can we count on you to help us with the mast designs?” he said to Stringer, putting his hand on the man’s shoulder. Stringer got control of himself. He nodded, even showing a slight and rare smile.
Cutter had a lot of faith in Etranger as well as Hall. He remembered Etranger from when the two of them met on a trip to Lagos, Nigeria, a few years ago. They worked together on a transportation company project. The job entailed setting up a truck route from the southern coast near the old slave and palm oil ports. It traversed to a planned factory area in the northern provinces near the border with Niger. Etranger attended as the representative of the French partner in the deal. Cutter came with the American money. The Frenchman stood short and wiry compared to tall and full built Cutter. Etranger was the kind of man who acted first, talked second. Etranger had the proverbial poker face. While this made him an expert at trading with other businessmen, Cutter never knew for sure what Etranger was thinking. However, he had a reputation for honesty and he was known for backing up his friends right or wrong. If the girl played like her old man, she’d be a winner too, especially in a fight, even a tough eyeball-gouging bloody one.
The humor of their appearance must have given an impression of weakness. Unfortunately they appeared as a couple of naive businessmen just waiting to be taken down. Local kidnappers laid a trap for them. One evening they were riding down the elevator from their rooms on the top floor of the Floridian, the new international hotel in Lagos. Visitors preferred it because it had its own generator, thereby avoiding the Lagos power outages common in those days. Unfortunately it overlooked the section of the beach where the Nigerian Government hanged criminals.
Three Libyan men entered at the sixth floor, eyes covered with mirror sunglasses. They said nothing, just looked at the floor. Cutter immediately paid attention to them. After the elevator door closed, they began to move around to get behind Cutter. He noticed this and nodded to Etranger. Cutter could still not see any change on the facial expressions of the men. The many floors the slow elevator had to traverse did not pass fast enough. Cutter suspected at this or the next floor there would be a sudden move with a knife.
The elevator stopped suddenly between the second and third floor. The machine moved again first up and then down. Cutter waited for the hotel generator to take over from city power.
With the lurch, all of them, Cutter included, lost their balance. First they tumbled back toward the walls of the elevator compartment. One of the Libyans was bigger than his companions and fell against the side of the elevator. His right hand moved quickly down under his shirt. By now the men had moved to cover all sides of Cutter and his friend.
As the elevator began to move, the big man spoke in a soft voice. He said, “Mr. American, you and your companion go together with us at the second floor please.”
The man had drawn a gun, a silver-plated revolver and held it at Cutter’s stomach. Cutter slowly complied by turning toward the door. As he did he glanced at Etranger’s eyes and saw the Frenchman’s determination. A moment later the two of them went into action. Etranger used his old training from serving with the French paratroops in Algeria. Cutter acted with his Vietnam moves. Cutter disarmed the gunman with his up thrust palm into the man’s face, the surprise of which made the man fall back against the wall groaning, blood coming from his broken nose. His pistol clattered to the floor. Etranger twisted the other two, one into the other. Their heads hit with a loud crack and they fell. Cutter calmly picked up the gun. He held in it on the groveling three as the elevator lurched slowly to the lobby.
“Amateurs,” Etranger had grinned, kicking one of the men as he tried to rise.
The door opened to a group of hotel guests, their African garb colorful, their faces suddenly on guard. Cutter signaled to the doorman who immediately brought in the Nigerian guards from the front lobby doorway. Within minutes heavily armed soldiers arrived and took the Libyans away.
He smiled at the memory and then heard again the dim growl of the air conditioners in his race command center. The mechanical battle against nature seemed insufficient to truly affect the River Sunday heat. Cutter felt the sweat running down his cheeks.
Doc Jerry said, “We have to get started whatever we’re going to do. She’ll need a replacement radio too.” His voice was sudden and sharp.
Sparkles brought out more ocean maps. She checked again the latest location of the Peregrine. Her fingers quickly moved rulers and navigation tools across the paper. She looked up, her face grim.
“It would take two days to tow the Peregrine into a harbor,” she said.
“We have two or three days before the storm hits and two days from now to get a safe harbor. On the other hand if we fly there in two days with a new mast, we just have time.”
She nodded. “More or less.”
Cutter said, “You‘re weakening, thinking we’ll have to bring the crew off and leave her. Stringer’s getting to you.”
“You can make it, boss. Don’t get me wrong.”
Stringer shuffled his feet, but didn’t say any more.
Cutter leaned back in his chair. He stretched his arms above his head and stared up at the old cracked plaster of the control room ceiling. He had a feeling of being trapped in something he could not stop. It was like when he was hit by a round from one of General Dela’s soldiers in Vietnam. He heard Bill Johnson’s mantra to him every time over the years that danger had come across the desk. “If you retreat, everyone is happy that your men come home without wounds. If you stand and fight and win, they like it much better even if your guys get shot up some. If you stand and lose, everyone will remember the risk you took and blame you. You have to find a way to go ahead but also to win. That’s what I pay you for and, Jimmy, you have always been good at winning.”
This time, though, Cutter knew deep down that he was matching his son’s life up against his duty to win for Bill. He didn’t like it. It was the same decision he had made years ago in Africa. He had lost his son and his wife that time. His enemies like Strand and white-haired Slidell expected him to take the risk. Only, they bet on him to fail. They planned to hit him hard with another risk further out in the race. He had to be ready for that. The competition would not stop.
“Have the police found that bearded guy?” he suddenly asked.
“Nothing yet,” answered Doc Jerry.
“Bill will for sure encourage the FBI office to examine the mast for sabotage. He’ll want a report of anything that has been done beyond the River Sunday police department investigation.”
Doc Jerry said again, “The only way we can build this mast is to start right away and work until it is finished. Everybody works.”
“You’ll have to let the paint dry,” said Stringer, looking up from his notes.
Cutter said, “We won’t paint. Let them do that at sea when the wind isn’t blowing, like the old clipper ship crews did. They can fix up any rigging they don’t get time to do now. If we get the mast out there and the spars mounted, she’ll hold wind. Then she can sail from the bad weather. The rest can wait.”
“Boss, there‘s a call from the Baltimore television station,” called Laura. “The evening anchor wants to report on what we will do.”
Cutter asked Doc Jerry, “They have the story already?”
“Hey, the boats are always surrounded with helicopters taking pictures. I’m sure we’re on French broadcasts by now, maybe CNN.”
“OK,” Cutter said. He sat forward. He was in control once again. He accepted all of the risk. It had to be done. He reached for his phone and punched in Jolly’s number at the boatyard.



Chapter 9
 
June 24, 4 PM
River Sunday
 
 
Jolly picked up the desk phone at his office in the boatyard. He said, “I’ve been expecting your call.”
“I need your help,” said Cutter. As he spoke, Cutter watched the large screen television near his desk. The Brazilians and French were sending in video.
“I guess you do,” said Jolly.
“You watching the television?”
“I see Peregrine lost the upper two sections of her forward mast. Are you going to bring her in?”
“I don’t want to. You know as well as I do, we pull into a Brazilian port, the second guessing on the boat’s safety will keep us there for days.”
“Figured that’s the way you’d go. I’ve sent for Big Smithy.”
“Yes. Good move. Better get all the people back to the shed. We’ve got to turn this one around fast.” Smithy was the adze craftsman who had cut out the timbers for the masts. He was one of the few black craftsmen who had volunteered to work on the brig. He said he owed Jolly because the two of them had served together in Vietnam.
“Smithy is out on his workboat checking his crab lines. We sent out a Whaler to get him back here fast.” Cutter heard Jolly chuckle over the phone line. “His wife said to tell him he better get that mast done for Mister Jolly or not come home until he did.”
Outside, large oak trees, survivors of the historic wooden boat construction days, cast shadows over stacked small boats and lumber piles around the boatyard. Cutter surveyed the boatyard and asked, “Where are the press people?”
“By the front door,” said Sparkles. “We’ll have to tell them something,” she added.
“I’ll talk to them after I call Bill,” Cutter said. He watched the early television news with video footage of the crew below, going to and from the wreckage on the deck of the Peregrine. In this report, French newsmen were sending the pictures. Also circling was an Orion patrol aircraft, its insignia the blue circle around a yellow center, which had flown from nearby Brazil. Near the racers, but not assisting, drifted a Brazilian Navy corvette, the Frontin.
“Let’s get an ocean going tug chartered to stand by the area,” he said to Doc Jerry.
He dialed New York. Monroe answered; “He’s right here,” she said, her voice showing concern.
Bill came on. “I figured you’d call. I’m assuming you got the situation under control. How long before the Peregrine can get under way?
“There’s no guarantee we can fix this one, Bill. We might have to tow her into port.”
“Goddamn. My stock has been taking a ride on the market today ever since this hit the news.”
“Yeah, we got reporters here too. Same mysterious players messing with your shares?”
“Maybe. Lot of guys are short selling all the contestants. They are winning on this mast problem. The publicity of a race is great for the winner. The losers have nightmares. People begin thinking our products are as unreliable as the boat with the broken mast. Then the investors figure our sales and earnings will go down and put in orders to sell our shares.”
“We plan to take out new masts to refit the Peregrine.”
“Can you do that at sea?”
“Captain Hall thinks we can.”
“You want my flying boat?”
“I was thinking that she could land right near the brig. Probably the best way to get it out there. We’ve got a storm coming in too. Can the big plane handle the landing?”
“Willoughby will get her down. I’ve been aboard in some rough seas.”
“OK.”
Bill said, “You know, as I think about it, mounting masts at sea will be pretty dynamic television time. Johnson Company will show in a good light. Also, it’s a matter of American seamanship. That will strike a patriotic chord and sell a few more of our Johnson refrigerators.”
Cutter said, “I think you are right. Judging from the general comments in the news so far, the American press and the public are taking this incident in the same spirit, wanting the ship to correct itself and sail on. If anything, we’re not moving quickly enough to get the repairs to the ship. Fans want her to keep racing.”
“Well you set ‘em reporters straight, Jimmy. I’ll get Willoughby on the ball.”
He added, “Let’s not think about towing her until we have to, all right? My money’s on you.” With that, Bill rang off.
Cutter stepped outside into the still hot sunlight on the small porch entryway and studied the twenty or so reporters for ones he knew. As Stringer and Doc Jerry joined him to stand at his right and left, shouted questions began.
Jolly had joined them from the boatyard below. As the shipbuilder heard the loud voices, he put his hands up in the air to quiet them. Then he bellowed, “You folks can ask your questions one at a time. Settle down now, boys and girls.”
In the comparative silence which followed, Cutter pointed to one of Katy’s friends, who represented a Baltimore television channel. She smiled at him and started with a softball question, “Jim, what can you tell us about the Peregrine’s current condition?”
“The Peregrine has a broken mast. This happens with sailing ships using wooden spars and masts. As you know the Chinese sponsors have required that these clippers be absolutely accurate to Nineteenth Century designs. Although we’re disappointed, we are prepared. Our crew practiced for this kind of event. However, the break was such that we have to prepare new mast sections to fly out to the site. We fully expect our team can handle the necessary installation and renew racing as soon as possible.”
“You say the crew can install the repair without coming into drydock?”
“Yes. It was a common practice of sailing ships to repair at sea.”
“If that is true why do you have to take out a new mast?”
“It was too large to carry aboard in this case. The rules allow us to assist the racers with major repairs to keep them in the race.”
“How close is the brig to a Brazilian port?”
“We’re not counting on bringing her in but if that happens, we can easily tow her with an ocean tug we have standing by to help.” He turned to Doc Jerry, and said, “Why don’t you cover this?”
“1,000 miles east south east of Salvador Bahia, Brazil,” said Doc Jerry.
“How long will the mast take to prepare?”
Stringer said, “It will be delivered as soon as possible.”
“What about the storm north of the Peregrine?”
Doc Jerry answered, “There’s a line of thunderstorms north of the Peregrine. We do not feel she is in any danger. If she was, we’d bring our sailors home right away.”
“Can the ship take this kind of abuse, Mr. Stringer? As the ship’s designer, what's your opinion?”
Stringer hesitated, looked at Cutter then at Jolly and finally said, “It will be fine,” in a low, hard to hear voice.
“Can you tell us about the masts, Mr. Stringer?”
Before Stringer could make another weak reply, Jolly said, “That’s all, boys,” elbowing Cutter and the others towards the side of the porch and the back steps down to the yard. “We’ve got to let these men work,” he said over his shoulder to the reporters.
A reporter called, “How will you get the mast to the Peregrine?”
Cutter turned, “We’ll use the Johnson company seaplane.”
“Isn’t that flying boat too old to make the flight?”
Cutter smiled, “She’s a beautiful plane, capable of carrying the masts, and able to sit down in the seas. We are fortunate to have her.”
“Can we get more information on the plane?”
“It’s called a clipper too,” said Cutter. He nodded at Doc Jerry. “Can you get them some of the company photographs of the seaplane?”
Doc Jerry grinned, “Sure can.”
Stringer walked ahead by himself. When they entered the main workshop, he went directly to the master carpenter, a man named Bilge. Bilge’s big stomach showed under the bottom of his undershirt, while his ball cap was ajar, its brim turned up over his balding head. He and Stringer had been constantly together during the original construction. Cutter well knew they shared the worry the Peregrine was not seaworthy. He was not close enough to hear their conversation but judging from Stringer’s wildly gesticulating arms, he assumed Stringer continued to express alarm at the Peregrine’s sailing characteristics.
The boat shop was a historic affair, as old as River Sunday and involved in most of its history. It centered on the ancient ship hauling ramp which had now become a modern railroad to the water. Much of it was reinforced during World War Two for military contracts with the Russians for wooden sub chasers. After the war it had continued building and repairing countless schooners and bugeyes, the local two-masted fishing craft. At the top of the rails and near the shop and various sheds, was the huge electric motor used for hauling boats of all sizes.
Inside the workshop, amid the smells of sawdust and sweat, were the old offices used during the war. Most were filled with storage materials left over from the recent construction of the brig. These included the dozens of paper printouts of designs of various components, and the patterns used for lofting or marking the frames to make perfect the curves of the hull. Assorted piles of lumber were everywhere. Some of this wood came in for the Peregrine from the South American countries where proper timber could still be harvested and cured. Also present were the old steel desks used by the Navy when their supervisors and the aforementioned Soviets had been on duty.
The first room and the biggest space with the least of the old storage materials was used by Jolly for his own yacht building and repair business. A large and faded wartime photograph of one of the Soviet sub chasers was framed over the back wall in the darkness behind his surplus grey desk. It was pictured in black and white coming off the ways, a small Soviet flag on its bow. A crowd of River Sunday civilians including Bilge and Jolly, caught by the lens as excited young teenagers, stood alongside wartime women, probably mothers. To the left of the new warship were a few men, some of them in uniform, standing on a platform, its base decorated in bunting. Even in faded black and white, the picture had the gray tints representing red, white, and blue. In the background the photographer had included a flight of Republic P47 fighter bombers roaring over the boatyard from practicing touch and go at the town’s runway, in those days a grass one.
A bustle of men moved quickly around the workroom at the center of the shop outside Jolly’s office. Stringer’s area, several flat drafting tables, was along the far wall. Stringer had switched on a bright fluorescent light above him. He was sifting through the large drawings piled on the tables, picking up one and examining it, then throwing it down and lifting another sheet of paper
Cutter nodded towards Bilge who was gathering his tools, his face sullen. He nodded back without expression.
Jolly said, “Don’t worry about Bilge. Once he starts to work there’s no one I’d rather have.”
Stringer beckoned them to his table. When they arrived, he said, “They lost the foretopmast and the foretopgallant. Here, come see.” He adjusted the fluorescent light above the table.
Cutter looked over Stringer’s shoulder and nodded slowly, as Stringer pointed to the drawings.
“What do you think?” asked Jolly.
Stringer said, “Put enough men on it, anything’s possible.”
“I figure we can get them built and flown out there pretty quick. The crew needs as much time as possible,” said Cutter, “to install and right the masts. Then they got to sail to the southwest out of the range of those thunderstorms.”
“You leave with the finished spars in less than twenty four hours. Then you got to fly down there and still give them time to raise the new wood and rig it. You don’t want nothing,” said Jolly.
“Yessir,” said Cutter.
Bilge had come over and after listening to them, said, “We got to find the logs, cut ‘em down, make the taper. We also got the finishing.”
“Forget the finishing,” said Jolly. “We’ll send them out with a fast coat of poly and that’s enough to get the boat to China. What I’m saying, they can do the fancy painting later as they sail towards China.”
Stringer nodded. ”Suit yourself. There’s still the tapering. Mast has to start at one diameter then be smaller up top to fit the next mast.”
Bilge said, “It ain’t going to be easy to get just right.”
He looked at Cutter. “When it gets out there we want them to be able to hang it snug, that’s what I’m saying. It takes time to make sure it be right.”
Jolly looked out at the workshop floor where some logs, the bark still on them, had already been brought in. He said, “Big Smithy’s on the way in here. He’s got the eye for it. He did the ax work on the last ones.”
Jolly took a pencil stub from his jeans pocket and licked it, then began to write on a small pad of paper. His head was wet with sweat, even here in the shade of the workroom.
Behind them, more of the large doors to the harbor were being opened by a team of workmen. A breeze of outside air flooded into the workshop. It was quickly replaced by the stagnant heat of the late Maryland afternoon. The air carried the sour smell of drying and parched clams and seaweed stranded in mud by the outgoing tide.
Jolly compared his notes with the drawings. “That’s two logs. The foretopmast is about thirty feet long with a nine inch diameter. It weighs finished about nine hundred pounds. The foretopgallant is smaller, about twenty feet and a similar diameter and it weighs about five hundred pounds. With finishing the surfaces and mastheads, lot of steady hours all of us working. She won’t be finished pretty but she’ll hold the sails.”
Cutter nodded.
Stringer asked, “How you going to load them?”
Cutter said, “The masts can be stored in the passenger compartment.”
Jolly smiled, “Well, you best get the seaplane in here and moored close. We’ll talk about how to swing them into that plane. Your boss won’t like nothing scratching up his fine interior.”
Jolly inspected the logs. “Too many knotholes in these. Would make the sticks weak,” he said. He pulled his phone and rattled off a conversation in the slurred speech that could only be understood by the local long-time residents. He smiled as he put away his phone. “My cousins will help us.”
They didn’t have long to wait. An hour later a Peterbilt truck with two more large logs of aged white pine were delivered to the side entry of the shop. Smithy waved to his relatives, two burly tanned men Cutter guessed were farmers.
When the selected timber was on blocks, the positions were carefully marked so that the work could be turned. They used templates to assure the rounds and tapers as the carpenters began initial trim work. All this was in preparation for Big Smithy’s arrival.
Big Smithy arrived. He stood by the open door to the harbor for a moment before anyone noticed him. Then the room grew quiet as the workmen saw him and laid down their tools, knowing he would tell them how to proceed from now on. He was tall, the lights flickering on his dark skin, his shoulder straps and the grease on his overalls. He was a black man, a former football lineman who had played for a while with the Baltimore Ravens.
Jolly spoke to him, “There was something weak in the heartwood of those poles we last made for the brig.”
Smithy just said, “I’ll get this one right enough. Got to save them folks.”
Stringer said, “Would have liked to laminate these masts from several pieces. Get some strong resin into the wood. However, we had had to be accurate to the old designs, so there was no way to add strength.”
“I can do it,” Smithy said, as he chose one of the adze tools near the logs. He touched the blade for its sharpness and was satisfied. He took his first cuts. Here was the master, the man who with a simple ax could round these logs into piece of precision wood, a true artist. The other carpenters knew he was the only man in the region with the innate skill to do this work. One false blow and a log would be splintered into a false cut that could not be retrieved. A weak cut of mast wood would ruin the whole job in the way that a diamond could be chipped into destruction.
“How long?” asked Cutter.
Smithy looked at him and the other carpenters who had come over to stand with him. He shook his head, meaning he would work as fast as he could, and he continued cutting. Cutter and the others joined him and stood by to turn the heavy logs as Smithy signaled.
Above them, the white sign with the black letters played in the shop lights. The words, flecked with sawdust from the boatbuilding machines, still could be read. Cutter smiled. He knew the quote from the days of the historic Peregrine race against a British boat in China. She lost that one but the captain promised revenge.
“Peregrine will come back. She’s not finished yet.”-Captain Tolchester
Later, in the middle of the night, Cutter stood outside as they all took a short break from pure exhaustion. Inside the logs were beginning to look something like masts but they were still far from the correct diameters. Each fitting of the templates did show progress but the work would take many more hours.
He looked at the night lights playing over the large ways and smelled the stink caused by the low tide exposing mudflats and drying seaweed. The nighthawks still dived at bugs in the glare from the shop behind him. He remembered the day early in the summer when the Peregrine was launched. He saw again the finished hull ready to go.
He had a rare telegram of congratulations from his former wife, sent to him from Argentina. He read between the lines. She was worried and still had a lack of forgiveness, a sense he had once again put their son in danger.
“I hope this finds you and your ship in good conditions. I pray daily that our son will be kept out of harm’s way in this adventure. Sincerely, Rosa.”
Jolly’s drawl behind him broke into his thoughts. “Let’s get back to work,” Cutter heard Jolly say. He turned in the bright lights of the workshop. As he did, his shadow arched out over the shallow tidewater behind him.
Doc Jerry reminded him one more call had to be made. He listened as the phone rang in China. Dela picked up on the fourth ring.
“We need a replacement antenna.”
“You have so many troubles with our equipment. What have you done to the antenna?”
“The masts broke. The antenna was crushed. I’m taking out new masts to our ship tomorrow.”
“I see. You have the approval of the boat committee?”
“Yes. You can check with New York.”
“Very fine, James Cutter. I’ll have one delivered to the boatyard in the morning from our stateside warehouse.”
Dela hesitated then said, “Your entry is receiving far more attention from us than the other boats. It may be that the other companies will protest. We have to be neutral in all our effort.”
“You’d like that, wouldn’t you, General?”
“As I told you, I have no rank anymore. Those days are gone forever, my friend,” said Dela, his voice smooth.
“Let’s just say that once a Charlie, always a Charlie. Get this. I’ll expect the antenna tomorrow.” He was referring to the Army nickname for the Viet Cong, “Charlie.” Cutter hung up without waiting for Dela to comment. Somewhere along the line before this race was over he knew he’d have to face that grinning man again. In a way, he was looking forward to it and this time he’d finish what he started in Vietnam long ago.



Chapter 10
                                                           
June 26, 3 PM
Atlantic Ocean
 
It had been a slow trip out to the Peregrine. The flying boat was sturdy but heavy. In seaplanes the engines carried not only the weight of the aircraft but also the weight of the attached hull structure. As a result the plane was slower than a similarly powered landplane. In the cockpit Willoughby drove with Jenks, his co-pilot, a man Cutter had met on past trips. He was a red-headed Irishman with a face of freckles and a large grin.
Cutter said, “Did Bill talk you into restoring this seaplane?”
Jenks said, “They brought me in to clean out the fish.”
Willoughby said, “He also flew with me in Iraq.”
Jenks said, “You mean, we were lucky they couldn’t shoot straight when we came over. That C130 gunship we flew was pretty slow.”
“We called them Puff the Magic Dragon when they let loose with the
 Gatling guns,” said Cutter. “What’s the landing going to be like out here?”
Captain Willoughby said, without looking away from his instruments, “Sparkles is giving us light winds and good weather. We’ll have enough time to get their mast fixed and get on our way. She predicts some swells but we can land in them.”
The brigs finally came into sight, surrounded by warships and passenger vessels carrying newsmen and race officials. They circled, exchanging radio signals with the American destroyer.
Willoughby said, looking down, “We can judge the wind and see where the surface gives us the best landing. Then we’ll come up to the boats.”
As Sparkles had predicted the ocean surface had a light wind and large swells coming in from many miles away. The plane approached to land in the trough of one of the swells. As she came in, Willoughby brought the seaplane lower until he was flying level a few feet above the water surface. Adjusting for the wind, the big plane settled onto the water and gradually landed from its flat glide path. Willoughby began to taxi. The spray was heavy at first but then subsided with Willoughby and Jenks keeping the nose high enough to avoid water on the propeller blades. “Too much water will ruin those prop blades with corrosion.”
Cutter automatically flinched back with the noise of the salt spray that crashed against the plane. The wash overwhelmed the cockpit glass like a white waterfall. Cutter felt as if he were deep underwater. His brain worried the torrent would be sucked into the radial engine air intakes above, leaving the cylinders full of salt water and inoperative. Yet, the water receded. Cutter recovered just as quickly. He mentally stopped himself in an old reflex of going into action when danger approached, his right arm groping hypnotically for an M16 rifle he didn’t have.
After they were down and moving slowly on the ocean surface, the large propellers motored the plane easily through the waves. Captain Willoughby turned to him and said, “Like a cat, she can land anywhere.”
Willoughby whistled Yankee Doodle as he worked the engine levers and rudder pedals to begin a slow turn of the plane’s hull towards the brigs. They twinkled in the sunlight, visible as the seaplane was at the tops of the long swells and then gone. Cutter could see he gauged the ocean carefully to keep the wing tips out of the water. He’d gun the engines to keep the high wing from upsetting the plane by dropping too far and grabbing the sea surface.
As they approached Cutter watched the crew working on the forward deck of the Peregrine. Several block and tackle hoists were fastened to the bottom shafts of each mast. The broken top of the foremast had been stripped to its masthead. The lines and shrouds which had held up the top masts were piled on deck ready to be assembled when the new masts went up. The French boat was on the other side of the Peregrine and its sails had been carefully furled so as to minimize tangling with the Peregrine rigging. Cutter could see his old friend standing with a bull horn at the bow of the Louis Fourteen, gesticulating and shouting. A beautiful young woman in jeans stood next to him. Captain Hall was at the other end of his own ship doing the same thing with his team. A set of wood planks created a walkway between the two racers. He smiled at the sight of the albatross supervising from the tip of the highest mainmast section, the topgallant mast. At the same time, he noted the broken front mast still had only its bottom section, waiting for the topmast and the top gallant.
Within a few hundred feet of the Peregrine, the four Pratt and Whitney radial engines were idled back. The seaplane’s nose slowly moved up and down and her hull drifted casually with the waves. Willoughby ordered the rubber raft inflated to take over a line to the brig. By now the two sailing ships towered over the seaplane, their masts waving back and forth in the swells. The high spars slowly approached almost to tap against the aircraft wing and then went back the other way again. Captain Hall called out to keep lines paid out enough to keep the seaplane clear.
An occasional helicopter passed over them. “Probably out from Brazil or flying from the Azores,” Willoughby estimated. “The reporters are taking video for the news.” None came low, fearing, as Cutter guessed, they might get too close and tangle with the up thrust masts of the ships. Further away the large naval vessels of the Chinese, Americans, and Brazilians were monitoring the activity.
Finally secured, the seaplane stayed several hundred feet from where the two brigs were tied together. The engines were shut all the way down. Cutter paddled in the plane’s inflatable boat to the Peregrine. The sudden quiet after the hours of throbbing engine noise was pleasant to Cutter, almost relaxing. He looked at the parcel beside him. It contained the new radio assembly General Dela had rushed to his office. The gear had been wrapped in protective plastic labeled with Chinese characters. He reached the side of the brig, its black wooden planking rising more than ten feet above the raft. He had to grab quickly for the boarding ladder as it rose and lowered, slapping the ocean surface.
When Cutter was aboard, he turned to look down the deck. Among the bustling crew members, he saw the young woman coming toward him. She moved her head up, tossing back her long black hair and stopped, facing him. Cutter looked into her deep black eyes. She smiled at him, her face radiating excitement and youthful energy.
“Now we get our mast,” she said, pulling back her hair which fell again.
“We’ll fix lines on them and haul them aboard,” Cutter answered.
“Come. I’ll take you to the American captain. Are those the radio repair parts? Give them to me and I’ll rig them.” He complied. She had a tough but passionate voice. He could understand what Jamie saw in her.
He handed over the package and followed her by several feet. The blur of her white trousers moved ahead of him in the sunlight and through the torturous crowded deck of the dissembled sailing ship. He became aware of the size of the Peregrine. While it had dwarfed the other boats in the harbor at River Sunday, here in the middle of the ocean it was tiny, like a small leaf in a large pond. His mind calculated only fifteen men could lay head to toe from its bow to its stern. That assumed they could stretch themselves around hatchways and the cabin. The rear or main mast was still complete, its sails pulled up and tied to their yards. The front mast rigging was neatly, or as neatly as possible, stacked over the whole deck. Sails because of their great size would have been difficult to handle in any situation and were folded to keep them from damage. The spars and various rigging, smelling of varnish, some too stiff with tar to be coiled, were stashed in lengths along the hatches and walkways. Cutter had to proceed carefully through dark areas on the deck where he could trip over materials and lines.
The woman led him forward, like a nymph amidst this clutter, dancing gracefully to stop at the side of Captain Hall, a tall slender man, his beaked hat at a jaunty angle. His arms constantly moved as he directed and assisted his crew in pulling on a line that reached to the top of the stubbed foremast. His voice was hoarse, but steady and knowledgeable.
“Mr. Cutter, glad you could get here.” Hall stepped back from his work, pleased to see his boss. “Good work, Madeline,” he said to the woman. She grinned and slipped to the opposite side of the brig where she crossed a wood plank to the French boat’s deck. In a moment, she turned and waved back as she disappeared into that ship’s stern cabin.
“We’ll get the masts aboard and have you on your way as soon as we can, Mr. Cutter,” Hall said, his eyes back on his task.
“I’ll stay around and help with the rigging as long as I can.” Cutter searched the deck now, looking for Jamie amidst the several men and women moving with their tasks up forward.
“Lucky the French came along,” said Hall. “We’ll get her right. Excuse me, Sir.” Hall turned back for a moment to direct repairs of the standing rigging. When the mast broke, some of this rigging linking the foremast and the mainmast was weakened. The lines on the lower part of the foremast were taking too much strain.
Cutter spotted Jamie directing a team of companions trying to fix some large tackle. He remembered that his son had been assigned some mate duties.
“I’ve got to see my son,” he told Hall.
“Of course.”
“I guess you’re getting the experience like the old time captains, aren’t you, Captain Hall,” said Cutter. He remembered how Hall had talked of this goal in his interview for the job.
Hall grinned, rubbing at the grease that had come from a pulley and got on his forehead, “Maybe a little more than I wanted, but yessir, it’s all right. I love it. Every one of the crew does too.”
“You picked up an albatross for a passenger.” Cutter pointed at the large bird on the rear mast.
“She landed on the deck a few days ago. Your boy fed her and now she likes us. Sometimes those birds do that. She might go with us all the way to China.”
“Legend says an albatross carries the soul of a sailor who drowned in a storm.”
“She hasn’t brought us any bad luck yet,” said Hall, squinting at the bird.
“They name her?”
“Well, she likes to eat pancakes so the crew calls her Pancake.”
“Wait till the press gets hold of that. Children all over the world will ask their parents to buy them a pancake doll. “
“I expect your boss will have some made up for his stores to sell. She has black in her feathers like the color of the Peregrine.”
Jamie came over, his black Peregrine shirt ripped and ragged, his trousers stained with grease and his shoes marked with tar streaks. “Dad. You guys brought our sticks.”
“I told the captain we’re ready to unload as soon as you people can take them aboard.”
His father tried to hug his son but Jamie pulled back. “Good to see you, Dad.”
“You too, son.”
Jamie paused. “Dad, there’s someone I want you to meet.” Coming up beside him, Cutter saw the young woman. Her face was bright, young enough to be that of a teenager, except for the hardened look of the womanly tan that the days at sea had burned into her cheeks.
“This is Madeline Etranger,” Jamie said.
Cutter touched her hand which she extended to him. She said, in a soft voice, “I told my father you had arrived. You are the most welcome today.”
His fingers closed over hers in a warm greeting. He went on, “The gang at home, Jolly, Smithy, all of them, worked hard to build those masts.”
She held Cutter’s hands in hers, her deep eyes on his. “Later we can talk.”
Jamie said, “We got to work, Dad.”
Jamie was the man in charge of the situation and Cutter knew he had to obey. He nodded and stood back. Then to his right, he spotted Etranger on the French boat waving at him. He moved his hand in a signal back to the Frenchman and crossed over.
“My friend,” Etranger said, grasping him in a hug.
Cutter grinned and said, “Your daughter doesn’t look anything like you.”
“We are all so glad of that,” he replied. “I saw her come up to you, to meet the father she says. She is very forward, this young generation. Not much respect for the old boss, you know.”
“I’m used to it. They’re doing their job, that’s what counts.”
“She wants to be with him all the time. Not so much now with her father, I think. The women, they choose like this.”
“What’s her mother think?”
“My wife is no longer with us.”
“Well, I’m sorry.”
He shrugged. “My daughter, now she stays to help him.”
“You must be very proud of her.”
Etranger smiled. “Come to my cabin. We will let the sailors rig their boat.”
Etranger had a small cabin, opposite from the first mate’s bunk and the radio room, at the stern of the Louis 14. Inside he asked Cutter to sit down at an ornately carved table. The room had a smell of sweat and saltwater with a tint of the coffee being brewed. The chairs, carefully fastened to the teak floor, were early French Empire in pink and blue colors matching the curtain fabrics on the brass portholes. The walls had well-rubbed paneling and at one side a small fireplace. His bunk, a solid wooden affair, was built into the wall and covered with carefully made up white sheets. On the table was a silver framed picture of himself, his wife and Madeline near a blue beach umbrella.
“It is like a pirate ship in the movies, no?” he said.
Cutter nodded and sat down in one of the chairs. “My friend Bill Johnson said to say hello.”
“Bill is a great sailor.”
“He says you might beat us.”
“I do not worry about speed. I only want success,” he said as he poured whiskey into two porcelain cups for them. Etranger was dressed in shorts and sandals, his black hair full on his head and heavily sprouted on his bare chest. He twisted the tips of his short mustache as he talked.
“They, my company officials, insist I leave because of the storm. I do not understand how they expect to sail a boat if they will not take chances but who am I? In this world, it is the corporation that decides what is truth.”
“The English boat and the other American are far ahead.”
“The English are fools as always. I do not think about them. Your American is not capable of winning unless he cheats us.”
Etranger sipped his drink. “We are friends?”
Cutter nodded. “We are friends.”
“You still the man the Nigerians call the trail boss?”
Cutter smiled, “Some say that.”
Etranger eyed him. “The younger men and the women too, maybe they are more thirsty than us, you think. It is time. I think maybe I retire now, cash in my cards.”
Cutter didn’t say anything. Etranger went on, “Your son, Jamie, he is good too. He will want to take over.”
Cutter nodded. He put down his cup without speaking.
Etranger added, “Ah, always the romance is more important than money.”
The Frenchman stood up and, balancing himself against a large pitch of the deck, moved to a handsome carved cupboard on the wall across from. Turning a key and opening a small panel door, he withdrew an envelope and handed it to Cutter. “This I planned to send to you when I could without prying eyes. Call it, how do you say, a little gift among friends.”
Cutter started to open the letter. Etranger put his hand on Cutter’s to stop him.
“Read when you are back on your plane. That will be soon enough.”
Cutter stuffed the envelope into his pants pocket and got to his feet. “We must get this mast aboard and then fly that plane out of here.”
Captain Hall had his crew in place. To get the masts on board from the seaplane a block and tackle was rigged to the rear or mainmast of the Peregrine. A spar extended out over the ship so that the replacement masts could be lifted vertically. At the same time, it was important to keep the seaplane’s long wing apart from the immediate area of the ships so that the rigging didn't catch in the wing material and destroy or otherwise hurt them. One shift in the winds or the waves and their metal covering might be ripped by some loose spar.
Two longboats, one from the French ship and the one from the American ship, were sent out to the side of the seaplane. There the masts were lifted by hand through the crew entry hatch in the top of the airplane. Then, the masts were placed and secured across the boat gunwales. The boats were maneuvered to the side of the Peregrine.
At this time tackle was used to lift the replacements one by one to the deck of the Peregrine. At the top of the remaining foremast of the Peregrine there was a step to which the new foretopmast had to be inserted. The procedures began with teams of men and women pulling on guide ropes.
The lines attached to the new mast section guided it into a vertical position where it was lifted up to the step. When it reached the mast step several men, including Jamie, working with sledges tapped it into the mast step. The stays were put into place and as this was being done the second or topgallant mast was lifted in the same way. This mast was lighter and its positioning was easier. Once it had been fastened the standing rigging and shrouds of the whole foremast assembly were finally tightened and the masts was secured for the yards to be hoisted again. The yards would hold the sails.
When they were able to take a short break in the work, Cutter relaxed with Captain Hall near the stern of the Peregrine.
Hall said, “The Brits have two days start on us. That’s five or six hundred miles. It's all in the wind. We’ve got some breezes now. Nothing strong but enough to get underway. We’ll know tonight but I’m sure we’ll get some speed. With your hard work I think we’ll beat that storm. With the mast fixed we can ride her anyway. It’s just thunderstorms and a little wind. I don’t know why the folks on shore get so worried.”
Hall called Jamie to say goodbye to his father. He arrived, taking off the gloves he had been using to keep his hands from being sliced by the rigging lines. Hall got up to leave them alone.
“You don’t have to leave us, Captain,” Jamie said.
“Are you all right, son?” asked Cutter.
“Yessir. The mast is not a setback, Dad. We figured we’d just have a bigger party when we get to China. We’re going to win, Dad, whether you believe it or not.”
Cutter recognized the blaze of excitement in the boy’s eyes. It was the same as he felt many times. The reckless desire to win because against the worst odds that is all there is.
“What about Madeline?”
“She wants to stay with the Peregrine.”
“Her father, I’m sure, won’t let her,” said Cutter.
Jamie smiled. “He doesn’t worry about her.”
“Etranger doesn’t worry?”
“He has faith in me,” said Jamie.
Cutter didn’t say anything.
“Look Dad, she’s not like you. All she asks from me is that I love her.”
“I don’t understand.”
“I know you don’t. People can love someone and still want them to do their thing even if it is wrong or if they fail.”
Cutter heard these words of his son and thought again what his wife had said, so long ago. He was beginning to understand how he had been so wrong about success and what was really important in life.
“You love success more than you love love.”
His son continued, “I have to prove something to myself and Madeline she has to prove something to herself. That’s just the way it is.”
Within another hour the first sails were raised. The rigging creaked with the strain as the sailors pulled in unison. The Peregrine let go the French brig and was on her own, her sails filling.
The wind was rising. The seaplane engines roared. The smell of airplane fuel mixed with hot exhaust fumes permeated the cockpit. The flying boat moved ahead, bouncing, bolts of spray like sledgehammers pounding hard against the thin metal hull. Then, as Captain Willoughby maneuvered the controls, his aircraft went up on the hump of seawater and its hull planed over the water. With a whine of the engines the seaplane lofted free of the ocean and gained altitude. In a few minutes, the Peregrine was behind and below, its now tiny men climbing over sails which were partially up and filling. Captain Willoughby circled the plane to gain more altitude. The Peregrine was visible for a moment, then disappeared on the horizon.
They turned toward the east and the Azores. Cutter watched Willoughby. The pilots did not talk. The sole indication that they were awake were twitches of the rudder or ailerons to adjust the flight. Cutter was quiet also as he stared ahead at the darkening eastern sky. Above him outside the windshield were the great propellers, their vibration and sound reminding him, as if he could forget for even a moment, they were pulling him forcefully toward land. They flew at four thousand feet and below them the waves made long thin white lines. Radio checks crackled amid the engine noise. They were alone above the vast ocean with the tiny Peregrine below and far behind them.



Chapter 11
 
June 26, 7 PM
Atlantic Ocean
 
The package from Etranger contained several documents.
 
My friend, you may find this of interest. I should say that although we have always been competitors for, how do you say, Uncle Sam’s dollars, I have sat out here on the ocean this last week and heard the radio broadcasts that give praise to all our boats. I wish you well and you should believe this for you have never been my antagonist except in commerce. Even in that you have been fair and maybe even smarter. I do not like these things of the world where there is bad talk, talk behind the back, and other ways to make a deal than face to face. That has always been to my way of thinking a travesty of the art of trade. You share that sense, I know. At any rate, skim these confidential French documents sent to me as I hope they might be helpful in your effort in pursuing this race fairly.
 
Staff to Etranger, August 1, Paris,
This following is taken from letters of our agent at Canton during the years in which the Louis 14 was at the port in trading for tea and while the famous race was held between the Peregrine and the Willow.
 
June 15, 1840 sent forward by a chartered clipper, from agent in charge Jean Repose
We are enclosing with the Captain of the Charter this update news of our first buy of the season. Our ship Louis 14 will be loaded with one hundred fifty one of the one hundred pound chests of black tea from Kaiser. You will be pleased that this shipment was bought for silver in competition with the British agents.
The rumor was that the recent race with the American Peregrine and the British Willow was not all that it appeared. Although the British friends that we have will not speak to the matter, a rumor persists. The information has been carefully kept from any of the Americans here. It seems that during the night before the race, the keel of the American brig was clamped in some treacherous manner with blocks of wood so as to slow her progress through the water. After the race of course the blocks were removed. From what we hear this interference with the sailing of the brig was borne out by slow speeds almost exactly the same in each heat even though the water and wind must have been different. The slowing of the faster American design was enough to allow the Willow to win each time. You must be aware that such a feat in sailing speed means better freight rates awarded to the winner, something the Brits were anxious to achieve.
We have managed to use our social graces to entrance the merchants of our interest. Yesterday we attended one of the most beautiful balls that we have had the pleasure in the city of Macao. As you know the city is the home during the summer months for the men and women and their families who engage in the trade upriver at Canton. The wives of the factory officials planned the ball with great effort and over several weeks to insure its excellence. Houses were opened, gardens resplendent, and the Chinese servants everywhere. Music was provided by an orchestra of Chinese well trained by our musicians in the latest music from home. I must say that nothing in Napoleon’s court could ever have out shown these ladies and gentlemen in their promenade of fine silks and fashion. Of course, as was our purpose, some of the Chinese officials and merchants also attended.
We were admiring during the evening the beauty of the consort of the young American Captain Tolchester. Her name was Meikuo. She was also accompanied by her father the famous merchant Fusing who sat in his canopy and oversaw the events. Each of us visited him from time to time to speak of the honor his rare presence in foreign quarters had bestowed on all of us. Often they do not come even by surreptitious invitation and look down on us, the foreign devils, as they say. Fusang was a special exception and I am sure influenced by this handsome American captain.
This Tolchester I am told is quite the expert at throwing with good effect the large American fighting knife, a skill which he developed on his long voyages at sea. The Captain refers to the blade as his Bowie. His favorite Bowie is fashioned from bronze. It is not as sharp as the steel examples, but it creates a particular flash of reflected light from its shine as it flies, something which excites those who watch. I have not seen him demonstrate his skill with this large frontier knife but all say that he is dangerously accurate with the blade. He can put six of them in a tight circle and delights his Chinese audiences many of whom practice with similar knives. His countenance is not that of a vicious man and I am advised that his expertise is not that of a killer but a hunter.
Meikuo was dressed in a white gown far surpassing any worn by the other women and on her neck were strands holding one of the most opulent emeralds ever seen by any there. The large stone was said to have come from the explorations of the legendary Hui Shen himself and it had descended to Fusang. Hui Shen was the legendary explorer which Chinese historians credit with the discovery of what we know as Western South America. This jewel was brought to China from the Americas on a long ago voyage and was called the China Jewel.
I was amazed myself and said to my wife that it was uncanny that such a huge country could produce such a woman as this Cantonese girl. She was like the flower with which the Chinese artists so readily adorn their ceramics, a white peony blossom in the midst of all this risk of fortunes as we all know the tea business can be.
Much enjoyment was had by all dancing to the strains of the latest Europeans fashions and of course the uproarious Yankee Doodle. This the Yankees had made into a fast step that had everyone on the dance floor in merriment.
I have made it my business to further our conversation with this Fusang with the goal of having him take on our trading relationship. To date he favors the American firm with which he deals exclusively. He is a good mercantile target for us as he controls many miles of prime tea growing areas in the up country hillsides. Unfortunately for us his claimed relationship to this famous Chinese explorer Hui Shen prods him to trade with the Americans. I understand that this fascination with American trade does not bring him respect from some in the Chinese government who would like to see him “disappear.” However he has too much money and power in the Chinese court for those officials to do anything about him.
At any rate I arrived at his office near the American factories and he bade me sit in a beautifully carved chair. His office is decorated in the red hues of which the Chinese are so famous and the woodwork was of the Chinese style with many curves. Statues of the Confucian gods were in sight and several portraits of him and his daughter were evident on the walls. I have also heard that he has taken the American captain to his home on the island of Husan, a great honor not usually given to alien traders. The home was pictured in one of the wall paintings, at least I suppose it so, a place with extensive gardens and pillared buildings with upswept rooflines of the pagoda styles. Children were playing in the garden.
He tells me that he intends to travel with Captain Tolchester to the eastern coast of the United States with his daughter soon. I suggested that he might want to extend his trip to France and to perhaps place his daughter in school there as it might be more advantageous than the education in America. Perhaps we can help with placing her in the best situation in Paris. Fusang on the other hand fancies himself eventually living in New York.
 
Cutter sat back and thought. So with Tolchester it began as a love story. Just like Rosa and he had been. Just like Jamie and Madeline. In a way just like his life with Katy.
In the beginning his love of flowers had entranced him to Rosa's side. This love of plants was his mother’s gift to him. When he was a child he would spend hours with her in the little garden she kept. He helped her with the trimming, learning the names of the plants and how to touch the petals with tenderness. His father had been a Marine and had died in battle. He had all his medals kept in a bank vault. His mother would look at the tender crocus coming through the snow in the spring. She called them “cutters.” She said they fought like her husband against the odds and most of the time lived. She taught him to love the little plants.
In the same way, standing beside Rosa, he came to know the great gardens at her father’s ranch. He could still see the bright red ceibo blossoms at their wedding. She was not like his mother though. She did not have the love of the fight.
He smiled at the thoughts of flowers. Perhaps the old African chieftain had something to do with their breakup in Africa. Rosa never liked the village chief standing in all his natural jungle finery, bedecked with flowers. Jamie had loved him like a grandfather.
When they would sail together in the small dugout canoe with its flimsy sail, Cutter could still hear the old man saying “Use the wind. Do not let it use you,” when Jamie would make another mistake.
“Use the wind. Do not let it use you.” Cutter thought of the careful sign about Jamie’s hammock on the Peregrine. His son had remembered.
He was of course of his culture, having a wisdom of the earth and plants, yet Rosa could not adapt to this. Her loves were the fine flowers of a cultured garden. Yet little Jamie loved him as he loved his own family, and the chief became a third member of their little household.
The chief had given him the nickname “Sir Flower” or just “Flower.” The natives picked it up. He asked the chief and his men to take him to see beautiful African plants. The people thought it strange that a huge American like Jim was so interested in such feminine interests like flowers. Of course, his American workers would call him the same for a while. When he left Africa the nickname did not stick perhaps because no one dared to call him that for fear of a fist in the face.
It was not all blossoms. He remembered that above a fireplace in the chief’s home, anchored in the stone and wooden wall braces, was a massive bone. It was the head of an animal with sharp tusks projecting from the sides of its mouth. When the chief showed it to Cutter and his son, he said that it had been found long ago and was a special omen of the village. Cutter looked it up in his encyclopedia and found that it resembled the head of a sabre tooth tiger, which roamed these parts until all the tigers migrated to the east and to Asia. Jamie had never forgotten that tiger and mentioned it to Cutter several times when they talked in River Sunday during the crew training. It was probably the only memory the boy had of those days and it was a good one, one of strength, not one of fear and fast firing machine guns in the night.
One night they heard a strong knock on the front door of the cottage. The old chief dressed in colorful regalia and two of his wives stood in the dark. Jamie was having a severe attack of malaria. Despite all the precautions, the netting and medicine, a mosquito had gotten through the boy’s defenses. Cutter had the best doctor flown in to treat Jamie. They were doing what they could to get the boy through his small body’s struggles with the disease.
“I can help the boy,” he said in his husky voice.
“We have doctors,” said Rosa.
“Come inside,” said Cutter, moving in front of his wife and welcoming the chief.
Cutter nodded to Rosa who was forced to stand back. The chief came inside, leaving his wives with several others of his village retinue.
The old man crossed to the boy’s room and entered. He motioned to the child’s nurse to stand back from the child’s bed.
Pulling back the netting the chief leaned over the naked boy. The child was sweating as well as mumbling disjointed words of delirium. He put his hands on the top of the boy’s head, right hand covered by the left as though he were reaching for Jamie’s mind. The Chief spoke several words in melodic phrases using a language Cutter had never heard and did not understand.
A few minutes went by, while Rosa kept nudging Cutter to get the man away from Jamie. Cutter did nothing.
Then the child’s face became more peaceful and the sweating slowed down. He began to sleep calmly.
As he watched the child, the chief said to Cutter, “This is the way of my people, of the ancient people who came before. Some can learn to release the good inside themselves and give it to those who need it to fight the evils attacking them. When enough good is there, the evil must run away in fear.”
Cutter’s mind drifted back to the present and the hum of the great aircraft engines mounted on the wing above his seat. He nodded into a well-deserved sleep, the first in many hours. His last thoughts were of Mary Tolchester’s smoke-stained painting of a beautiful Chinese girl in a white dress wearing a fabulous emerald.



Chapter 12
 
July 24, 4 PM
River Sunday
 
As Cutter entered the River Sunday operations, the office was filled with the romantic lyrics and melody of Sting’s song Valparaiso. Doc Jerry, in his own way, was informing all of the team their Peregrine was rounding the treacherous Cape Horn. She had sailed sixty four days out and almost half way to China.
 
“Over the sea
Home where my true love is waiting for me
Rope the south wind
Canvas the stars
Harness the moonlight
So she can safely go
Round the Cape Horn to Valparaiso”
 
Doc Jerry sat, his face intent, in front of the large rectangle screen watching the weather track. On the display were the southern parts of the South American continent, the tips of Argentina and Chile as well as the northern section of Antarctica. The satellite feed illustrated a cloud system covering most of the point of land known as Cape Horn. The black avatar for the Peregrine had entered this disturbance. The British boat was through the passage and into the Pacific. The Strand entry was in the passage and close by the Peregrine. The French brig was also ahead and into the Pacific.
“How bad is it?” Cutter asked.
“Bad enough. We’re waiting on their afternoon communication. They have been battling the Cape Horn weather for a few days. Hopefully they will break out soon.”
He stood up and walked to his desk. “Here. Take a look at this chart.” He had the large paper spread out. His finger pointed as he said, “Cape Horn 55 degrees latitude south and 68 degrees longitude west.” He placed a weather printout beside the section of the chart.
“We had some decisions to make as we got to the area. We knew we had to go by the Drake Passage here as the general route was specified by the Chinese race planners.”
“Tell me about the issues,” said Cutter.
“OK. There are two ways to round the Horn. You can go through the Straits of Magellan, which was the original route discovered by the explorers, that is between the mainland and Tierra del Fuego. The problem is that in the constant maneuvering in the narrow channel and with the sudden squalls it can take some ships as long as a month to get through safely.
“The second is the Drake Passage discovered by Drake on his explorations and that is between the rock island we call Cape Horn and the edge of the continent of Antarctica, a space of about five hundred miles. That’s the one the Chinese insisted we use but it is also the roughest. This is a lot faster as it is open water. The current and prevailing winds come from the west to the east like from the Pacific to the Atlantic. When you traverse from the east as we are doing you have to go against the high seas caused by the winds from the west.”
Returning to the large wall monitor, Doc Jerry reminded him of the locations of the other racing boats.
“You can see for yourself that Barlow’s boat, the Willow, is way ahead, and has passed well out into the Pacific. He’s heading up the coast toward Valparaiso and Santiago.”
Cutter pointed to the symbol for the Louis 14. “Etranger has done well too. He got ahead of us as we were working in that new mast and we have not been able to catch up.”
Doc Jerry nodded. “He’s behind the Willow by a hundred miles or so but he’s through the Cape weather.”
The America was close to the Peregrine and slightly behind. “We can’t get it exact with the static in the weather down there. I would say that the Peregrine is ahead of Strand’s boat by a few miles, for sure.”
He added, “You can see it’s the luck of the draw. Catching the winds coming out of the east gives them enough power. That’s why sometimes the fastest ships turned in the slowest times back in the old clipper days.”
Cutter looked confused. “The Peregrine has to sit there waiting in the eastern approaches until the wind changes?”
“Yes. When I was doing my research in planning the traverse of the Cape I studied all the sailing directories. You have to figure that everyone who is anyone in ocean sailing has a comment or a story on going around the Horn. A couple centuries ago, a sailor would get to hang an earring in his left ear for rounding the Horn his first time. They’d also get to piss into the wind.”
Cutter laughed.          
Doc Jerry nodded. “The bathroom was in the bow of the ship, what they called the head, and you had to pee when the wind was behind you. If it was coming at you, peeing was a bit of bravado.”
He went on, “I consolidated all the research. For example when Dana wrote about it in his Two Years Before the Mast he was specific about the sails that were used. He was in a brig like our boat and that information was important for Captain Hall’s planning.”
Cutter glanced at the schematic of the Peregrine on the wall to his right.
Doc Jerry said, “You can see all the sails there. When Dana entered the Cape region, his brig was under a north wind with the top mast and top gallant square sails set. She was running south at that time. During the next day a storm came in from the southwest. He and his mates tied off some of the cloth in what was called reefing so a smaller area of canvas was exposed. The ship began to dig into huge waves. The topsails were reefed smaller. Then they close reefed the foretopsail.”
Doc Jerry pointed to the correct sail, and continued, “Finally they took down the main topsail leaving only the topgallant. The ship became covered with snow. Within another ten hours they tried to work to windward again with two fore and aft sails that hung between the masts allowing the ship to point up to the wind source. A fog came in and the wind went calm even though the sea was still high. Dana mentions that the weather was so quiet even with the swells that he could hear the sounds of the whales around them in the fog. Then a few hours later the weather grew rough again and they were back aloft with the topgallants. Another storm hit them and the sails and rigging were stiff with ice. That’s when they had to bring in the jib, one of the fore and aft sails that kept them into the wind. Dana wrote that he had to go out on the long pole called the bowsprit and get plunged over and over into the cold water to bring in that sail. This weather kept on for another three days. Everything on board the ship was wet including the food. Then as they went further west of the Cape they could begin to go northward and as the wind lessened they could add more square sails and pick up speed.”
He went on, “In the Eighteen Fifties, the female navigator of the clipper Flying Cloud, one of the most famous of the old sailing ships, documented her passage around the Horn. Her ship entered the Drake Passage via the Strait of Le Maire that you can see on the upper right of the chart. They went by the large Island, which is called Staten Island and named after a former governor of Holland. Here they had a wind from the Atlantic Ocean that came from the north and pushed them directly along the Strait. The first problem of the passage was over, that is, entering the Strait of Le Maire and getting south to the Drake Passage. Then, by good fortune the wind shifted to blowing from the east and got behind that large ship so it fairly scampered across the three hundred or so miles of the Drake Passage with the wind at the ship’s stern. In other words, the clipper was sailing at its maximum with all its square sails out and with the wind from behind, the best and fastest way to sail one of those ships. This gave it enough speed to handle the large waves and currents from the west.”
“A lot of work manning the boat,” said Cutter.
“Our boat is sailed the same way. The Willow came through with easterly wind behind it like the Flying Cloud. The Louis 14 had the same luck but with a little less east wind. Our boat is into the same stuff as Dana, west winds, and the winds are higher. Also remember we are talking about sailing ships. The sails are rigged at different levels so the men have to go up and adjust them all the time. With the ice and cold that is where the difficulty comes in.”
Doc Jerry pointed to the monitor. “There’s a wind shift indicated. The screen shows the avatars moving out of the passage. The America and the Peregrine are through Cape Horn. See, they are moving into the Pacific.” Cutter smiled.
The satellite phone interrupted him. Sparkles said, in an excited voice, “We got them on the air.”
Captain Hall was talking. Cutter could hear the shouts of the crew and the creaking of the masts and spars. The wind was whistling.
Sparkles broadcast his report.
“We had come down the Argentine coast and entered the Strait of Le Maire with Cape San Diego to our starboard. Waves were rough but nothing our ship could not handle. Deck was plenty awash and we had to be careful that no one went overboard. At this time we fortunately had an east wind and we chose to make a run before the wind.”
Doc Jerry looked at Cutter, whose face was grim as he listened.
“Our goal was to keep headway into the large swells that were coming at us from the west as we entered the Drake Passage. The westerly current was tough to go against but the sharp bow of our brig was slicing nicely through the crests. We tried to stay as close to land on the South American side as we could without running into the rocks. Our sails were cut down to the minimum needed for headway so that we could adjust them as quickly as possible. Ice was forming on the deck and rigging so that the handling of lines was difficult.
“It had cleared slightly and we could see the rock of Cape Horn to our starboard. Then fog closed in and the visibility lessened to one hundred feet. We had men out on the bow watching the sea ahead.
“Suddenly the prow of the America came at us from our port. It had been impossible to stay ahead of her. She was on a starboard tack directly in our way. We had no room and her captain needed to avoid us by letting out sail.
“In spite of our shouts and waving of arms and flags he refused to give way. He bore at us. His crew stared at us as if they were readying themselves for the impact. Then it came, her bow scraping into our side and her spars grazing our rigging. He was essentially pushing us into the shoreline where we would be wrecked.
“At that moment his topsail brace let go and the large square sail sprung back from the wind. The America gave a lurch and slipped back to port. The space between our boats increased.
“We had enough room to bring our ship more to port and adjust sail. We were dangerously close to the shoreline. The other ship drifted away as her crew rushed to get control of her loose topsail. As the sail was repaired, the America moved on to a port tack and sailed off out of sight in the fog. Meanwhile we fought to gain momentum and pulled in our sails to get forward motion again. Just barely did we clear the rocks.
“Off our port bow the Chilean frigate Minstero Zwentavo is standing by. She has sent up her red helicopter which has been buzzing us and taking pictures. I am sure a full photographic record of the damage to our port side will be in their report.
“The pictures will show that we received no structural damage or broken planks in the side of the hull but some paint is scraped down to board. I expect that we will have much data and proof for a challenge to the America. You had warned us of the aggressiveness of the competitors. The America kept boring down on us as if she meant to sink us.”
“Bastards,” shouted Cutter.
Doc Jerry said, “Strand and Slidell tried to do a job on us.”
Cutter asked the captain who was still on the sat phone, “Anyone hurt?”
“No crewmembers were hurt.”
"This time," said Cutter. He muttered, “Strand can’t get away with this.” He stood and headed for the door heading outside the operations center.
“Where are you going?” asked Doc Jerry but he knew the answer.
“Call the airport. These killers can’t hide in their offices in New York.”



Chapter 13
 
July 27, 12 Noon
New York City
 
It was an old seven-story building, brick, in poor repair. A small sign indicated that the office of Strand International was inside. Inside, there was a tiny lobby, with a stairway and an elevator. He could see that the stair treads were well worn as if the regular employees had already made the same decision to forego the elevator. He pressed the elevator button and the old door slid back, barely staggering as it opened. The inside box was worn and he could almost see the ghosts of the last century or more of riders. He quickly chose the stairs.
At the top of the first landing was a frosted glass door. He entered. He was looking at threadbare offices with busy employees who paid no attention to him. So much for one the Fortune 500’s biggest corporations. It was popular knowledge in the business community that Strand took the least expensive quarters he could get and had his employees work in dimly lit offices. Bill had remarked the Strand gang was trying to beat the Internal Revenue Service on property asset taxes.
He moved quickly to a doorway with Slidell’s name.
“Hold it, mister,” said a beefy voice. The security officer was suddenly beside him. He was in a blue suit, looked tough, and Cutter knew he was armed. The man kept his right hand under his jacket and reached for Cutter with his left. He said, “What you think you’re doing?”
“I came to see Slidell.”
The guard jerked forward as he drew a large revolver. Cutter saw this coming and struck hard with his right into the man’s throat. The man coughed and reached for his throat. His gun hand fell. Cutter faked a kick toward his crotch. As the guard moved to guard himself, Jim hit his jaw with a fast uppercut, knocking the man’s head backward into the sharp metal edge of a file cabinet. Blood spurted from the guard’s face as he came to rest, unconscious, with cardboard files falling gently across his chest.
“Just take it easy, mister.” Another guard was behind him with a drawn revolver.
Slidell’s door opened. “Bring Mister Cutter in here.” Slidell said. “I thought he’d show up today.”
Slidell returned to his desk, two other security men standing nearby. Slidell said, “Jim,” and raised his hand to ease back his men.
“Let’s talk,” said Slidell, smiling, from behind several computer monitors. Jim only glared at him.
Unlike the rest of the quarters, Slidell’s office was modern with glass desks and shiny metal chairs and tables. High glass windows looked over New York harbor toward Long Island. The sun was to the other side of the building and through the windows Cutter could see the shadow shape of Strand International stretching over lower buildings.
On one wall a large blowup diagram and photograph of the Chinese Clipper car hung prominently, its construction details displayed and the side view photograph in full color. Black arrows had been laid across the drawing to indicate manufacturing questions.
“I’ll make sure you’ll never see that car,” said Cutter
Slidell pushed back from the closest and largest of his computers; turned back to Cutter.
“I’d like to see how you plan to do that. Sit down, old friend,” he said with his crooked grin.
“We’re never been old friends, Angel,” Cutter replied.
He went on, staring at the man’s oversize black sunglasses, trying to penetrate into Slidell’s eyes.
Slidell broke from the stare and looked down, his left hand trying to smooth his wisps of hair on his white head. He said, “Oh, I thought this was a friendly visit.” He stacked his correspondence, making Cutter wait.
Cutter tossed on Slidell’s desk the photographs sent in by the Peregrine from Cape Horn. Slidell looked at them, sifting them.
“Sit down, old friend,” said Slidell again, his voice less friendly this time. Some pink appeared in his pale white face.
Cutter sat as he said, “You tried to murder my crew.”
“My captain is ready to complain about your dangerous ship handling,” said Slidell. “Your boat got in his right of way. Your captain made a mistake.”
“Not what the photos show.”
“We’ll see. Our captain is also suggesting Strand International sue the boat builders who gave us faulty halyard controls. The lines broke when we were at risk near your boat. Our crew could have been killed if they had not been such good seamen.” He stopped, thoughtful. Then he said, “If you would prefer, you can join us on the lawsuit.” Lines appeared on his forehead above the sunglasses. This was the look Cutter remembered from Africa, the way this man appeared before he ordered a murder. He said, “You can inform me of something else while you are here. Is it true this brig Peregrine is sailing under a suspicious history? According to the Chinese race rules, something unsavory in the boat’s story may disqualify it. We are certainly interested in this. We don’t want to race felons,” he added, placing the photographs neatly to the side of the desk.
Cutter responded quickly. “You people planning some lie for the media?”
Slidell smiled and said, “One of your people likes to talk.”
Cutter continued to stare at Slidell, not moving his eyes to indicate any surprise. He knew the architect had been the one to talk to Slidell, trying to cover his ass, the coward.
“So what, Cutter?” asked Slidell. He tossed the pictures back to Cutter. “Besides, I am sure, pictures can be easily faked. Your own specialty, I remember, a few times in the past.”
Cutter said, “You don’t change much, Slidell.”
“Yes, maybe so, but you sure as hell do, Jimmy.”
He paused. “You know, Jimmy, you guys are like a ball team which has lost its star batter.”
“Not likely.”
“Hear me out. In the old days, if you’d been on that boat of yours, I’m damn sure you would have run across the water and smacked that captain of mine right hard. I mean, nobody used to push around Jimmy Cutter. Now it’s like your captain has been ordered to turn the other cheek. My boat people told me the Peregrine just dropped back and licked her wounds. You didn’t tell him to go after us. Not like the old Jimmy. Nossir, that’s not the way it used to be. Of course, don’t get me wrong. I’m not complaining. None of us Strand people are sorry about you turning out this way.”
Cutter saw Slidell’s mouth try to grin. It came out a toothy fiasco as usual.
Slidell continued, “Face it, neither one of our employers is a good guy. They wouldn’t be where they are if they were pussies about breaking the rules.”
“Speak for yourself. You like hurting people, Angel. Back in Africa, you had your men attack my family on purpose and kill women, children, and refugees who were taking safety in the village. You did it, Slidell. Someday I’ll make you admit it.”
“You and who else? The law agreed with me I did nothing wrong. Anyway, you were never concerned about such things before. You did your share. The only reason you are still angry is your family got in the way this time and you had to have someone to blame. Defending a village from a legitimate government strike force is not the way to take care of your people, Cutter. You were just caught on the wrong side and you won’t admit it. About your family, blame yourself. I didn’t bring them into the country and put them at risk. You should get over it anyway. Everyone else has written all those days off.”
Cutter said, his fists tight, “It’s hard to describe a village full of old people and families as revolutionaries. Maybe we ought to say the government was against people who owned the leases your company wanted.”
“The government owned those leases. Your company tried to steal them. They were helping us to protect our property.”
“The government officers you bought, you mean.”
Slidell sighed and said, “You mean we paid more than you. You’ve used a few bribes in your time, Cutter. As I remember bribes were your specialty, old friend.”
“I never killed people on purpose. You went after my wife with your thugs. No surprise what they would do.”
That day, he had been at the wells, working on the disposal fields for the drilling water waste, the pollution overflowing on the villagers’ farmland and infuriating the locals. He had his guards on the perimeter, expecting the usual snipers.
Back in the village where his family lived, Rosa had been preparing dinner and Jamie was just coming home. His son had been on the river sailing with the local chief who had befriended Jamie. Suddenly mortar rounds smashed into the muddy street and set the huts on fire. Flames lifted skyward and the porch of Cutter’s house began to burn. Jamie ran into Rosa’s arms as the chief was struck down halfway across the street.
Rosa hid with the boy in the dirt under the house floor, flames roaring above them. Uniformed government troops ran by, shooting everyone they saw. Some of them called Cutter’s name. Bursts of machine gun fire kept up for more than an hour.
A jeep roared through the village carrying several white men. Rosa was not able to see their faces but told Cutter she heard them order their soldiers to kill everyone, to leave no one alive.
The memory made Cutter tighten his fists again. He said, “I’ll hurt you if you go after my boat again.”
“Starboard tack had the right of way, friend.”
“Remember what I said.”
“Seems like I’ve heard that one before.”
Slidell was quiet for a long moment, then pointed to the car picture. “Not to say you aren’t a smart guy, Jimmy. Not as smart as me but smart enough. I wouldn’t mind being your boss. If we win, your company will take a great loss. Johnson will let you go and you’ll need a job. You’ll like working for us instead of Bill Johnson.”
At that moment, Strand burst into the office, his small body almost off balance as he did so. The door slapped the wall. He said, “You got something to say to my employee you talk to me first.”
Cutter said, “Your boy Angel and I are finished talking.”
Behind Strand came a middle-aged woman waving her arms. Cutter noted the large rings on her fingers. Must be his lawyer, he thought.
Strand tried to look tough, something Cutter knew he relied on his employees to do for him. He said in his weak voice, “Don’t bring your dirty lies in here. Your boat has enough bad history. That clipper will probably be disqualified long before arriving in China.”
Cutter showed his anger as he practically shouted, “Then tell your people to follow the rules.”
“We do,” said Strand.
“Yeah, like accidents at our shipyard, a sabotaged mast, and crowding the Peregrine into the rocky Cape Horn shoreline.”
“You’re a damn liar.”
Strand moved his head in the direction of Slidell for a long moment. “Tell him your people had nothing to do with his problems.”
“Sure, boss,” said Slidell with his crooked smile.
Cutter interrupted, “The media is going to know you hire killers, Strand.”
“Get out.”
Cutter shouted, “You don’t belong in a race with decent people.”
Strand said to his security, “Throw this bum out of here.” Strand’s soft voice did not give the command much power. However, the security men moved forward and the lawyer curled her mouth with hatred, lifting her fists as if she were going to strike Cutter too.
Cutter bent toward Slidell and said, “You push me again and I’m coming for you.”
Slidell sat back with his grin, “I don’t think you got that kind of guts any more. Maybe you never did. Some of the folks back in Africa said you left your family alone on purpose. Some thought you were a coward, afraid of getting hurt and stayed out there at the oil fields where you had your guards. Maybe that is why the people used to call you ‘flower’.”
“You lying bastard.” The guards restrained him.
Slidell smiled. “A little bit of truth hurts, doesn’t it? I don’t mind. I’ll be here anyway for that job you might want.”
Outside on the street, he called Bill. His boss answered right away.
Bill said, “No surprise to me how you feel. Jim, this is not the way. I got a threat of a very public lawsuit about you roughing up a security guy. You broke his jaw, man. They will use that news in the papers.”
Cutter replied, “I think Strand and Slidell are behind all the trouble we’ve been having. I think they hired a professional to tear up the mast and kill my carpenter. I think they have sabotaged our instruments and I think they tried to sink us there at the Cape.”
Bill said, “They found something on that mast wood.”
“The FBI lab?”
“Turns out the mast was soaked with stump remover.”
“What is that?”
“It’s a potassium nitrate compound used to rot out tree stumps. The search is on to find the purchase but it could have been bought anywhere in the US. The police think the bearded stranger climbed up that mast when no one was looking, maybe at night. Then he drilled some fine holes around the masthead where the mainmast and topmast are connected. The holes were drilled diagonal so the compound would infiltrate downward. The killer poured in this mixture and covered up the holes with putty. The current thought is that the carpenter somehow discovered the intruder and was murdered before he could report the sabotage. Afterwards the ship sailed and the chemical went to work. It would have weakened the mast enough to eventually break down the rigging at seas.”
“It’s Strand trying to sink the Peregrine.”
“Well, if it is Strand’s team, the motive is pretty obvious. He planned to have us lose the race. If it’s someone else, no one knows why the boat was sabotaged. Likely though it was to stop the Peregrine for some reason.”
Cutter said, “I bet they’d find gallons of the stuff at one of Strand’s warehouses.”
“Maybe so. Hard to get a search warrant. That’s all I can tell you, so get back to winning a race.”
Cutter said, “Angel took time to remind me we did our own underhanded work back in the old days.”
Bill answered, “Going into their offices and starting a fight is not helping our public image. We’ll do something but a little more carefully.”
“Remember, we planned this race to be clean, to be consumer perfect. We’re in the big leagues now, Bill. Dirty tricks are not for us. Let Strand get out on a limb and caught with his pants down.”
“Maybe.”
“Do it to them before they do it to us, you’re thinking. Remember, my boy’s out there.”
“You never had trouble with the dirty work before.”
“I’ve done a lot of it, that’s for sure. Seeing my son again reminded me just how much I have done for you. Besides, you never wanted me to hurt people. I carried out the payoffs in bribes.”
“Well, you think about it. I’m open. Let me know if you come up with something to get back at them but make sure it doesn’t lead back to us. The stakes are the highest they have ever been for Johnson Company.”
“You want me to order Captain Hall to ram their boat when he gets a chance?” He said this, knowing he could not give such an order.
Bill thought quietly then said, “Maybe not that obvious. We have to get rough though.”
“I’ll fill in the staff about the stump chemical.”
“You advise Katy she might want to watch her back while she’s helping us. Someone might not want us to know the truth about the Peregrine past.”
Cutter agreed. He was worried about her and thought that he might ask her to stop the investigating. He could get someone else.
Bill rang off and the phone immediately lit up with a new text.
“This is the latest location for the ship,” Doc Jerry wrote. Cutter read the coordinates. “58.36 by 78.04 degrees. She’s in the Pacific four hundred miles west of Punta Arenas, Chile.”
“Let’s hope nothing else gets in her way,” he texted back. “She’s in good weather now.”
“Yeah,” replied Doc Jerry. “The Brits are leading. The French and Strand’s America are further behind them. We’re last but we got our wind blowing from behind. Our boat likes that weather. She’ll catch up to the others pretty fast.”



Chapter 14
 
July 29, 10 AM
Staten Island
 
Katy had arranged an inspection of the original Peregrine nameboard.
He drove the road to the Staten Island Maritime Museum. It was bordered with porched houses, well-planted gardens, and many large overhanging trees. Mary Tolchester’s home had been in the poorer section of town. This area was not run down and was free of tourists. Behind the houses at the shoreline, Cutter glimpsed the remains of a few decaying sailing ships, some of them with masts still standing but collapsed at odd angles. Wartime steel tankers and freighters, rusted beyond use, filled in other shallow moorings or beachings. The road changed from a macadam surface to dirt and the surrounding area became rural as he followed the water. Older ship hulks appeared. The air took on a stench of dead fish and stagnant backwater.
Katy was waiting for him in the office of the director, Doctor Evers, who was a small busy woman with large glasses and a full smile. Her office was efficient and stacked with maritime books. The chairs she offered were new office furniture. An assistant brought tea for them and Katy compared museum notes with her.
Then Katy said, “You have the relic of the Peregrine wreck?”
“I did some research and I think we can help you,” Evers said. “Come with me.”
They went out into a large room which had filing cabinets along the walls and tables covered with sail and steam models of all descriptions.
“Lot to study,” said Cutter.
“Our members make them and donate them to the museum. Some are quite good,” Evers said. “We have exhibits where the craftsmen and women come here and show visitors the techniques of making the little ships. It’s very popular and draws many from the city. Of course the younger children like the plastic kits these days. That trend, I must say, is discouraging to our older members.”
“They won’t admit they also built the easy models when they were young themselves,” said Katy.
The director pointed at the wrecks outside on the waterfront. “They make up a first class research collection on boatbuilding styles. Those hulks are our real treasure.” Seagulls were flying over the full size ships, diving for fish in the shallows. Cutter thought of Pancake, the albatross. He wondered if the bird was still with the Peregrine, resting on that aft top gallant mast.
They entered a small room with brilliant lighting. Along the walls laboratory gear suitable for analysis of historical properties was stored in pristine order.
“We do all our paint analysis here,” she said. “I’ll have the relic set out here so you can examine it.” She pointed to several sets of cloth gloves. “Put these on before you touch it.”
“The piece is definitely from the wreck?” asked Katy.
“Documentation is very good on this,” she answered.
She left them. In a few minutes she came back followed by a staff member dressed in blue coveralls who carried a large flat blue cardboard box. The box was put on a nearby bench and they gathered around. Evers opened the carton and peeled back the protective acid-free paper. Before them appeared a piece of distressed wood, its surface wrinkled from prior exposure to sea water. It was gray and the ends showed cracks and rusty bolt holes from where it had broken off from its mounting. Cutter ran his gloved finger over the carved letters spelling out the name Peregrine.
“Can I get photographs of this?” asked Katy.
The director nodded. “We have file documentation.”
Cutter said, “Let’s fax copies to River Sunday. Pastor Allingham can compare the piece with the carvings at Reedy’s workshop.”
They waited in the Director’s office. Katy chatted on museum gossip with her fellow historian. It turned out that Katy’s program in Maryland was similar to that of the Staten Island museum. This Staten Island museum had also developed from several brick Victorian buildings. New funds had come along to expand the structures. They had just completed a modern steel building, properly climate controlled for artifact preservation.
Cutter was amused listening to them trading stories about fund raising and eccentric donors. Doctor Evers related that one of her donors insisted his name be put in red letters on one of the new museum windows to call attention to his donation. The letters were painted on the glass but had to be taken off after birds kept pecking at the red paint.
After about an hour, the phone rang. The Director answered, nodded, and gave the phone to Katy. She turned on the speaker so they could all listen. She said, “What did you think of the photograph, Pastor Allingham?”
“I took them to see my friend,” said the pastor, in his ministerial voice.
“What did he say?” asked Katy.
“I’m sorry but he insisted the carving was not the same. He looked at all the photographs and pointed out that he could find no signature alphabet letter. He was trying to find the R that his ancestor carved into the work of his shop.”
“Pastor,” said Cutter, “we noticed that. We thought that the signature might be on a part of the board that did not survive the shipwreck.”
“I suggested that to John Reedy. He said that in no way were any of the other carved letters the same. We went out to his barn and examined the old Osprey boards with the photographs in hand. He was right. I could see no resemblance either. The carvings you copied for us to look at were done by a different artist. My friend said the other artist, in his opinion, was not as skilled. Reedy could tell from the attention to the curves and the fine carving.”
After they thanked him and rang off, Cutter stared at Katy. He asked, impatiently, “So what ship sank out there? What ship is this wood from? I know it says Peregrine but it was not built in River Sunday meaning it can’t be our ship.”
The Director interrupted. “Funny thing, you have the same conclusion as another person. He was here only a week ago and looked at the same object. He had pictures with him that he compared and he left without comment. He seemed puzzled by what he found.”
“Did you get his name?”
“He did not say. He was doing a book on clipper ships and wanted to see the wreckage from this one. He said he had found out about it from old records. He looked at other items too but nothing of other brigs. We help everyone, you know.”
“Can you describe him?” asked Cutter.
She looked at him, puzzled, then answered slowly. “A pleasant man about average size. He had a beard that hid most of his face but he might have been very handsome. Did you know this man?”
“No.”
“Did he look at anything else?”
She became irritated at Cutter’s impatience. Katy interrupted, “We hate to trouble you. You have been very kind.”
Evers smiled and said, “He looked at our records of wrecks near Staten Island in that early Ninteenth Century period. He made copies of old newspapers. We always know because researchers borrow quarters for the machine. He seemed to be a pleasant sort.”
 They thanked Evers again and left the building. They stood outside the museum for a few moments.
Cutter said, “I don’t like the other guy looking at the old wood. I wonder if he was the same guy who was following us?”
“More to the point, why is he doing these things? We’re trying to solve a mystery concerning the name of an old ship. What is his purpose in looking at Peregrine name boards?” asked Katy.
Cutter followed her to the car. He said, “The police were looking for a bearded man after that death in River Sunday. You remember, just before the Peregrine was launched, the workman who fell and died?”
“Yes,” she said.
“I can’t figure out the connection,” he said. “So, what is next on our agenda?”
“Come to lunch with me. I want you to meet someone.”
They got to the restaurant about noon, a place called the Flying Jib. As he walked the brick sidewalk towards the front door, he saw out in the channel a large freighter, two tugs working her down the currents.
Inside at a table also watching the departing ship was a young man. He was dressed in brown shirt and pants as though he had just left a construction site. Beside him on the floor rested a worn leather briefcase, papers and books bulging from its unzippered top.
He stood and kissed Katy’s cheek.
“Jimmy, this is Peter Wingate,” she said with a smile.
“Peter,” Cutter grinned, holding out his hand.
“He finds shipwrecks,” added Katy. “He was on the crew that found the Titanic.”
“You must be good,” said Cutter, admiration in his eyes.
The man smiled modestly. “I didn’t do it alone. Besides, finding anchors lost from the big tankers pays a lot better. I’m on the way to California to find one that was lost from a mooring out there.”
Katy said, “I’ve asked him to look over what we know about the Peregrine and the Osprey.”
The waitress came and they ordered.
“The crab soup is good,” said Peter.
“Crab soup it is,” said Cutter to the woman.
She nodded, “It’s the best in Staten Island.”
Cutter said, with a grin, “Peter, we might have two wrecks to find.”
Katy said. “He helped me on a project to find some of the British fleet sunk at Yorktown. We work together very well.”
Wingate pulled some papers from his briefcase.
“Doctor Marbury has told me all about the project and I think I can help.”
Katy added, “Peter is discreet. He can be trusted to keep this project to himself. We’ve know each other for years, even before we worked on a wreck together.”
“Searching for underwater wrecks is expensive,” said Cutter.
“You could say this is a favor for my friend Katy.”
Katy snickered. “You better tell him, Peter. He’ll get the wrong idea.”
Wingate said, “We’re just historians. It’s the way we think. I want Katy to get something out of this.”
Cutter looked at him. He could tell by the sincerely of the man’s expression that that he wanted to help his friend. He said, “I can understand that. I want her to get something out of this too.”
“She’s done me a lot of favors, finding work, that kind of thing. I owe her.”
Cutter felt comfortable with the salvage expert. He could see why Katy trusted him.
Katy said, “Let’s go over what we know.”
“Did you tell him about the Bible?” asked Cutter.
“Yes. He thought it might be a clue, didn’t you, Peter?”
Peter nodded and began, “It might apply to two ships. If so, we can guess that there were two ships with different names or one ship with two names. It’s apparent that ships with these names were wrecked at about the same time off New York. They are the Peregrine, exact location unknown, and this other one, Osprey, wrecked off Staten Island.” He looked at Katy and asked, “Both are named for birds. That about it, Katy?”
She told him about the wooden name board. “I want to find that Osprey they called a pirate ship and see if it has a name board or something that we can compare to the ship that was built in River Sunday.”
Peter drank some of his coffee. Then he cleared back the dishes and reached into his bag for a large rolled chart. He laid it out. “This is a chart of the New York harbor area.”
He moved his hand over the paper. “The Peregrine went down somewhere around here.” He looked at Cutter. “There’s never been a location of the sinking of the Peregrine. No one ever saw it go down. As a matter of fact there was never any report of beach wreckage except for the rowboat and the name board.”
“Suppose the rowboat was lost when another ship went down, broke up. In other words it could have floated a long way to where it was found.” He pointed to a spot near the northern part of New Jersey. Now he indicated further up the shoreline to the New York narrows and the edge of Staten Island. Dotted lines showed a sandbar called West Bank. “Here is where the Osprey was supposed to break up.”
“You’re suggesting that someone on the Osprey or some other boat marked a rowboat as Peregrine. It was just left to confuse us,” said Cutter.
Peter nodded. “By the way, Katy didn’t have to do much convincing.” He paused. “When I heard that the Peregrine had a second name, it seemed obvious from all this data that we were looking for one wreck.”
“All right, I’ll go along. The two wrecks might be the same,” said Cutter. “Somehow there was a cover-up or a mystery attached. We go after the one we know the location of. Since we know one was definitely in Staten Island we’re thinking that might be the wreck of the Peregrine as well as the Osprey.”
Peter said, “This whole thing might have been an insurance fraud.”
“The New York company that owned the Peregrine did not appear to be criminal. They were an old respected tea company.”
“We’ll probably never prove fraud. We’d have to be sure that a second wreck never existed. Anyway, let’s concentrate on the Osprey,” said Katy. “You think there’s anything left of her?”
“Not very likely. There’s ocean current there and the wreckage would have been pulled out to sea long ago.”
Cutter said, “So why are we talking about it?”
Katy said, “I think the wreck was on the bar and broke up with part of it inside the bar and in quiet water. We have precedent. A schooner the size of the Peregrine, which sank in the same area later in the 1850s, was found recently. Her wreck seemed in pretty good shape protected by mud in a similar location. I brought the description so you’d get an idea.
“This is from Sam Berg’s notes on the Inshore Schooner Shipwreck from his site aquaexplorers.com.” She read it to them.
 
The wreck sits in approximately thirty feet of water just southwest of the Verrazano Bridge between Hoffman and Swinburne Islands…I was pleasantly surprised to find 5 to 10 feet of visibility and only a mild tidal current to contend with. The wreck consists of wood beams on a clay bottom. The south side of the wreck sits on top of a hill which gradually slopes down to deeper water…The wreck appears to be about 150 feet in length and she probably had a 20 to 30 foot beam…Many of the timbers are completely buried but divers will find higher relief on the wrecks East end. … Her bow or the West end is now completely destroyed and unrecognizable…divers will want to wear a full wet suit, hood, boots and gloves. … Equipment needed would be the same as for any cold water dive…Depth gauge, bottom timer, dive computer, two knives, lights, tether line and an adequate air supply…
 
She finished, “I know what you are thinking. Is this our boat? No, it is a later wreck. You can see that we have the chance to find a lot of our own wreck preserved.”
“What goals do we expect to accomplish if we do locate part of the brig?”
“Good marine archeologists can tell a lot from what we find. We could be pretty sure she wasn’t used for slaves or drugs if we find some tea chests.”
“When do you want to do this?” asked Cutter.
“I can be ready in a few days, with a rental boat and all equipment. I assume both of you will want to dive.”
They nodded. “How long will it take to make sure she is there?”
“We can go for a few hours. If there’s any reason to continue we'll know it by then.”
Katy asked, “What’s our next step?”
“We’ve got to look over the old harbor maps. I have to figure the old navigation latitudes and longitudes in modern terms and set our Global Positioning coordinates by satellite.”
Katy said, “I brought along the steamboat descriptions from the old papers.” Katy read one.
 
April 18, 1840
In the recent storm the brig Osprey was wrecked with no survivors on the West Bank. The wreck is located, we are told by the captain of a passing steamer who saw the wreckage disappear under the waves, one and a half miles offshore on the sea side of the West Bank shall and to the southeast of the Quarantine. It is said that the old shot tower was to the north of the wreck, taken before the stubs of its masts were gone. They observed part of the bow section with the name boards and some of the rigging indicating the size and rig of the ship. Then those parts were destroyed in the waves. It is suspected by most authorities that the brig came on the West Bank and was torn to pieces by the storm during the night. No bodies and freight were found ashore so wind shifts must have blown them out to sea. No owners have come forward. If it was a pirate wreck as some suppose, it is unlikely that anyone will be foolish enough to claim her.
 
“What is the Quarantine?” asked Peter.
Katy said, “That was a hospital where they put the smallpox victims. Emigrants had many incurable and contagious diseases in those days. They separated them to keep the sick from infecting others until they could refuse entry and send them back to their overseas homelands. We can take a direction line from that old site of the hospital to orient ourselves to the West Bank.”
Cutter said, “We saw the street signs for its monument.”
“I can have my friend at Mystic Seaport send me down photocopies of the relevant maps from 1835 to 1840 of the West Bank. I’d register with New York State for the exploration site but it might tip our hand to the treasure hunters around here. Eventually though we’ll want to protect our site.”
Katy added, “The shot tower is the real problem. It doesn’t stand today and no record of its location exists so far.”
Cutter suggested, “Maybe it’s on one of the old maps.”
Peter nodded, “That’s the first thing I’ll look for. It must have been torn down long ago.”
Cutter asked, “What is a shot tower?”
“They dropped molten lead down from heights so that they would become rounded in the air. They were used for gun ammunition. It was a cheaper way to make them than to cast each ball of shot separately.”
Katy said, “We have a plan.” She reached over and put her hand on Cutter’s arm and smiled.



Chapter 15
 
August 2, 10 AM
River Sunday
 
Cutter relaxed. He tasted his drink at the bar in the Chesapeake Hotel. Crab cakes and apple sauce were on the way. Doc Jerry had just texted the Peregrine was seventy four days along with no more problems to date. The television above the bar announced the midday news. He paid more attention when the reporter began speaking of the competition.
“We have a special report from London that concerns the Great China Race.”
Cutter tensed, listening, his drink forgotten.
A sharp-faced woman holding a microphone talked fast in an obvious London accent. She stood by a gate in front of white buildings outside London. He knew them. They were British Foreign Service offices near Hanslope Park.
“One of the American entries in the China Race, the Peregrine, may be disqualified for illegal activities. Members of a research team of the British Government have been studying two-hundred-year-old documents written by overseas officials stationed in old Canton, China. They uncovered material that mentioned the activities of an early clipper ship, the Peregrine, we believe is the historic forebear of the sail racing competitor of today’s race. Apparently outstanding charges of murder were related to the ship including the theft of a valuable jewel.”
Cutter shook his head in disgust. He knew this meant Barlow and the Willow team were starting to play rough, using British political connections. That boat had not been doing well out on the Pacific. As many had forecast in the press, she was a slow design.
Holding up a pad of paper, the reporter continued, “I have just been at a briefing where the material in the old document was read by a ministry official. We recorded his speech for your information.”
A video flicked to an austere British man in a dark suit and bow tie, his eyes on the notes in his right hand, his glasses down on his nose.
 
To Rear Admiral Robert Burns, Commander in Chief, East Indies and China Station, British Royal Navy, Garrison Headquarters, Hong Kong
 
June 16 1840 Canton
We are making you aware of a case occurring recently in the settlement here. While it does not directly concern our company we think you should be aware of the trials under which we serve.
Today there was much commotion in port. It was discovered this morning that Fusang, one of Canton’s most respected tea merchants, was found dead in his home on the island. Fusang was of course not his Chinese family name but assumed for the purpose of trading with outsiders considered too low in class to be touched by the true Chinese. This man was a cohong, a trusted man assigned by the Emperor in his wisdom to engage in the trade for tea. All dealings with the Chinese themselves were to be through him and the outsiders were kept from the farms or the merchants on the mainland except on special occasions of which the cohong was to be entrusted. So it was his information that advised foreign merchants of good crops and what the price would be for the kind of tea they might desire. Fusang was trusted by the foreigners and dealt fairly through them. He was apparently not in opium or kept secret his dealings in the drug. The local Chinese police commissioner who was prosecuting any of the merchants involved in the opium trade also left him alone. Fusang seemingly was above suspicion or paid the government very effective bribes. The opium was kept at heavily guarded hulks of ships off Lintin. From here the foreigners managed to ship against the law to the mainland.
 
June 17 1840 Canton
Fusang was murdered. Thieves broke into his home on the island near Canton and ransacked it, killing his servants and guards and robbing what may have been a fortune in emeralds. The bodies were stabbed by knives or cutlasses. The place was set on fire and many of the furnishings were damaged including his extensive collection of portraits of ships and traders by the best artists in Canton. Two guards from the property which was a large landed garden and house area, the scene of many invited parties for prominent people of the community, were found dead on the trail to the house. Also sadly, his daughter, just eighteen, was killed in the intrusion, still dressed in her beautiful ball gown from the party that evening, her necklace ripped from her neck and its cords left without the large emerald still left on her shoulders. The Chinese have no present indication as to the perpetrators and seek the servants who had fled into the hinterlands. It is thought that the murderers may be tribesmen from the interior who had heard of his wealth and had come into the area to steal.
Further investigation from our Canton sources indicates that the Chinese government was surprised that this much of a fortune was in the home and not known by the government. They were concerned about the losses in taxes from his hoarding his earnings. His treasure box had been broken open and was empty. It is said that there were many emeralds inside, some of which had been sold to him by other merchants and who knew of his penchant for collecting them in lieu of banking his fortune. One of the emeralds, a very large stone, was said to be from his ancestor a famous Chinese explorer who had brought it from America in the ancient time. This jewel was the one in a necklace around the neck of his daughter, Meikuo.
Fusang had often expressed his interest in leaving China and going to live in America or London. It was rumored that his daughter was supposed to leave for New York on the Peregrine with servants. She was to spend two years in that city for her education as a guest of Captain Tolchester’s trading company.
 
June 18 1840 Canton
A report from Macao is that the brig Peregrine had been moored at Macao waiting to come back up the Pearl River to the anchorage at Whampoa to load a return cargo. The Peregrine had done most of their merchant dealings with Fusang. Instead it departed without freight the night of the 16th. Its shipments of tea, already paid for, were down from the countryside and remain at the hongs.
The ship left without pilots. The sails of the clipper Peregrine were seen at dawn far at sea heading from Macao.
 
 
June 22, 1840, Canton
Accusations have been leveled at drug dealers. No moves have yet been made on the opium agents on Lintin Island yet although government junks patrol the island just out of range of the island’s cannon.
One mystery is why the young girl was killed too. Did she occasion upon the crime and try to help her father? Did she know the intruder? That casts blame on Captain Tolchester as it was well known that he was a frequent visitor to the house, more than anyone else that is for sure. Yet he is now departed and the Chinese do not approach his agency for fear of angering one of their best American trading companies. Yet it is equally well reported by the still living servants who have been located that the captain of the Peregrine did indeed visit Fusang that afternoon and was not seen leaving. Another and very different suspicion is that the murders were not of Tolchester’s doing and were caused by a robbery by drug traders.
 
June 23, 1840 Canton.
Strangely the Chinese have made no move to question any of the foreign agents at the port. Common gossip is that the Chinese feel that the invasion of the home and the killings are an internal Chinese matter. In my experience when these things happen and they do so especially with regard to the opium trade, they are soon forgotten and almost never solved. I expect we will see Captain Tolchester back here in the Peregrine by next season and nothing will be said. The Chinese after all want to sell their tea.
 
The broadcast switched back to the commentator. The bartender who had been watching said, “Brits are up to something, I betcha.”
Cutter grimaced as he could envisage Bill listening to the report. This was the kind of report that would add mystery to the Peregrine’s past without actually accusing the ship and its Captain Tolchester. It could be enough to get her out of the race, though, unless he and Katy came up with something.
He expected a call from Katy. She would not give up trying to prove the innocence of the Peregrine. When she got started on a project, she never gave up.
His cell phone rang.
Doc Jerry said, “A Pacific hurricane is coming into the sailing area of the Peregrine and the others. You should check out whether Bill wants to order the boat into harbor to wait out the storm.”
Cutter was immediately worried. The warnings of Stringer, whether false or true, came to mind when he thought of the storm winds.
He called Bill and his boss answered on the second ring. Bill said, “You heard the British news?”
“Yes.” Cutter went on, “I have to talk to Katy. She has some ideas. We might have something to put this rumor to rest once and for all. I think we’ll be in the clear on the mystery. Anyway, Bill, we got a bigger problem. The Peregrine is heading right into a bad storm.”
Bill replied, “Cutter, the rumor is your first priority. I want you to make sure our boat gets cleared up with this mystery stuff. The Chinese tell me they are nervous about bad press.”
“What about this storm? We could lose the boat in the high winds.”
“You want to bring them into a safe harbor? Cutter, I’m surprised at you. You never ran before when the going got rough.”
“This time it’s different.”
“Yes, I know. It’s Jamie. I knew I was making a mistake letting your boy get on the crew.”
Cutter said, “He makes a difference.”
Bill said, “You want us to quit?”
“Yes.”
“We will lose big. I’ll lose big.”
“Making money when it means someone has to get hurt, that’s not right.”
“You never thought this way before. That’s why I gave you the assignment. Tough ass Jimmy. Besides, you know damn well we never hurt anyone in any of our deals.”
“Those mergers we did, putting all those people out of work.”
“Oh, come on. This isn’t Jimmy talking.”
“I never had my son involved.”
“Cutter, the captain and crew won’t go along. They don’t want to desert the race and their ship, I can tell you.”
“Why are you so sure?”
“Look, Jimmy, I’ll admit it. I knew about the storm. I already paid them to stay out there sailing.”
“You what?”
“I talked to the captain by radio yesterday. I made sure he knew that the crew is in for bonuses if they sail through that storm.”
“You did that?”
“Sure and in the old days you would have too. You can’t tell me this is just because of your son. You've hardly seen the kid.”
“No you’re right, Bill. It’s not just the boy. It’s the whole thing. Nothing I am doing here seems to be without tarnish.”
“Same with all our projects. That’s the way we play to win.”
“Well, I don’t have to play anymore.”
“We play or the Chinese don’t play.”
“We risk their lives.”
“We’re not risking them any more than they agreed to when they signed on.”
“I don’t know about that.”
Bill hesitated and then said, “I don’t know you anymore.”
“How much did you pay?”
“Ask your kid.”
“How much, you bastard?”
“One million dollars. The captain can split it among the crew.”
“Hall actually took your money and risked his boat and crew?”
“It was his choice. We’re just doing what they did in the old days. The master of a China Trade clipper was allowed to drive his men to the brink of danger so he could pocket the reward for the fastest transit. If anyone got killed, it was justified. That was the old way.”
Bill added, “Look, Jimmy. I kept you with me after that Africa issue about your family. Some said you ran away back there. I never believed it for a moment. Anyway, I got a company to run and you’re either with me or against me. Which is it going to be?”
Cutter burned inside. The pain of the past was too great. He knew he was not a coward, had never been one, yet the myth was there, even with his boss.
He said, softly, “I’m going along.” As he spoke he knew he was letting down his son once again. Yet he had no choice. He could not go out there and save the Peregrine all by himself. He had not known of danger to his wife and son in Africa. In this case, he did know.
Cutter saw a vision of himself as a teenager sitting in front of his headmaster. This was at the prep school where his parents had sent him so he could study and qualify for college. The headmaster, a balding athletic man who coached him in football, scanned the list of grades before signing his report card for the month. His grades were as usual all first scholar so they had little to discuss about his academics. Their conversation went on to other things. Cutter asked about the military medals that rested in a gold frame hung on the headmaster’s office wall.
The headmaster followed Cutter’s eyes.
“Korea,” he said, explaining the medals.
Cutter’s eyes were wide with questions.
“You know, Cutter, I got those medals for firing a water-cooled tripod machine gun into hundreds of Chinese troops. They tried to take the hill where my platoon and I were dug in. Even after they had killed all my companions I kept on firing that gun and the Chinese just kept coming. You see, the only men who had guns were the first line. Each following line of troops would pick up the fallen rifles of their former comrades. Finally they were all dead and I stopped firing. It was real quiet out there. I’ve never forgotten that, never a minute, and you know what I still ask myself?”
Cutter shook his head
“I’ve never been able to figure out whether it was me with my machine gun that didn’t jam or them with their courage who really won that day.”
Cutter asked, “Why didn’t you run?”
He said with a smile, “If we had run away the Chinese would have shot us in the back for sure. By staying we had a small chance of surviving but only a small one.”
He went on, “Who was the real hero that day? I’ve asked myself that question over the years. Were the Chinese the good guys or were we? Dirty little wars always have that demon question in the shadows when the guns stop firing.”
He heard Bill’s voice from years ago, coming from the back of his mind. Bill was saying, “Look here, Jimmy, don’t get nervous in the service. It will all work out.”
Cutter calmed himself. He was not sure about heroism, but he knew he could help Jamie more by staying.



Chapter 16
August 3, 1 PM
River Sunday
 
The storm was large and menacing but at present far to the west of the racing clippers on the electronic console. Sparkles placed her finger on the glass over the storm center. “It’s heading pretty much west and its strongest winds are coming from the southwest.”
She added, “The press thinks all the boats are doomed. They are making a big story out of the danger. However, at this time, with the storm moving away, it doesn’t merit the hype by the reporters.”
Sparkles stood with Cutter in front of the large computer screen. The mass of the storm had circling winds coming from the opposite direction than similar weather in the northern hemisphere. In the north they spun counterclockwise but in the south clockwise.
She pointed to the dark line of squalls. She said, “Captain Hall and his crew are positioned to the east of the storm. They might be receiving some winds from the west or northwest but they are far from the storm center. They are heading west also and will essentially trail the storm. On the other hand, if the storm turns eastward, the Peregrine is in real danger.
“You can see the locations of the racers in reference to the coast of Peru on the east and the hurricane on the west. The Louis 14 is probably in the worst place being only a few hundred miles from the weather. On its present course that brig will meet heavy outer winds very soon. However, from the chart it doesn’t appear that the captain is going to slow down or veer off.”
Cutter said, “He’s betting that the storm will change direction to a more southward course and he’ll pass pretty much to the north. If he’s right he’ll be way ahead of his competition.” And a lot wealthier, he thought with disgust, thinking about Bill’s bribe.
Sparkles said, “He’ll be sunk – literally - if he is wrong.”
The room went silent with her comment. After a few moments, Sparkles continued, “The America is further north. Strand’s captain is not taking any chances. He appears to be heading back toward Peru and a safe harbor. Water is usually too cold along the shore for these storms to follow him in there.”
“It’s not like Slidell to cut and run. His captain must be even more worthless and cowardly than I thought. Slidell and Strand are probably furious. I’m glad they are pissed for a change, the bastards,” Cutter said, grinning.
Sparkles continued, “The Brits are heading south. I expect they figure the weather will stay west. Here’s our Peregrine in fairly safe water.”
“As you say, though, safe only if the storm does not turn around and change course eastward.”
“Yes,” agreed Sparkles.
“Mister Cutter,” Laura called from the other end of the operations center.
“Yes, Laura.”
“A call just came from the editor at NBC television in Baltimore. He has assigned a reporter to interview you here today. The television team will be at the Motorboat Lounge this afternoon getting local opinions about the Peregrine and the storm. They asked if you would consent to an interview.”
“Lulu’s,” he repeated. “You can tell him we’ll be there.”
River Sunday had no auditorium big enough for town meetings. Even the high school basketball court space was small and limited in seating with barely room for the teams to maneuver. The courthouse had a large chamber built two hundred years ago and too small for the greatly enlarged population of River Sunday. The movie theatre was an early Nineteen Thirties structure that held a good crowd but the stage had no place to set up cameras and microphones. The Catholics had a modern school with a large auditorium but Pastor Allingham’s flock refused to go there. Most of the Protestants also had objections. These people didn’t give their excuses out loud, but reasons probably went back to the early days of anti-Catholic feeling in the original colony.
At any rate, the next best thing for occasions where the town got together was the large room at Lulu’s Motorboat Lounge out on the highway. Lulu, still beautiful at middle-age, usually arranged to set up her tables and chairs meeting style or installed several televisions so townspeople could gather and watch any important news. Lulu’s had been around since it was built originally as a speakeasy on what was then a dirt road from Baltimore to the ocean beaches during Prohibition. Lulu herself didn’t take over the place until her husband, the owner, was murdered investigating local political corruption. She took over and built the place up. People went for drink and dinner and spent their money. Some even went to the church services for one of the Christian white churches on Sunday afternoon. On Friday nights Lulu would import Baltimore male strippers and Saturday night she’d bring in the female nude dancers.
Doc Jerry said, “You might mention the weight boxes Stringer installed on both sides of the deck.”
Cutter asked, “Stringer hasn’t told me about that.”
Sparkles said, “Where is that guy?”
Cutter shook his head, “Haven’t seen him today.”
Doc Jerry explained, “Stringer had these weight boxes rigged into the hull along railings so weight could be could be put into them. That would make the side heavier during blows. It was to keep her from tipping over too far.”
Cutter said, “Sounds like something Stringer would do when he wants to help us win.”
“Well,” said Doc Jerry, “It’s not original with him. A lot of those fast brigs had them to keep from tipping over and swamping.”
Sparkles added, “They might be useful if the wind really blows her over on her side and she needs righting by shifting the weights to the other side. The wind will be coming in from the south in that right quadrant. Captain Hall will have her on a port tack. He wouldn’t have much sail up with probably the main and fore courses reefed and a storm jib, with her spanker reefed down too. The seas would be high so he’d make only a little headway during the worst of it. Keeping her on an even keel would help on speed and control in the storm swells.”
A large crowd had gathered in the main room near the bar, all eyes watching the television news coming in on the hour. The Peregrine pictures were being broadcast along with those of the other racers. These were all old shots, taken from file. No live shots were coming in from the sea locations due to the storm conditions. Weather forecasts droned on and on about the dangerous winds. One of the commentators was on a US Navy aircraft carrier five hundred miles to the south of the storm. The big ship was getting tropical downpours on her deck but the winds had not reached much more than thirty knots.
Just as Cutter approached the bar, a loud booing went up from the crowd and fingers were pointed at the television.
“Want to see someone covering his ass?” a big muscled man in a Ravens tee shirt said to Cutter.
Cutter looked at the nearest screen. Stringer was there, his face photographed up close, the smallness of his eyes overwhelming. The words were drowned by the noise of the bar. The camera moved out to include an interviewer. They were sitting in plush red chairs in a conference room, the large letters of the NBC affiliate on the wall.
Slapping his fist into his palm, the Ravens fan shouted, “Son of a bitchin’ traitor.”
Cutter whispered to himself, “I wondered where the guy went off to.”
The room quieted as people strained to hear the interview. Stringer was saying, “I told them not to sail her,” he said. “I told them not to.”
The man said, “They sure as hell have been pumping him all day for something to get on the air. Wonder how much he got paid to screw us?”
A black man, whom Cutter had seen with Pastor Allingham, sat at the bar. He turned and added, “Most like he won’t be seen around here anymore.”
Another said, “He wouldn’t try it. You’d find him with a log jammed into his car on some country road.”
Cutter glanced at Lulu who was serving beer. She had not heard that last remark. Her husband had been discovered in his wrecked car, several logs jammed under the front wheels. No one was ever caught for the murder. The remark indicated that Stringer might meet the same brutal fate of local vigilante justice.
Up on the screen over the bar, Stringer took a drink from the red and white television station mug sitting on a table in front of him. He went on with his confession, “They wouldn’t listen to me. The Peregrine is a deathtrap and should never have been permitted to sail, certainly not near hurricanes.” Stringer proceeded to illustrate by moving his hands. “The power or leverage of the mast could drive the bow under. The bow was very sharp so it did not have the buoyancy of a fuller shape. That’s why they raked the mast back to compensate. However, with all the sail they carried the rake often wasn’t enough and with the right wind, the bow would go under. We call it pitch poling.”
Lulu brought him a beer. “Here you are, Mister Cutter. On the house.”
“Lulu, you better bring me some coffee. I’ve got to talk to these scavengers.” He pointed at the reporters standing with cameras.
“I know what you mean,” she said. “I ordered the girls not to serve them anything.”
“Thanks,” he smiled at her. Katy liked Lulu. She considered her a proud and modern woman. Lulu was not popular with the local matronly types, especially because of her ownership of a roadside bar and strip club. However, she made her own money and she kept her nose clean with the police. To Katy she was a woman with all the character of the frontier women in her history research, independent and self-sufficient.
Jolly appeared beside him with a portable computer, its top up with a video playing.
“You might want to watch this. It’s real-time coverage of the owner’s conference,” he said. “You can hear the others and chime in if you want to add anything.”
“In a few minutes. Right now let me hear this rat talking,” said Cutter.
They watched Stringer. They also listened to catcalls from the audience in the bar. Cutter grinned as he thought of Stringer’s treatment if the man ever set foot in River Sunday again. He didn’t begrudge him for his opinions on the Peregrine. What bothered him, and he suspected pissed off the local citizens, was his accepting money to work on a project that he didn’t believe in. That was dishonorable.
“You ready for these reporters?” Jolly asked.
“Sure.”
Jolly said, “Stringer is a lying bastard. We’ll tell the truth.”
“They’re going to ask about rescue.”
Jolly said, “Tell them if you want that we have a tug standing by in Peru.”
“You think we waited too long, Jolly?”
“You got to have faith in the boat and the crew.”
He remembered when he was a child and almost drowned. He felt again the pulling power of the water, the exhaustion, the willingness to give up. He could imagine on board the Peregrine the yelling by Captain Hall to adjust the sails.
His mind heard the roar as the huge waves smashed across the deck, snapping lines. Thin masts cracked with the tatters of sailcloth whipping sailors into the sea. Lifelines failed as the bow came back up to smash against the waves once more.
Only he saw the bow not coming back up just as Stringer had warned. It dove into the dark water. He saw his son crawling on the upended deck trying to get to the small, square, rain-soaked hatch. Then Cutter felt the cold water touching his own face as it drowned his son.
He realized he was still in Lulu’s bar. He snapped his head upward as Jolly nudged him. The little man was holding up the computer again, the screen showing a group of men and women, the voices muted so the bystanders in the bar would not hear.
Jolly said, “Better see this. Like I said, we’re linked into the owners’ conference in New York, boss.”
The small screen showed the worried owners of the various competitors. Eyes were upon the massive television console which showed the map and locations of the racing fleet. The conversation was, however, not on the storm but on the discovery of the British documents. Bill was speaking to the other owners, holding up documents.
He said, “I want this innuendo about murders and missing jewels to be stopped. One of you is doing this rumor mongering. Unfounded stories like this have to come to an end. This kind of thing will hurt all the boats. People will think the race is tainted.”
Dela said. “I’d like to say, before we leave the issue of the British information, that we have no information that the original Peregrine’s crew was involved in any criminal activity in the Nineteenth Century.”
“Nice of him,” Cutter whispered to Jolly.
Professor Tung stated. “We have researched our files and found that the ship had no criminal record in our country. The records of that time are poor but we have been going back over them to see if anything was overlooked. We are also doing the same with the other entries.”
“Don’t they realize the boats are in a hurricane?” Cutter interrupted, speaking to Jolly.
Jolly shook his head. “It’s as if the racers are not as important as the message they are providing the companies on the stock market. Stocks go up if they don’t get disqualified, but sinking, well, that doesn’t affect the prices. It’s a game of deflecting the press from the real issue.”
As Cutter watched, the words pinned over his son’s hammock ran through his mind. He said the words to himself.
“Use the wind. Do not let it use you.”
If he lives, he thought.
Tears came to his eyes. Then he saw Sparkles rush into the room, sunlight coming with her from outside. She waved at Cutter as she ran to him. Beside him, Lulu rushed to her and grabbing her arm, guided her through the crowd to Cutter’s side.
“What?”
“Our electronics has completely failed. We can’t raise the brig.”
“How long have you been trying?”
“We lost him right after you left. The sideband is gone and there’s nothing on the satellite phone either.”
“The electronics again?” he asked Sparkles.
“No,” she said. “It’s worse. A sudden loss of the radio and phone like that might mean the boat went right underwater.”
“Maybe not.”
“Yes,” she said, as she stared at him. “Maybe not.”
 He could see that Sparkles had something more to say.
Cutter asked, dreading her answer, “What is it?”
“We’ve got another problem. We held off until our own weather sources were confident in their data.”
“What could be worse?” asked Cutter, knowing the answer to that question.
She saw his eyes, his concern. “It’s the worst we feared. The storm has changed direction and has reversed itself. It’s going toward the east and its travel speed is much faster. I’m not sure any of the ships will be spared. The Peregrine will be directly in its path.”



Chapter 17
 
August 6, 10 AM
River Sunday
 
Cutter studied the chart on his desk. Sparkles had marked with small pins the tracks of all the racers prior to the loss of communication and international locator beacons. The estimated search area for the Peregrine was marked with a circle.
He stood, rolling the chart quickly, location pins popping into the air.
“Where are you going, Cutter?”
He held the chart in his large right hand and slapped it against his open left palm.
“Somebody’s got to do something,” he said as he looked first at Sparkles, then at Doc Jerry.
“I’ll get them to listen to us,” he said over his shoulder as he went out the office door into the morning sunlight. As the hot August air hit his face he felt instead the cold wind of the ocean storm as if he were there beside Jamie and Madeline. He felt aches in his arms from hauling on the heavy sail lines, fighting to keep the ship afloat, its bow aimed at the blasts of wind and high waves.
Jolly’s Ford pickup was parked at the curb, the keys in the ignition. Cutter climbed in and started the big V8 engine. He squealed the tires out into the road. If he had looked in the truck rear view mirror, he would have seen a grim-faced Doc Jerry standing in the office doorway, Sparkles beside him.
Cutter drove through River Sunday to the highway and turned north. He raced hard, his hand perpetually on the horn in the slow summer traffic. People recognized Jolly’s truck and pulled to the side, sensing the emergency.
More thoughts rushed through his mind. He felt Jamie’s hand in his. They had gone to see a rosy Papa Noel at Christmas in a store filled with orange blossoms in Buenos Aires. He remembered the jasmine aroma in the hot weather with a smile. The English was mixed with Spanish and Jamie, just five years old, confused the words. Jamie whispered to Santa and the old man winked at him and nodded with a happy chuckle. Afterward Jamie had told them, “I’ve made a deal with Santa.” Cutter remembered how serious the youngster had been. The boy spoke his young words in a mimic of the tone Cutter used himself on his international business calls to the States.
“What’s your deal, Jamie?” Cutter had asked, his wife smiling beside him.
“I said to Santa that I can trade all the new gifts he is going to give me this year. In return he can ask you to stay home and play with me and my old toys.”
Cutter skidded left onto a dirt road. He bounced and spun the vehicle across the ruts toward the one-story Coast Guard station in the distance.
Reaching the structure, he jumped out of the truck and rushed inside.
Chief Steele, a weathered tall man, said, “Here’s a man who wants something we can't give him.” He looked up at Cutter, large and red faced, standing in front of him. He sat back in his starched uniform, put down his pen and shuffled some of his papers.
“I sent him out there. I got to get him,” said Cutter.
“That’s a mighty tall order, Jim. All the emergency cutters are ordered to port. The choppers are grounded. Nothing can happen until the winds die down at sea.”
Cutter held out the map Sparkles had prepared. “Chief, this is a hell of a mess. Can you help me?”
“Last I checked we only got one cutter assigned to that area. Mostly for drug interventions. She was standing by on the race. Hell, Jim, even if my ship was still patrolling out there, that’s a lot of nasty ocean for her to cover.”
Cutter still stared at him.
Steele moved over to the wall. “Let me show you my charts.” He moved to a map display showing the Eastern Pacific Ocean. “The Peregrine being a local boat, we’ve been alert to her movements.” He pointed to a spot on a plastic weather overlay on the bigger map. “Here’s where we figure the Peregrine is.” He stopped and said, “By the way, you might want to have some faith in your Captain Hall. I know him pretty well. He’s been around a few years and paid his dues in getting a boat through a storm.”
Cutter remembered what Bill Johnson had said. Hall was taking money to risk the boat. He didn’t impart that bit of information to Steele.
Instead, he placed the weather chart that Sparkles had prepared on the wall beside the Coast Guard display. He pointed out a mark in the left quadrant of the swirling storm system. “Our spot is a little east of yours,” Cutter said.
The officer jotted figures.
Cutter pointed to Sparkles’ marks on her carefully prepared chart. “You can copy her notes too.”
“Peregrine would be right here then,” the chief said, pointing to a new spot on his own map.
Steele looked up and said, “The weather in that place seems a little better. Of course, the other problem is getting a cutter through the surrounding winds to reach that location.” He held his chin in his hand, thinking.
Cutter persisted. “We can search pretty close to this spot. That’s what I want.”
“Yessir, if she’s still afloat. Of course, we also got to figure out whether she is even afloat. Jim, they wouldn’t risk a plane out there if they knew she was under. No sense to it.”
Cutter looked at him.
The officer said, “You’re going to have to prove to me that you think she’s there. I can’t do that for you.”
Cutter pulled himself up straight. “She’s going to be there.”
Steele asked again, “You sure now? You got no radio contact. She must have lost all her antennas. That’s happened to the other boats too, I understand.”
“You’ve got to do this. I really believe the Peregrine is all right if we can just get out there.”
Steele paused, then said, “All right, I’ll make another call. You got to understand I’m doing this for the town as much as anything else, as much as for your boy. Lot of folks want them all to be safe. Maybe I can convince somebody to try.” He went to his phone. As he spoke he walked to the window again, looking at the sky and the pleasant summer weather.
After a few calls and some arguments with different commanders, he put down his phone. He said, “Best I can do is get out there in about eight hours, latest maybe dawn. I’ve pulled every string I have.”
“Not before?”
“Even this is pushing it. We might lose a cutter or a chopper and its crew if we go too soon. No, we’ll have to give it some time. Go home and take it easy. We’ll find them, you just see.”
Steele paused then smiled. “Look, we’ll do all we can. Besides, according to Jolly, the boat hasn’t got a worry. Have you been watching the news? Jolly got on TV.”
“Jolly did what?” asked Cutter.
“They interviewed Jolly out at Lulu’s. He really came through. I didn’t know he had it in him.”
“What did he say?” Cutter showed the trace of a smile.
“The newsmen didn’t know what they were getting in for when they asked Jolly to walk up to the microphone. He didn’t want to do it but his wife and sister made him. Then Reverend Blue got into it too. You know Reverend Blue?”
Cutter nodded. “He’s the one with the lighted crucifix around his neck. He lights up to red and blue colors when he presses a button in his pocket.”
“Well, his lights were going off, red and blue, blue and red. Finally Jolly says, waving his arms, “All right, I’ll go up there and talk to ‘em. Can’t say as I can do much good.”
The Chief picked up a mug of coffee and sipped, then said, “There was a new reporter from New York with a suit that, damn it, shined I was told. Maybe he was the one that interviewed Stringer, I don’t know. He was a cocksure son of a bitch, Jim, and he tried his stuff out on Jolly.” He reached over to his computer console. “I recorded the interview to show to my crew for laughs.” He hit a button and the video came on. The noise of the bar provided a background to the reporter aggressive questioning and Jolly’s relaxed comments.
 
“What’s your name, Mister?”
“Eh, Jolly.”
“You’re from River Sunday, is it Mister Jolly?”
“Yessir, that’s right.”
“What do you do around here, Sir?”
“Well, I build boats.”
 
Steele smiled. “You can figure, Jim, that the crowd knew Jolly was coming up to something and the reporter didn’t have a clue. Here’s when the lady from his New York staff came over and whispered in his ear who Jolly was. You can see him change his attitude.”
 
“You have constructed boats for decades, Mister Jolly. Your crew built the Peregrine. Can you inform the American people what you think of Mister Stringer’s worries about the Peregrine.”
“I don’t think he has much to say at all.”
“He’s the designer. You don’t think that means anything?”
“Well, first off, he ain’t the designer. That boat was set down over a hunnert years ago by someone, nobody even remembers who it was, who had already forgot a lot more about these clipper boats than Stringer ever knew.”
“The ship wasn’t safe.”
“She was fast. That was the whole purpose of building her. She was designed to go fast. To go fast you have to take risks. Mister Stringer was a damn liar and I don’t mean maybe. He come in River Sunday to help us make up a copy of one of our old clippers. That’s all he did. His job wasn’t to say the boat was good or bad, just make one.”
“The American public thinks he’s right.”
“The American public ain’t from River Sunday. Boat like this sailed for a long time and made a lot of very fast trips without any problem. It ain’t an unsafe boat.”
“So you’re not worried about the Peregrine and its crew?”
“Nossir, I’m not. Boat is as good as its crew. That’s the whole meaning of this trip anyway. It’s the crew and she’s got a good one.”
“I don’t understand.”
“Reverend Blue told us last Sunday the truth is in the men on that boat. The Lord helped the men to sail her. We been sending men down to the sea for centuries. Haven’t lost any more than our share. Ship will take it. We been building pungies and schooners. It’s a lot about the men and women sailing them. Boats never been perfect but the sailors and their guts are the same. Preacher say men made the boats but God made the men. He say that’s God’s perfection to get the job done.”
“Bay storms are a big difference from hurricanes.”
“I’d say to you there’s a big difference in studying them from land and sailing them out there in the water. Reefed with tops and foresail, all hatches closed, they’ll be all right.”
“You’re sure of that?”
“I’m damned sure, mister.”
 
Steele smiled. “Even though he's a short man, he looks about two feet taller than the asshole newsman. You can hear the applause.”
 
“Reverend says we all make mistakes. There’s mistakes at being human and mistakes taking chances to go ahead. You got to for something worthwhile.”
“Worthwhile?”
“Let me ask you something. A century ago we were challenged by the British in a sailing race that came to be known as the America’s Cup. Do you know that the American team copied our Chesapeake ships like the Peregrine in order to win that first race? So you see, sailing these old boats is worthwhile.”
“Maybe it is.”
“Maybe to a lot of people who want reality in this world. Reality is hard work and risk.”
 
The telephone rang at Steele’s desk. He stopped his computer.
“Sparkles is on the phone,” Steele said, handing the receiver to Cutter.
“Mister Cutter, we picked up an offshore transmission of a Peruvian Navy ship still working the storm zone. Their radar has found a contact.”
Doc Jerry came on, “The Peregrine’s been found. She’s all right. Sails in storm set and making way heading south from the winds. Her communications started again too and we now have her on the chart.”
When Cutter told Steele, the Chief said, “See, what’d I tell you about Captain Hall, Jim?”
Cutter smiled for the first time and slapped Steele on the back. “Whatever you told me, it’s all right.”
The only person he wanted to talk to was Katy. She was on her way to River Sunday from Baltimore. She congratulated him on the good news.
“I think I had a little more faith in your son’s ability than you did,” she said.
“I don’t know,” he said. “Maybe I did worry too much.”
“Fathers are allowed.”
Neither spoke for a few moments.
Then Katy asked, “If the crisis is over with the boat, can you get away to help us at Staten Island? I need some of your know how on this wreck site.”
“You got it.”
“By the way, that Honda was following me for a while tonight. It was the same one, the car with the bent rear fender. Could not see the driver. Eventually it went away.”
Cutter said, his voice trembling from exhaustion and now fear for her safety, “I’ve let all the people I love get into danger. You and Jamie might be killed by this thing before it is over.”
“I can take it.”
“I can’t save you guys. It’s what happened to me in Africa with Rosa and Jamie all over again.”
“We’ll be all right.” Her voice was calm but he was very worried. He did not know what Strand would do next to harm his people.
“At least I can let the State Police know about this Honda. Maybe they can figure out who it is.”
Hours later, Cutter was awakened from an exhausted sleep by the pounding on his hotel door. Immediately he thought of Jamie.
Doc Jerry called, “You got to come over right away.”
He looked at his watch. It was two in the morning. He quickly dressed and rushed down the huge stairway into the lobby of the Chesapeake Hotel. Outside the hotel, the streets of River Sunday were quiet. The night air smelled like the harbor, a tinge of fish and rot and seaweed. He ran to the Peregrine operations office located a few blocks away. When he entered, Doc Jerry came spilling into the front room, excited, several printouts in his right hand.
He shouted, “The Louis 14 has been found. The Peregrine discovered her by nearly running into the hulk, submerged under the ocean surface by about a foot. French and Peruvian cutters have been searching the area for bodies. All crew drowned, including Captain Etranger.
Cutter read the notes. “Let’s get ready for a press release of some kind. Get all you can from our people out there at the scene.”
“We have staff on the Navy carrier that is approaching the location.”
Among the printouts was a first report on the British Willow. She broke some of her bow timber and seawater had filled part of the hull. She was half-sunk on the sandbar a few miles out from the Peruvian coast. All its crew were safe.
Finally, Cutter found a note on the America, Strand’s boat. She had lost some rigging. All had been replaced and she was fully underway back on course towards China.
The others were coming into the office. Chairs scraped as the team sat down at their stations and turned on their computers. Cutter slapped the papers against his desk. He was aware only two clipper brigs were left in the race. The race had come to Strand International versus Johnson Company, the America versus the Peregrine.
Sparkles had turned on the television to get the news. Cutter stood watching as the first videos came across the screen. A woman reporter was standing on the deck of an aircraft carrier, a yellow parka pulled over her shoulders. As a pair of helicopters idled their big rotors behind her, she talked into her mike, her face excited. The helicopter blew her hair behind her. Cutter could see storm rain spitting in the bright lights of the large ship.
“We’re reporting to you from the deck of the United States aircraft carrier Harry S. Truman. Early this morning the Peregrine radioed they had come upon the half-sunk wreck of the Louis 14, their competitor in this round the world race. Its crew was lost.” The television camera now panned over the side of the carrier deck and picked up, in the glare from huge spotlights, the upper mast detail of the Peregrine.
On the deck and on the yardarms men and women worked to bring the sails to the proper squaring. Small as she was, the wooden brig kept up with the larger steel ship while managing to stay clear of her huge nuclear-powered wake.
The reporter and her cameraman climbed down to the brig’s deck. When she arrived on the much smaller deck, she interviewed Captain Hall who praised his crew. Madeline Etranger was standing next to him, haggard in the bright lights.
“We understand that you were the first to spot the Louis 14.”
“It was on my watch, yessir,” she said, her English tinged with her French accent.
“Did you see your father?”
“No. No one.”
“We’re sorry,” said the reporter.
She turned and pointed to the bow of the Peregrine, “Show us where you took your watch.”
Madeline pointed to the fore top mast of the Peregrine, with was swaying back and forth in the swells. “Up there.”
“Way up there?”
“Yessir. In these waves you have to be high up.”
“Don’t the heights bother you, Madeline?”
“You get used to it, sir.”
Madeline was asked to comment on her father. She said, moving her hands to stop the tears, “He died the way he wanted.”
“What do you mean?”
“He wanted to go down at sea in his ship if he died. He did not want to die. He deserved a longer life. More than anyone he should have lived long and hard. But, if he had to go, he wanted to be fighting for something he loved and that was the sea.”
“What was he fighting for?”
“He proved that a man is still a man not a number. He proved that even if he is part of a team he is still someone special.”
“You plan to keep sailing?”
“Yes, to China,” she said, staring hard at the camera. “My father wanted to win and I will win for him.”
Jamie had come up next to her. Cutter grinned as he heard his son speak. He said, placing his arm around her waist, “We use the wind. We don’t let it use us. Besides, that albatross sitting on the tip of the Peregrine mainmast likes the pancakes Madeline makes up for him. Couldn’t disappoint the bird or we’d all sink for sure.”
The video went to the sight of the large bird, who looked down at the lights below him.
Tolchester’s century old words came back to Cutter as he watched.
“Peregrine will come back. She’s not finished yet.”



Chapter 18
 
August 29, Midnight
Staten Island
 
Katy and Cutter returned to Staten Island. They drove into Narrows Beach close to midnight. She had arranged a motel near the shoreline within a hundred yards of the boat slip for the rental dive boat. A diner’s neon light blinked welcome nearby.
Katy said, “Come on.”
Inside, at a booth in the back of the room sat Peter Wingate and two other men Cutter did not recognize. By the time they were halfway to the table, Peter looked up and waved.
He shook hands and turned to the man beside him. “This is Captain Tate and his mate, Willie. I asked for Captain Tate because he’s looked for wrecks before,” said Peter. “They’ll be running the boat and helping with the dive gear tomorrow. How’s the brig doing?”
“One hundred days out making good time,” said Cutter. They joined the others on the red plastic booth seats.
“The eggs are good here,” said Tate.
Cutter said, “We’re hungry, that’s for sure. We just got off the road.”
“We have been going over the search route for tomorrow.”
The salvage expert, tousled hair and all, laid out his materials and went over his strategy for the underwater search. He unfolded a large yellow map.
“This is the New York 12327 chart. Hell of a busy harbor here. We’re not going to have a quiet little bay to ride up and down. Near the sandbar area that we plan to search there’s a yacht basin.”
Cutter asked, “What about the media?”
“We might be lucky and not be bothered. The boat I’ve hired is fairly old and non-descript. If we mind our business and don’t stir up any wake to speak of, there may be no notice of us.”
Peter shuffled the papers in front of him. He said, “You got to understand the research alone on this project is almost impossible. I don’t know for sure whether this is even the right location. You know what I mean, Katy.”
She nodded.
“I began with the statement by the steamer captain at the time the ship was wrecked. We are told by this captain who said he saw the wreckage disappear under the storm waves that the brig was located directly one and a half miles offshore on the sea side of the West Bank shallows and to the southeast of the Quarantine Hospital. He said that the old shot tower was directly to the north of the wreck, on a sight he could make before the masts were washed away.
“From my friends at Mystic Seaport Museum I got copies of several maps of New York Harbor. We have one for 1840, one for 1850, and another for 1890. They were similar but you’d be surprised the changes in the coastline that come even during those close years of mapmaking.” He spread out the charts.
“You guys can see the Quarantine Hospital on the 1840 map. According to the eyewitness the wreck was about here,” he measured with a ruler. “This is about one and a half miles offshore to the southeast. Comes up near this sandbar that is called the West Bank.”
Cutter pointed, “The old sailor watched the entering ships from this spot.”
Peter looked up. “Who?”
Katy said, “When we talked to the Tolchester relative out here, we found a later cousin who used to help pilot ships by mooring along here. Kind of a local celebrity.”
“Interesting,” said Peter, thinking for a moment. “You say he was a Tolchester, a relative of the clipper ship captain?”
“Yes.”
Peter thought a little longer then shrugged. “Maybe he knew something.” He moved the 1850 map to the top of his charts.
“Unfortunately the hospital is not on this map or any of the later ones. Something happened to that landmark.”
“Did you find anything?”
Peter smiled. “Turned out there is a monument to the old building. The place helped the sick sailors and passengers who came in to the harbor on the sailing ships. They were kept until they could be cured or sent home. Smallpox, that kind of thing.”
He went back to his new harbor map. A few hundred feet back from the shoreline near the Verrazano Bridge was penciled in a latitude and longitude mark. “See the point where the old hospital was located? I got it from my GPS standing at its monument.”
He pulled his compass from his briefcase and drew an imaginary circle out from the hospital point. “Due southeast on this line which is one and half miles out, if that old steamboat man wasn’t drinking, is the intersection we want.”
He pointed to another pencil mark. “The spot is slightly south of the West Bank.”
Tate said, “Now you got to get the north marker.”
“I drove to the north about ten miles from the old hospital site. I had to go up in the morning. The tower was about here on the 1840 map.” Turning over the later maps he indicated the spot. “I thought I might have some luck. I went to Jersey City, and drove around. Turned out I found nothing but several intersecting railways.”
He looked at Katy. “You ever work with the railroads?”
“The last time I did, I had to go all the way to the president of the line just to get permission to walk across a track,” she said.
“I wasn’t about to get into that kind of bureaucracy. There simply wasn’t time. I decided to find someone in the train yard who might remember a tower. So I drove around some more. I found the freight office and an entry gate into the closest train area approximately near the spot I wanted. I went inside and found nobody anywhere. Nothing was inside but a lot of dirt and dust as if the place wasn’t even being used. Outside there was a truck backed up to the platform and some men unloading freight.
“Well, I went up to them and asked about the tower. No one knew anything. The boss, a short heavy set man with no hair on his head, tried to get rid of me. He told me I was holding up the unloading of his truck. Then a kid called out that he knew about the tower. There was a hubbub as the boss shouted to him to get back to work. The other workmen shouted back that he had a right to tell me. Anyway, they pushed him to the edge of the truck container. He was small, stripped to his boots and jeans and covered with dirt. He told me that his grandfather took him to a foundation nearby to look at birds. He said it was left over from an old tower building. He pointed to where it was located.
“Within ten minutes I had crossed the track and found what appeared to be a square set of walls stretching at least one hundred feet in each direction. The bricks were set several rows wide as if they had been planned to hold great weight. The foundation was incomplete, intersected by the ties for several rails. Much of the brick wall was taken out, I guess for use in some other building.
“In the center of the walls were the remains of a brick herringbone-style floor. I found several dark lead balls about one half inch in diameter, almost like ball bearings. I held them up to the light and decided that they may have been the products of an old shot tower. I figured I had found the place.
“I took the global location with the instrument right then and there. I was as close to the old site as I was going to be.
“Back in my car I estimated the wreck location.” He pointed to the marks on his map. “That gave me this line here which intersects at the point of proper distance from the shore. As I say, if the witness was on the ball, this is where the ship went down.”
“I would say,” Peter added, “that those old guys were used to judging from shoreline by eyesight. Remember they didn’t have the instruments we have today. Their judgment was critical. I’m counting on that.” He stretched and said, “Well, guys, we have a spot to search. Are you all still with me?”
Katy nodded, “What’s next?”
Peter pointed again to the map. “I’ve planned a series of sweeps on this spot. We’ll come along in our boat with our tow fish doing the side scan sonar at intervals.”
He added, “There are still some problems.”
“What?”
“This site has been disturbed probably many times. We look in these projects for an undisturbed site so the sunken object is untouched. If the site has been dug the object may have been moved. Any relics we can get might have been so destroyed or turned around that we can’t read the site properly.”
“Who dug there?”
“There’s a large pipeline that was put through very close to our search point. Also to the north there’s a wreck of a small freighter that was sunk here during World War Two to close and protect the harbor from submarines. There may be scatter of fragments of that ship that have come into our search area and will confuse the electronics.”
They went to bed soon afterward. Cutter took his boots off and sat back on the squeaking bed. Katy was in the bathroom. They had just finished pushing the old wooden bureau for security against the steel motel door. Outside the front of Katy’s car was within two feet of the door entrance. The place was all that Laura could get at short notice in this tourist town. Outside about one hundred feet was the main street of Narrows Village and the flow of traffic and walking passersby indicated that the tourist season was in full swing even this late at night.
Katy came back. She too was not undressed yet. She had taken her shoes off like him and now plopped beside him, curling up in his left arm.
“What do you want when this is all over?” she asked suddenly, looking up at him from the bed.
“What brought that on?” he asked with a grin.
“I’m wondering about us, Cutter. I was thinking on the ride here.”
Cutter said, “I know I want more out of life. Maybe I’ll make some changes,” he said.
“Can you really change? Can you be willing to give up your own life and love the life of someone else? Can you do that?”
“I’d like to.”
“Does all this include me?”
“Yes. I think as a matter fact that you are the chief instigator.”
“Then I have to think about that,” she said, rubbing his leg. “I have to think about what I want to give up. You’d be more of the kind of person I could be with full time.”
“I can give up my career,” he said.
“Me too,” she said.
Cutter said, thoughtfully, “I remember when I was at war. We had a purpose to help people. Now I feel as though I have a purpose to help myself and I work for the same kind of people who commanded the enemy in those days, selfish aggressive men and women who would trade the lives of their soldiers for some criminal purpose.”
“So if you leave Johnson, what then?”
“What I’d like to do is spend more time with Jamie and with you.”
“I’d have to give up a lot of my research to make time for us.” She poked him in the chest.
They hugged. She slipped back on her pillow and was quiet. He didn’t say any more, lying there thinking about her and Jamie and the way his life had been going in the last few years.
The alarm clock went off at five. As he reached to turn off its buzzer, Cutter heard the knock of a fist on the door.
“All right,” he yelled. “We’ll be there in five.”
He nudged Katy and she smiled, already half-awake. “Time,” she whispered.
“Yes, we got to go.”
They were a bedraggled lot as they arrived at the boat. Their figures were silhouetted against the orange haze of the dawn sky. Sun rays bounded off the black water washing the small pier and the dim white hull of the forty-foot cabin cruiser. Tate, a gruff character with a pull-down ball cap was already smoking his first cigar, his beard puffing smoke drifting upward to cover his eyes.
Katy had on shorts, halter top and sandals and wore a wide brim straw hat. Cutter had his ball cap and shorts and was barefoot.
They waited in the semi-darkness for Peter’s arrival. From far up the shoreline they finally saw two headlights coming. Then his van pulled into sight. The truck stopped and reversed, now coming backwards, rumbling up the dock. Tires pummeled the loose boards of the pier surface, red tail light blinking on and off as Peter deftly speeded and slowed to keep a straight path.
After loading the gear from the van, they headed out in Tate’s converted lobster boat. The dive boat had a long cabin which was fitted with a shelf along one side opposite from where Tate sat steering the craft. On this shelf Peter set up his gear. The sonar device was held on the stern to drop when Peter gave the command to Willie.
They took twenty minutes to get out into the deeper water and far enough down the shoreline. They arrived at the starting point near a wild bird refuge named Hoffman Island. Peter conferred with Tate to make sure the boat was steering toward a global positioning spot centered on an acre of search space from five to forty feet in depth. This was along the edge of a large sandbar, part of the so-called West Bank feature. In toward the shoreline several small yachts rode at anchor. On the ocean side of the sandbar no boats were visible until farther out where the sea channels were. There two freighters were working into New York harbor several miles further inland. On the beach they could see umbrellas being set up as people came down to shore for the sun.
“We’ve started at low tide,” Peter talked loudly over the sound of the big diesel engine. “That’s to give us a visual fix on the bar so we can check against my global position. The sand will be underwater soon.” He worked with his instruments until he and the captain had the boat where they wanted to begin the first sweep.
“We’ll start on grids away from the spot and work up and past, then come back at the next interval. The sonar and the magnetometer are set to pick up only a few yards to each side. We get more accuracy and definition but we’ll have to repeat passes until we cover all the area.”
At an agreed point on the global positioning device, the towed device was let go by Katy and Willie. The boat, at a slow speed, began pulling the equipment underwater. The scanning register was started and a graph of high and low density hits began. Katy stood next to Peter as they discussed the readings.
Peter observed, “These aberrations are pretty small. I don’t see anything good yet. These can be anything from old tires to fishing gear,” Peter said.
Cutter made the coffee.
As they were turning at the end of the second pass, a fisherman came by in a small open utility. He was working several trolling lines and hove to. He asked if he was getting in the way.
“You’re ok. How is the fishing?” askedTate.
“Ain’t much today,” came back the answer.
Tate asked, “You know any snags out there?”
“Oh, my land, yessir. There’s a giant one,” and he pointed to a spot about three hundred yards ahead and near to the sandbar on the ocean side.
“Tough fishing around it?”
“Lot of lines get tied into it. It’s shallow there and the snag is not too far down.”
“Well, we thank you.”
“I report the snag and them Army Engineers don’t do anything.”
“I’ll tell them again,” said Tate as the fisherman moved away, waving.
“We ought to check that out,” said Katy.
“Probably just a rock,” said Tate.
Peter said, “Rock is not as likely to catch up fishing gear.”
They made several more runs. “The bottom is scoured out here by the ocean. There’s nothing,” said Peter.
By the middle of the afternoon they were approaching on their search grid the place for the obstruction mentioned by the fisherman. So far there had been nothing that impressed Peter.
“OK folks, here we go,” said Peter. There was another reading coming up on the graph. Cutter stood behind Katy as Peter pointed out the marks to them.
“This is more than a rock. We’re getting a good reading for iron on the magnetometer. The sonar is getting some shape too. See the sharper edges.”
“We’ll come back again,” said Tate.
On the second run the object showed more features.
Peter turned to them and said, with a smile, “You guys want an anchor?”
“You’re sure?”
“I’ve seen enough of them. Looks like this one was holding a boat off the sandbar, maybe a good sized ship.”
“The old boats used bower anchors in the bow and kedge anchors to work a boat off a reef. We’ll look to see what this one is,” said Peter.
Katy said, “You’re saying a kedge would be holding something back from the sandbar or trying to get a grounded boat freed.”
“Yes,” said Tate, “Out here it might have been used to get away from the sand.”
 Peter explained, “Ships of our time period usually had three anchors. There were the two bower anchors, one large and one small that were used for mooring the ship. Then there was always a kedge which was used to free the ship. Men would take this anchor out in a small boat from the stern and cast in. Then the crew on board would pull to try to free the ship.”
“How do we know if this is our ship?”
“We’d have to recover the anchor for study. It might tell us what ship it belonged to.”
Peter ordered that Tate finish the planned runs. The anchor site was marked on the map for later exploration. At last they had a hit.
When the run was finished Peter reviewed the project with the others.
Katy said, “I think if the ship rammed that sandbar she would have been half on and half off the bar.”
“What’s your point?”
“If she broke up, the part on this ocean scoured side would have been taken out to sea. If the bow rested on the other side of the bar, protected from the waves, it might still be there.”
Peter looked at Tate. “We got enough time to try.”
Tate turned the boat into shore. When they reached the inside of the sandbar the equipment had a slight magnet reading off to the southeast.
“Certainly got the right direction for our boat.”
The sonar was rigged to test along a new grid line on the inside of the bar. The first hit was the only one.
“I know we have large pipelines under here,” said Tate. “I think it is something more though. Might be a piece of wood.”
“Next time we come out here, we can check further. I can be here in a month or so for another try.
“We can study what we have on the computer before then, go over any possible hits.”
Peter agreed. “Sometimes the graphs will pit something out at you for sure.”
Katy said, as the boat turned towards shore, “I think we will find our wreck next time.”
Cutter reached out to her, and held her tight. Both of them trembled with the prospect. He said, as he looked into her eyes, “With you along, I’m sure of it.”



Chapter 19
 
September 23, 7 PM
Staten Island
 
A month had passed and they were anxious to continue the underwater search. They sat in a small diner near the boardwalk, looking out at Hoffman Island. Peter was expected in a few days after he finished another project in Florida. Meanwhile they had been going over charts and arranging dive plans for his return.
Outside, the sun moved low on the horizon over Staten Island. A fall chill was in the air. Shadows came over the water. Down on the beach, a clam bake blasted its loud rock music.
Captain Tate bought drinks for the rest of the salvage team. In the bar section of the diner, the voices of the drinkers attempted to cover up the latest baseball scores droning from the television on the grease stained wall.
Cutter said, “Peregrine was one hundred and twenty-one days out today. She’s nearing the Philippines.”
They raised their long neck bottles to cheer Cutter’s news. Katy’s cell phone suddenly warbled a Reba McIntyre melody of country love. Katy often said she played the music to remind her of her childhood and friends in southern Maryland.
“I told my office no messages today,” Katy complained, taking a sip of her beer. Then she looked at the number. She had seen it before and hesitated, trying to remember.
“Hello,” she answered.
“Doctor Marbury, is it you?” It was an older woman.
“Yes.
“Mary Tolchester.”
Katy tugged at Cutter’s arm and grinned. She said, “Yes, Mary. It’s nice to hear from you.”
Mary’s words rushed from the phone, “I’ve been so worried. The television has come out with this terrible information about my captain. It’s simply not true. I don’t know what to do. You had given me your number so I thought it best to contact you.”
“Now you try to relax. It will be all right. The stories are horrible.”
“More than that, Doctor. They are false. I have the proof, you see.”
“Would it be all right if I came to see you? We’re in Staten Island and it would be simple to drive over.”
“Yes, please do.”
“Jim Cutter is with me. May I bring him along too?”
“Yes, he’s all right.”
In a few minutes they were sitting in Mary’s parlor in the same way as before. Nothing had changed in the room. It was as though they had never left.
Mary reached into her lap with her left hand and held up a folded piece of faded paper.
“I read this about the suspected crime of my ancestor and his ship. I had to tell the facts.”
She spoke with the continuing coarseness in her voice, like a tough enforcer out to take care of things. She said, “After my ancestor died at sea when his ship sank in a storm, an unopened personal letter from his office in Canton came to his family. He wrote the information as he was preparing to leave the city. He then addressed the mail to Staten Island.” She handed the letter to Katy who held up the paper to the light. Cutter could see the writing in a faded ink script. Katy read the pages aloud.
 
From the pen of Captain Tolchester in Canton this letter to be carried by next clipper to New York and delivered to my cousin on Staten Island.
My dearest cousin. This letter should clarify the conditions of my sudden departure from Canton. I wrote these notes after discovering the murders of my merchant and his beloved daughter.
I had gone to Meikuo’s home on the Island. The guards of my lord Fusang, her father, had left from the gate and the long approach to the mansion. I thought this strange until I found one of them, one I knew well, stabbed dead in the garden pathway. Then I suspected the worst had happened. As is sometimes the case with wealthy merchants in this land, robbers had struck. They came to steal Fusang’s treasures and jewels - ones of great value to him, his family, and to the nation.
Why the Lord had brought me to this carnage I do not know. My soul rushed forward on to the villa porches and into the room where I had always been so welcome.
I discovered my love in the arms of her father, both dead and cut into only remnants of their once bodies, she no longer of the beautiful face but instead a cloud of blood. In front of the two of them I found empty boxes of the kind in which Fusang held all his papers and treasures. Foolscap only remained, little articles he had saved to read with me, many of them concerning America.
I returned to my ship and conferred with my boys, all of us of one mind. They too had loved Meikuo on her visits to the brig, had thought of her as our charm and luck. Only one change appeared on the horizon, the Eagle, drug runner, fleeing justice and we knew these murders. We agreed to take to the ocean in chase of the Eagle, with our small ship’s company of brave lads. I left behind such disarray of my mortal life as I should never wish upon another of God’s creatures. Surely this must be Hell as I can think of no worse existence. Yet today all my crew has dedicated themselves to me to right this wrong. With God's will, we sail to correct such injustice as we have witnessed in the last twenty four hours on Chinese soil.
So I write now my purpose and plan. We are changing the name on our clipper brig to the name of Osprey, its former name. We’ll store the former Peregrine trailboards on the deck to easily restore the ship’s name in the future. The original name of the ship was Osprey and the old carvings saved in the hold make this easy to accomplish. As ships move in the ocean sometimes they come out of storms ahead but often behind. This change was to avoid being seen on the way and reported to the pursued ahead of us. Should we find misfortune in our quest and be misinterpreted as criminals, the name change will also relieve our owners from any blame. Osprey brings no connection to my employers. Osprey will be a ghost ship of no origin.
I can say here I will never again sail to China. Nothing remains for me now. My owners, if I return alive, will surely be disappointed that I had risked their ship. I sail with no cargo to find me in guilty possession nor could my crew be declaimed for something they had not done. These men have served me in an honorable way following my orders. They give their lives for right. Yet I pray that a falcon can find a hawk.
If nothing else I can recover my love's stolen jewel, the emerald belonging not only to Fusang but to China. China will get it back even if it means my life is forfeit. This much I can do for Meikuo and this much I willingly die for. If I do survive all this adventure, I will try to live with the memory of my lost love. In God’s will, I can be able.
Your servant, Captain Tolchester.
 
The old lady looked at Katy. She said, “It’s all he left for us.”
“What will you do with the letter?”
“I’ll release it to the newspapers.”
They returned to the diner and joined the others who were just finishing. Katy told the story to the others. Then, she dialed her cell phone.
“Hi, it’s Katy from Baltimore.”
Then after listening, she continued, “I know you are at home and relaxing, but I need a quick favor.”
Another wait, then, “OK? Well, here it is. I’ve been working on the controversy about the Peregrine, the boat sponsored by Johnson in the world race.”
She waited, then said, “Yes, I’m still digging up information. Yes, this is very confidential, like tight lips. I need to get ahead of the media on something.
“I know you’ll keep it to yourself. You always do. I thought you could get into the museum files on personal computer. Like, you have the code I’m sure.”
Then, after listening to her friend, she said, “Good. OK, I want you to run the name of a clipper brig named Eagle, in the year 1840 coming out of Canton, China, and headed to New York.”
“Yes, that’s right, owners and cargo if you got it. I’ll hang on.”
She smiled at Cutter as she held her cell against her ear. Her long hair kept shifting and she pushed it back impatiently. Then she sat forward with a grin. She touched Cutter’s hand.
“Wait, I’ll put you on speaker.”
A woman was speaking over the stuttering sound of a computer printer in the background. She said, “OK, Katy, I’ll read it to you. I thought that something might turn up in port records and I was right. A court in Buenos Aires had recorded testimony in 1840 from a brig Eagle which had been on its way to New York. None of the ship owners are identified. There is no record of the name of the witness making the testimony. It does identify him as a seaman from the Eagle describing a night attack on his ship.
 
August 15 1840
We had been anchored for several days near the channel off the city of Buenos Aires. Supplies for the last part of our voyage to New York were being taken aboard. It was a time when our mates kept us occupied with ship repair. I remember that we painted and applied tar from dawn to dusk. The mates were very concerned that the ship be ready to sail as fast as possible although I did not know why they were so concerned. Our cargo was not valuable tea. We actually had little of value and were looking for freight to carry north.
We had been told that we would be leaving in the morning with the tide. The winds seemed to be favorable to sail out the river and reach the ocean without any calms to delay our transit. The ship was quiet as midnight and there was no light, no starlight or moon, and the lights ashore were dim. I was on the watch and could see nothing amiss. In a while the next watch would come up to prepare for the departure at dawn.
The intruders came aboard without my seeing them and entered the captain’s cabin. When I heard noises below I want to investigate. I was unarmed and could do nothing. They knocked over the table and chairs of his living quarters. Our captain stood with his mates and tried to fight them off but all was stabbed over and over in the struggle. One man shouted, “Die for your sin.” The attackers carried large shining knives that glowed in the darkness, lit up with the small glimmers from deck lanterns outside the cabin.
Our captain’s clothing and effects were thrown about in disorder while the intruders drank his liquors. They located his cupboard and therein found a small chest belonging to the captain. One of the men showed this to a large sailor who appeared to be the leader. That man took the box and after opening it, nodded to the others and they left the room. I did not see them again.
The ship became quiet. We were bound hand and foot and we worked hard in the darkness to free each other. None of the intruders came into the hold so we assumed they had left. As we struggled, we smelled the smoke. We knew the ship was afire. The attackers had fired the ship to prevent us from following them. We assumed that we were to be left to burn to death.
Only by the goodness of the Lord were some of us able to escape the flames and get to the main deck. By then the whole ship was a mass of flame in the rigging. It was like a great torch with all the new tar we had put on the rigging adding to the fuel. My face felt so hot I ran to the side and jumped into the water even though it was a long swim to shore. Unfortunately I was the only survivor of the disaster.
 
Katy’s friend said, “That’s it.”
“Can we assume that Captain Tolchester caught up to these people and took back the jewels?” Cutter asked Katy.
“You tell me,” Katy said. She put her hands to her face like she was praying. “I just hope that we can discover remains of that wreck. I want facts that I can touch. Often the archeology of a site can explain these mysteries.”
Katy’s friend on the speaker phone said, “I found something else. Here’s a copy of an Argentine government dive to the Eagle wreck in 1980. The government was trying to expand the harbor and some wreckage was in the way. She quoted,
 
A ship named the Eagle was attacked and sunk about this time in the harbor near Buenos Aires. It was researched in 1980 as part of a harbor archeology program. Little remains of the hull. The old wood shows extensive fire damage..
 
“OK, Katy, that’s all I see in the files. Hope it helps.” After Katy and the rest said their thanks, she said with a chuckle, “Just remember that I like to eat seafood at one of your Fells Point restaurants, the next time I am in Baltimore.” She rang off.
They were quiet, each thinking of what to do next with the new information. Then Sparkles called.
 “The Peregrine is off the screen again. Doc Jerry says it is strange that this happened. It may be electronics or she might have hit something and sunk very fast.”
She added with more concern than Cutter had ever heard from her, “The avatar of the America is still bright and nasty, coming in strong. Monroe called. You’re supposed to drive to headquarters in New York. They are calling a meeting.”
Cutter stood up and said to Katy, “I’ve got to go to New York. The Peregrine is in trouble again.” He repeated what Sparkles had said.
“I’ll stay here and work on the next dive,” said Katy.
“You sure?”
“Why not? I’m a better diver than you, anyway.” She stood and kissed him.
She said, “Go find the Peregrine. I’ll find the Osprey.”
He looked at her, was silent for a long moment, thoughts rushing through his mind. Then he said slowly, thinking of his son, “Darling, the Peregrine may not even exist anymore.”



Chapter 20
 
September 23 9 PM
New York                                                      
 
On the way into the city from Staten Island, Sparkles gave him more information, her voice breaking.
“We were checking on the tides near the islands ahead, the nearby weather, the winds. We observed America and Peregrine on the wall screen. The two brigs sailed maybe a hundred miles apart heading towards the Philippines. The wind blew behind and off their quarter so both were making good speed. Actually the Peregrine appeared to be ahead and sailing faster. Suddenly our boat disappeared. Gone, just like that. The America sailed on as if nothing had happened.”
“What about the transponder and locator electronics?” asked Cutter.
“There is nothing. Doc Jerry thinks it is defective equipment again. It’s like someone cut the wires. There’s no chatter or static as if it were something loose or vibrating. It just stopped. We checked with Navy and Coast Guard. They had the same experience.”
When Cutter entered the New York meeting room, his face red with anxiety, the others looked up. They sat around the same table that he visited many weeks ago. Bill was in the midst, papers and maps spread before him. Against the meeting room wall in several cardboard boxes were samples of the black tee shirts with the white Peregrine logo. Bill had been preparing a major publicity event in New York City. The huge computer console bleeped with weather information. Only one ship, Strand’s America, was noted underway on the screen.
Bill nodded to Cutter. Cutter noted how tired his boss looked. Bill’s discouragement about the loss of the ship was evident. Cutter knew well enough that his stress was not about the safety of the crew. Bill only loved the machine, the fabulous sailboat and its relationship to his family history. It was similar to his love for the old flying boat he had restored. Yet the concern for the humanity was missing.
The other owners and staff members had crowded around the table and along the walls. The British owner was subdued but was studying maps in front of him with his companions. His own boat was out of the race but he did seem concerned about the Peregrine. Cutter studied his face as the Liverpool billionaire read the latest reports coming in about Philippine weather. He had not seen the French owner since her brig was sunk with all hands lost. She was however present with her assistant. She was trading reports with her British counterpart. Strand was sitting at the end of the table and kept his eyes to the papers in front of him. Two Federal agents had joined the group from the New York Office of the Federal Bureau of Investigation. As Bill introduced them, they indicated that more members of their team were on the way from Washington.
Monroe, Bill’s executive secretary, stood up and said, “We’ve established a grid to search. The Navy dispatched several ships and search planes to go over the area. To bring you up to date, our specialists are working with two assumptions. First there is the concept that the Peregrine sank and nothing can be done. Second, her equipment is faulty and the ship is undamaged. Based on the past malfunctions of the Chinese equipment, we think the second is the most likely scenario. In other words, when she is spotted or the radio equipment is fixed, the crisis will be over.”
She passed around an ocean chart. “You’ll note Bill marked the coordinates where we uncovered the wreck of the Clipper seaplane. That location is near the last known position of our ship. We have good charts of the deep bottom there if it is necessary.
Cutter saw Bill wince. It was as if his boss was thinking that the same mysterious force that had downed the old seaplane so many years ago had struck again and sunk the beautiful Peregrine with all hands.
Monroe went on, even though she was aware of the discomfort of her boss. “The coordinates of the Peregrine’s last known location are closer to the jungle islands in the north of the Philippines than they are to that place where the seaplane was found.”
Cutter said to the conference, “What about searching those islands just ahead of the coordinates of her last known position. Could she be aground?”
Bill said, “We’re on top of that. Planes have been in there but they found nothing so far.”
Monroe added, “There’s also the question of why the communication did not work. We think that if the electronics were functioning, Captain Hall would have reported trouble. Professor Tung instructed the Chinese manufacturer of those electronics to immediately work overtime to find answers.”
Professor Tung, present with one of her company officials, said, “Until now, I was not made aware of any difficulty with the electronic devices. Have you been reporting these problems for a long time?”
Cutter said, “We have reported these electronic problems to Dela.”
She said, “Mister Dela must explain this to our race authority.”
“Where is Dela?” asked Cutter.
Tung replied, “In China preparing the finish of the race festivities.”
Cutter added, “Maybe there is more to this, some kind of criminal activity.” He was reminded of the unexplained death of his workman in River Sunday, and the broken mast on the Peregrine.
Bill said, “I can tell you that our friend Dela is finding himself in hot water over there. He is being interrogated by their best people.”
A lawyer, his head covered with healthy long white hair, working for the English owner, said, “We think Dela could have been doing a lot more to make this race safe. This should never have happened if he had been more alert.”
“You’ll have a hard time proving anything like that,” said Strand’s lawyer, the middle-aged woman from New York. Large rings on her fingers tapped the table and Cutter remembered her defiance when he visited Slidell.
Cutter asked, his voice hard, “Why are you defending him?”
She started to reply, her mouth twisted in anger, but she halted when the door opened suddenly.
A Chinese man rushed into the conference room. He apologized to the lawyer for interrupting her and turned to Bill. He said, “We have a video about the Peregrine coming in on the regular television.” Bill signaled to Monroe and she raced from the room.
A television screen moved out from the wall and tilted toward the table. The picture cleared and a worried network announcer spoke. “This video was just received by our sources in the Philippines for publication on our network. We present it complete and untouched.”
The film began. The video was taken in a room with concrete walls. Two figures faced each other in front of a brightly colored Philippine flag.
They were dressed in draped white cloth with slits for eyes and in their hands were large automatic pistols. In front of the flag, suspended from ropes attached to their bound ankles were side by side a young man and woman, naked, their hands bound behind their backs. The gunman on the right pushed one body with his pistol and forced both bodies to swing to the right and back again. Neither captive spoke although from the constant tremors of their bodies they were obviously in pain.
Cutter stood up shouting, “Jamie and Madeline.”
A guttural voice spoke in a strange language. Finally the video ended.
A few minutes passed while the group looked at each other with no words spoken. Then Monroe came back and passed some notes to Bill. He read them and said to the others, “The language is the local Philippine dialect. These guys call themselves the Islamic Philippine Martyrs. They say the brig is captured and the crew is held on board. If any attempt is made to rescue them, the ship will be blown up with them inside. They want us to send them one million dollars for each of the crew members. The money is to be deposited in a certain bank account. After the money is delivered all except these two hostages will be freed immediately. After a reasonable time if no harm comes to the Martyrs, these remaining two will be released.”
“I’m going out there,” said Cutter, still standing, his eyes wild.
Monroe added, “They also gave the number of the bank account and an email address for our answer.”
“Now we know what happened. We can begin,” said the FBI special agent in charge. The New York Office had taken control of the case after Bill had asked for help. This agent had the grey hair of a man who had spent many years in police work. Another agent had come into the room, a black woman dressed well in a black pantsuit, her service weapon in a shoulder holster. She was introduced as the office expert in terrorism.
She said, “They planned this well. The boat is carefully hidden from radar and surveillance. None of the search planes have located it for that reason. This information on the bank account and email will be checked of course but we doubt it will lead to their location.”
The other FBI agent got off his phone and said, “My people think this might not even be a terror group but someone masquerading as one. No one can pinpoint any of it yet.”
He added, “It also might be a pirate group with good connections or being set up by someone with good connections. The Peregrine sailed close to islands where these kinds of predators exist. Some of the freighters in the area have been attacked.”
Cutter, still standing, glaring at the television, said, “Strange they would take on such a public kind of target. They must know every navy in the world is looking for them right now.”
“Strange I agree. So does the FBI. It gives credence to the idea of fanatical terrorists but we’re just not sure.”
Cutter said, “The ship is camouflaged. I would imagine she is close up to some shoreline and covered with brush so she is hard to spot.”
The FBI woman agent said, “The Moros pirates of the Philippines go back centuries. The Spanish fought them. They come from the Islamic Moors who took over Spain in Cordoba in the 700s. It might be that this group comes from that heritage.”
Bill said, “One thing though might help us.”
“What?”
“The Baltimore clipper hull of the Peregrine is a deadrise hull with a sharp keel descending in the stern. She’ll need some deep water. They can’t just take her to any island. It has to be the right one.”
“How much water is required?”
“They would need seven to ten feet to get close to shore where she can be hid. She’d be partly sunk to avoid detection. She draws at least ten feet.”
Bill said, “I remember something else from when we recovered the flying boat wreck. Those islands have about a three meter tide.”
“That’s enough,” said Cutter.
“Figure she was towed to a close-by lagoon where she could be hidden. She’s careened and covered up. She’s invisible from the air unless you can get pretty close.”
“Careen?”
“In the old days drydocks were not around. When the hulls got covered with barnacles and the ship slowed down going through the water, they’d pull the ship up to a shoreline and lean her over. Then they’d clean it.”
“Like you say, they would plan ahead to careen her to avoid radar.”
“Yes, got to get those masts out of the sky so they can’t be spotted.”
“Tip her over? How? She’s a hundred foot long hull and pretty heavy.”
“In the old days they would have sunken hulls nearby, something pretty heavy to hold big capstans for the sailors to pull her down by the masts. I don’t know how they’d careen out on one of those little islands.”
Cutter said, “If you got her on low tide and tipped her over on her side, you might be able to do it with those terrorists pulling on some block and tackle mounted on trees. When the tide came in she’d go over more with the water pushing up on the hull. At the same time they’d shift anything heavy in her to the bottom side to help tip her.”
“All right, so we search for a careening site.”
The terror specialist said, “We need to look at maps.”
Bill said, “Assume she’s being towed at high speed.”
“We’ve worked with the government troops before. They know the ropes.”
“What about the explosives?”
The special agent nodded at his terrorist expert. She said, “I think if they were in this to blow up people, they would have already done it. I am on the side of it being pirates. This is a money maker.”
She took another call, listened, then hung up. “That idea about careening the Peregrine may be right on. The Philippine investigators have been working informants at the major ports. From what they know so far strangers from the south of the country had been asking in one of the ports about how a ship can be turned on its side.”
Cutter said, his fists clenched, “I won’t just sit here.”
Bill asked the agent, “You were also telling us about the payoff. The money will satisfy them, you think?”
She answered him thoughtfully, “From my experience, I think if they get money, they are gone. For one thing the pirate group members will probably fight over the money shares. Any confusion among them will slow them down and give us a chance to get the hostages out.”
Bill added, “Afterward, we’d need to send out a team to get her floating again.”
Cutter had expected Bill to think of his ship first. He answered, with a furious stare at Bill, “The hostages can recognize the kidnappers. They won’t let any of them go. They will kill them all. Right now you can be sure they are torturing the crew.”
Bill said, “What do you want me to do about it?”
Cutter said, “They’ll sure as hell burn that boat.” He was hoping that the loss of the boat would get Bill to act.
“You think I should do more? I know what you want. Your boy’s on that boat. You want to risk your life.”
“I’m not sure it’s in you to go out there against the odds. I know what you think of the people. I remember the million dollars you gave Captain Hall to throw away the lives of his crew.”
Bill looked again at the video of Jamie and Madeline being tortured. He shrugged his shoulders. “On the other hand, we’re going to get hell from the media if we sit around. They’ll call me more of a son of a bitch than I am. God only know what will happen to our stock values.” He said, “All right, we won’t wait for them to agree to take the money. I suspect I’m going to get my ass shot off but we’ll go.” He looked at Cutter. "Jimmy, you and I will get the crew away from those pirates if we can. We’ll coordinate with the Navy and use the flying boat to search for them."



Chapter 21
 
September 25 10 AM
Wake Island
 
The Johnson Company jet circled to land on the small Pacific island. A fierce battle had occurred at Wake between Japanese troops and United States Marines only a few decades ago. The atoll was shaped like a horseshoe. Bill Johnson’s restored flying boat, appearing very small from this altitude, was anchored on the lagoon side of the top leg.
Bill looked out the window with Cutter. “You know, Jimmy, since your kid showed up you’re almost a different guy.”
Cutter nodded. “I didn’t even know the kid was coming. He took me by surprise. I had to find out from Jolly that he was even in the crew.” He looked at Bill and said with a smile, “You’ve changed too. You walk a little slower these days. When are you going to stop making all this money?”
Bill stared at him and said, “The kid made you think this way?”
Cutter did not answer.
As the plane made its final approach, Bill said, “We’re coming into what used to be the Pan American terminal. It was pretty fancy for its time. They even had farm animals here to feed the passengers. The Japanese invaders ate and destroyed most of that. The United States took her back after the War and built a new airfield suitable for land-based bombers. Nowadays, the personnel stationed here observe space flights over the Pacific with their instruments. We’ll come in at the military field.”
After landing, they drove fast toward the seaplane ramp. It did not take long. As they came up to the flying boat, Cutter asked about several large tents erected near the mooring.
Bill explained, “The chorus dancers we hired are put up in temporary quarters while they practice.”
He added, “We don’t have time to watch the whole show. I can assure you that the presentation I have planned coming in over Guangzhou harbor is going to be spectacular.”
As they went by, Cutter saw four large fans that blew strong winds at the dancers. They in turn did their routines attached to tall steel frame supports. Engineers rushed from performer to performer adjusting straps holding them to the spars.
Within an hour, Bill and Cutter had joined Willoughby and Jenks at the seaplane. Willoughby took off fast and drove the big plane from Wake towards the archipelago.
“Talk to me,” said Cutter, standing behind the pilots. Jenks had several charts in from of him as they flew.
“All of the search groups have assigned islands. These are our spots. We worked out this pattern,” said Jenks. “Here, you can see.” He held up a carefully marked map showing a red navigation line among small charted islands.
“We analyzed all the possible small land masses in our assignment that the brig could have reached after that last map reading we had on the big computer screen. We guessed at likely tow areas for the pirates. It is our opinion, nothing more. If our first target fails, then we go to the second island we came up with.”
His finger pointed to the pattern. “We’re going to fly near these islands and report what we find to the Philippine army. They won’t move in until we say so.”
“Can the bandits hear this big plane?”
“We will be adjusting the propeller pitch to cut noise. We’ll stay far enough away so they won’t suspect that we have seen them. There are so many islands we can confuse them. They will think we are searching a nearby island until we are right on top of them.”
Cutter had a call on his cell. He recognized the soft Hispanic voice of his former wife.
She asked about Jamie. “I’m concerned. You understand. I can’t get any information. The newspapers are so vicious. You have to tell me if he’s dead,” she said. Her voice barely hid her sobs.
“He’ll be all right, Ree,” he replied, using her family nickname. He felt her sorrow and fear as if her head was still buried in his chest.
“Is he with Madeline?”
“Yes.”
She said, “The television showed the horrible torture. Blessed Mary, I never wanted him to be exposed to that kind of danger. I tried to keep him from joining your crew.”
She hesitated for a long moment, then continued, “You must call me, Jimmy, as soon as you know. Is Billy Johnson working with you?”
A flash of memory went through his mind as he saw them sitting on the sunny patio of their African house. Ree was next to him, the smell of her French perfume around them. Bill had just stopped off on his latest African tour of his oil fields. They enjoyed little Jamie laughing playing with the red wooden toy car Bill had brought him.
“Billy is here with me. We’ll get them back,” he said, disguising his own sob in his throat. He heard the tremor of blame in her voice. Perhaps it was for him, perhaps for herself. Yet, he also knew that the crew of the Peregrine would still have sailed from River Sunday. Jamie would still have volunteered because he wanted to be with his girl. It was as simple as that but she would never understand that it was not somehow Cutter’s fault.
After she rang off, Katy called him to wish him luck. He told her about the conversation with Rosa.
“She’s his mother. She has a right to feel that way. You have the right to disregard her blame.”
He looked at his large hands, rough from Army fighting years ago. He said, in a weakened voice, “I know, but it is hard for me.”
“I love the children too,” she said. She told him about her work at Staten Island and he wished her luck. After her call he wondered what he would say to her if Jamie was lost.
Bill asked from behind him, “You ready, Jimmy? We’re approaching our search sector.”
An albatross flew across the path of the seaplane.
“Goddamn, don’t hit him,” said Jenks to Willoughby. “You want to destroy the last of our luck, man? Albatross is the old man of the sea, for sure.”
Cutter rushed up to the pilot’s area. “An albatross?” he said.
Jenks pointed to the bird. “He’s easing along to starboard now.”
Cutter said, “Not a lot of them flying this far north. Maybe.” He looked at Bill. “You know, that could be our luck changing. I’m wondering if it’s the one from the Peregrine. No reason it would have left the ship. For the hell of it, Willoughby, circle and keep that bird in sight.”
Below them were many small islands, covered with lush growth and with high sides rising above the waves crashing on dark shores. Some had tiny lagoons that went into the trees.
The bird flew in a staggered route, about a thousand feet ahead and below the flying boat. Willoughby said, “He’s looking for something to eat. We’re wasting our time.”
“Got any better ideas? Maybe the pirates have the food he likes.”
Cutter said, staring at the bird, “If it is Pancake, he’ll go right to his perch on the Peregrine.” They passed over the albatross. “Try to circle around and keep an eye on him.”
Jenks said, “Birds get attached to you. Maybe they have been scaring him away. Dumb of them because he’ll be out here as a beacon for us. He’ll keep trying to go back to the crewman that was kind to him.”
The bird moved directly over one of the islands coming into view. It was off to the side of the seaplane and moving behind them. Cutter worked his binoculars. “Wait a minute,” he said and went to the big telescope that Bill had in the office space.
The albatross entered the forest. Cutter’s powerful lens picked up colorful tree fronds that did not appear as green as the others around it.
“I think I have something. That bird went into a patch of faded bushes or palms. Make some small turns over other islands. We might alert them if that is their hideout. Let me focus on those trees some more. Just give me a lateral pass but keep far away, make it appear that we are looking at the island to our left.”
He looked again as they went across the new position. He noted that among the canopy were straight brown tree trunks with vines. “Got them,” he shouted. He knew what they had to be. These were masts and rigging.
“See anything?” asked Willoughby.
Cutter nodded. “We found them,” he said, slapping Willoughby on his shoulder.
They came back carefully after heading in the opposite direction. This time they picked out a small lagoon protected by large hills covered with trees. The hijackers had an ocean-going trawler tied nearby and on board several machine guns protruded in mounts. Some of the pirates moved in and out of a concrete block hut with a large antenna on its roof. The careened brig sat off to the end of the lagoon. Large ropes fitted with tackle and fastened to trees held her on her side. The jungle went up a steep hillside. Far from the ship out on a narrow side of the lagoon was an old style Huey, with painted-over markings that showed it had once been a Philippine Air Force helicopter. Next to it was a small tent with two men eating a meal near a smoking barbecue grill.
Bill said, as he watched through the cockpit window, “They don’t seem to be surprised by planes coming over. I expect they think their camouflage is good enough. Besides if they start running around, that might tip off anyone searching from above.”
Cutter and Bill prepared the high-powered sniper rifles. Each moved ammunition to the window ports for the coming firefight. They planned to strafe the pirates to cover the attack of the Philippine Seal Force commandos. Meanwhile Willoughby relayed their discovery and the layout of the camp to the rest of the forces.
The sea surface was smooth. The plane slowed, its engines cut back. It cruised in a wide circle around nearby islands, at about five hundred feet.
Jenks and Cutter took positions at the lounge windows, the sniper rifles poking out, and ammunition ready.
Willoughby coordinated by radio with the commandos below. Sunlight cut back the shadows from the jumble. The water surfaces glistened. Suddenly smoke began pouring from the hut.
“Tear gas,” said Jenks. “The army is attacking.”
Cutter saw men with rifles jumping off the careened clipper hull and running towards the hut. “They are going to fight for the captives,” he said to Jenks as he pointed.
“Our boys and girls are probably still tied up.”
In a small boat tied on the side of the brig closest to the jungle shoreline, a man stood up. He was dressed in shorts and tennis shoes with his long hair held in a red headband. He lifted a rocket launcher to his shoulder and aimed it directly at Cutter’s port window as the plane got closer.
Willoughby called. “We got trouble.”
“Got him,” said Cutter. He took careful aim and fired the fifty-caliber rifle. The pirate jerked back and fell overboard, then floated face down in the lagoon. His rocket launched but streamed backward into the trees where it exploded harmlessly.
By now they were flying a hundred feet over the water, to the lagoon side of the brig’s careened hull.
Willoughby said, “We’re getting more information on the arrival of the Philippine patrol craft. They should be entering the lagoon momentarily coming in from the ocean. The Chinese have a team in the air from their own frigate and the Coast Guard has two small craft coming in too.”
Cutter kept his rifle on the jungle behind the brig as the flying boat banked again and began its second slow circuit of the little island.
A guard then moved his head from the protection of the shed and looked around. Bill took him out with two shots.
A moment passed and the man was pushed aside. A naked man and woman crawled out the door, ropes hanging from their arms. The man tore the shirt from the dead guard and draped it over the woman. She pulled the revolver from the guard’s holster while the man picked up his machine gun. They kneeled and shot two terrorists rushing from the careened Peregrine. Men in black uniforms moved across the beach and added their fire at these pirates. In a few moments the crew of the Peregrine swarmed from the hold of the captured ship and attacked the remaining pirates.
The faded Huey helicopter raised from the jungle across the lagoon, its propeller sending prop wash across the water surface. Willoughby pointed to it and called on his radio for the Seal Force. The Huey fired a rocket of some sort at the flying boat which was coming back over the water toward it. Willoughby dove the big plane and the missile travelled overhead. Jencks whistled, “That was close. Better do something before he reloads.”
The seaplane leveled and kept heading directly toward the ascending helicopter. From across the lagoon, the Philippine soldiers raked the Huey with machine gun fire. Cutter lifted a rifle and climbed up on the wing through the crew door. He pushed out into the wind slipstream and looked forward over the cockpit. He managed to swing the large rifle forward and saw the Huey coming toward them. Bullets whizzed by his head. The helicopter was about one thousand feet away. Willoughby dove the big plane again. Cutter aimed the sniper rifle and began sending fifty caliber rounds into the glass windshield of the chopper.He could see his shots tearing into the Huey, pieces of windshield and metal tearing away.
The seaplane and the Huey closed. Only a few hundred feet remained as they moved forward nose to nose.
Cutter said to himself, “Chicken. He’ll give. These guys all the same. Ain’t got the guts.” He kept firing the powerful Barrett rounds.
Suddenly the Huey burst into flames.
The seaplane flew amid the flotsam of the Huey explosion. Tumbling toward them was a piece of burning plastic. It caught on the windshield wiper of the seaplane. Its flames died. Cutter had rejoined them in the cockpit.
“Good shooting,” said Bill. “I think you saved us from that maniac.”
Jenks pointed to the burnt plastic stuck to the flying boat.
“Looks like a melted pair of sunglasses,” said Jenks.
Bill said, “Believe it does. Big ones. Whoever had them one won't have to worry about the sun no more. He’s roasted.”
Willoughby added, “We’ve done all we can. We’ll put her down now.” He took some time to set the big plane carefully into the ocean beyond the entrance to the lagoon. As she rode easy, he turned the plane toward the entrance. When the rig had taxied into a spot near the brig, Cutter secured the mooring by sending out the plane’s anchor. He put the rubber raft overboard and waited for Willoughby and Bill.
When the powerful engines were silenced, Willoughby came down to the doorway below in the bottom hull and smiled at Cutter who was already launching the rubber raft. He pointed at the approaching Philippine patrol boat with its gray stripes and yellow star.
There, flat on the boat’s deck by the railing, guarded by two commandos, was the dead burned body of Angel Slidell. His tortured eyes were little more than black spots on what was left of his face.
Cutter said to himself, “So it was Angel after all. Got him for sure this time. That’s the last time that son of a bitch will try to call me a coward.”
He looked around. At the side of the lagoon Cutter saw his son holding a pistol, two men with their arms raised in front of him. Behind Jamie and carrying her rifle was Madeline.
It took some time for the hostages to get medical care. When they got to shore, his son stood with Captain Hall and some of the Peregrine crew.
Bill asked, “Anyone hurt?”
“No just roughed up,” Hall said. “Remember, these bastards figured on them being worth a million apiece alive.” Hall had a large bandage on his forehead. “They came up on us too fast. We could not maneuver. I had to surrender or they would have machine gunned the crew.”
 
Bill said, “You did right, Captain. It’s not worth getting people killed. You were right, Jimmie.”
“About what?”
Bill said, “Risking people’s lives to make money. It’s not what I want to do anymore.”
“What are you going to do then?” asked Cutter.
“Get out. I also realized that the more money I make, the more I have to give to others. There’s no advantage to either way. If folks get hurt, I don’t like that. If I working myself to death, so everyone else gets rich, I don’t like that either. Time to get out.”
Cutter said, “I figured that out a while back. I mean, a person needs to pay his or her way in life, but there’s got to be a limit on how much you want to do.”
“You know, Jimmy, I used to get a rush making a score. It was like a drug.”
Cutter nodded and said, “So here we are, beating up on some ignorant pirates out in the Pacific. Turns out they were led by one of the smart businessmen who doesn’t know any limits.”
“You’ve always talked about growing flowers.”
“Yeah, I have. I enjoy that. Like my mother used to do,” said Cutter. “Plant lots of flowers.”
Bill swept his sniper rifle across the jungle. “All of the pirates are dead or surrendered. You know, Jimmy, this was a close one. Good lesson for this old guy.”
Cutter asked, “You still got the dancing girls back there on Wake Island.”
Bill said, “Call it my swan song. Practice makes perfect. I wanted a real greeting for the winning boat. I tried to get a movie star but after dealing with the insurance and lawyers I gave up, hired a few singers and dancers with big boobs.”
“You worried about the Chinese reaction?”
“Hell, if the Chinese men don’t like to look at pretty women, I don’t know what they do like, Jimmy.”
Cutter grinned, “We’ll get the flying boat back up to Wake so you can continue your rehearsals for the grand finish. With Strand being investigated because of Slidell, Louis 14 wrecked, and the Brits out of it, Peregrine is the winner if she can make it the final miles to China.”
“You got that right.”
They stood on the sand of the lagoon beach, near the burning pirate hut.
For once, Cutter did not pay any attention to what Bill Johnson was saying to him. Instead, his mind focused on the two young people coming to him, the blue and ill-fitting US Navy overalls now covering their thin tortured bodies. Cutter felt the tears starting down his face, his tough Ranger face that had never felt his own tears. He went to his son and hugged him. He didn’t let go of either of his children.
A few hours later a freighter arrived at the opening of the lagoon. She had been sent out from a Philippine ship repair yard.
Bill walked down the beach toward it. He shouted over his shoulder, “Come on Jimmy. We’ve got to rebuild our clipper.”
Already small boats were being lowered from the freighter.
As cutter and the others stood watching, Bill said, “Every expert Johnson money can buy is coming in here. Monroe bet on our finding the Peregrine and had them pack up.”
“Our River Sunday people too?”
Bill pointed. Cutter looked at a small figure coming out of a large Navy helicopter. Even at this distance, he recognized Jolly’s Leprechaun grin. Behind his friend he saw two others, Big Smithy and Bilge, both carrying tools.



Chapter 22
 
September 25, 5 AM
Staten Island
 
Cutter’s call from the Pacific woke her up very early. His time was ahead of her by at least ten hours. Katy sat up in her bed and shook the exhaustion from her head. Around her small room were several pieces of aluminum and rubber diving gear. She listened as he related the island attack.
“Are you hurt?”
“No. The bad guys are the ones that got hurt. We killed most of them and the Philippine Seal Force took the rest to jail. They were pretty unhappy looking pirates or terrorists, whatever they called themselves.”
“Is Jamie all right?”
“He and Madeline are busy restoring the ship to sailing trim.”
“Was the brig wrecked badly?”
“It lay on its side beached as we had figured. However, except for the rigging they took off to careen her with, she’s in pretty good shape. Paint scraped in a few places. Jolly has been out here going over everything.”
“Was it a terror attack?”
“No. We shot down a helicopter that was trying to escape. Guess who was killed in it?”
“Who?”
“Slidell. He was trying to kill us with a rocket from his chopper when Willoughby went after him. They found enough on his burned body to identify him.”
“Slidell? The Strand people are involved, just as you thought.”
“Not sure. Right now the FBI is working with the Chinese to find out who Slidell was working with. They think he and Dela were behind all this. They also think that Strand knew nothing about it. Turns out Slidell and Dela had huge bets on Johnson stock going down if the race was lost.”
“Can you get to China?”
“As soon as we can. I have to return with Bill to Wake Island.”
“The actresses?”
He chuckled, “Yes. Are you diving today?”
“It’s our first good day since Peter has been back.”
Peter knocked at her motel door. “We’re ready, Katy.”
She called, “I’ll be there.” Then she said to Cutter, “We’re heading out now. Let’s talk again tonight.”
“Love you.”
“I love you too,” she said as she rang off.
As soon as she got her gear to the dive boat, they headed out.
Even though it was still early, Peter looked around and said that he had never worked with so many observers. He went on, “The media coverage of the Peregrine and Captain Tolchester is driving this. We can’t hide what we are doing any more. This is like the crowd that attends a police manhunt, a search for a murder victim. It’s the same audience that surrounds the police lines waiting for the first glimpse of a suspect.”
Over the last few days, reporters from the television shows had brought out boats of their own. Large fifty and seventy-five foot floating offices, complete with dozens of technicians, observed the dive area. Overhead helicopters sent shadows over the sunlit water as the reporters looked for stories. Their videos cast out on television to millions across the United States and perhaps the world who were now more than ever fascinated by this drama. After the release of the Tolchester letter, the media went into overdrive. Pictures of the American captain and his Chinese girlfriend as well as her emerald were pictured on special shows. The Chinese did not miss this opportunity either. The car manufacturer wanted to celebrate the ancient lovers. A red cruise boat held dozens of Chinese newsmen and dignitaries, some from the consulate in New York and others from the United Nations posts nearby. They were there to photograph everything and to celebrate the romance. The launch also carried executives from Johnson Company, the likely new automobile partner of the Chinese.
The marine police and the Coast Guard had been out early on the water. They set up barriers of restraining buoys to insure swimmers and scuba divers could not come close to the wreck site.
 Hoffman Island came up quickly and a flight of protected seabirds lofted as the dive boat moved by them, its engine noise as muffled as Captain Tate could make it.
Peter and Katy were planning to dive the site right away. The first target was the contact they had at the end of their former research. Identification of relics required months of reviewing recovered items and they had to start as soon as possible. In the interest of the press and the current attention to the ship, they had to accomplish as much as possible today. Once others knew the exact spot of research, it would be hard to patrol and keep away thieves. Second and as important, they were alert for a treasure of emeralds although none of them felt much chance in finding a tiny cargo like that. A great amount of mud sand and bottom debris inhibited any success.
They set out in a small rubber raft launched to the left of the cruiser. Peter put a small detection instrument aboard that he could use for shallow water. Katy climbed aboard, wearing her snorkel breather.
Working along the bar, and watching their GPS locator, Peter outlined a simple search program. He picked up the contact right away. They relocated the boat and planned a grid for exploration forty feet square. A dive marker was dropped.
“The water's not very clear,” she said as she surfaced from her first dive.
Katy said, “I’ll take the search to the left along the inside of the sandbar.” She adjusted her snorkel and went back under. The water was murky and until she had reached the bottom she had not been able to see anything. Then she noted the mud surface and wisps of seaweed and trash. On this shoreline side of the bar the ocean water could not wash the bottom bare so a soft bottom had formed. She brushed against the marker line. Beyond that, she could see about three feet. She went on, trying to head in the same direction before she had to come back to the surface.
When they surfaced, Katy told her partner she had found nothing. She headed back. The stirred up silt from their activity had further reduced underwater visibility.
Ahead of her, she saw the bulk of the large pipe that had been on the map. It was large, about four feet in diameter and had sunk into the mud. Below her, her hands touched what appeared to be a wooden log in the water. Its end stuck under the side of the pipe. As she approached the pipe she could see that while it headed north and south, the log was perpendicular to it, pointed to the shoreline or east. She mentally noted the piece of log and went up for air.
“I’ve found an object caught under the conduit pipe,” she called to Peter.
“I’ll come see.”
Together they went back to the log. Their faces were close and he could see her excitement through the oval glass of her mask. She was pointing to a projection from the log of what might be heavy encrusted metal coated with sea growth.
Peter got closer to examine the bottom. He signaled to Katy that more small logs or planks of wood headed back toward the sandbar. There was a strip of sea growth that appeared to be a long shape heading into the muck. He had to return to the surface.
They both continued to explore, working hard to find other sections of growth that might resemble the side ribs of a wooden ship. There was nothing visible. After a while they stopped topside and talked.
“It might be part of a keel. It is well sunk into the sandbar. We can try the ocean side. Remember, if we dig it has to be done carefully.”
This time they went down in an area located on the oceanside of the sandbar and opposite the wooden artifact. They had underwater lights and small trowels. On the other side of the pipe there was nothing to be seen on the scoured hard packed bottom. In the distance however they both saw a growth of weed like a small waving island in the tide current.
Peter immediately began to paddle toward the spot, observing his instruments as he did. Katy followed. When they got to the spot they found that it was an upright growth, something that might resemble an upright rib of a ship’s hull. It was not more than a foot above the muck of the bottom and was heavily encrusted with sea growth and clamshells. Around it was flat bottom mostly clear of other growth.
Peter dug at the object but could find nothing but more encrustation. After another few moments they went back up.
Peter had got some readings on his magnetometer. “There’s metal, probably nails. It is about in the similar area where we had recorded what I thought was an anchor.”
“Could it be part of the wreck we found on the other side of the sandbar?”
He nodded. “Might be. Something like the boat’s keel straddled the sandbar when it broke up. Could be a schooner or bigger. With the anchor nearby there’s a sure case for them to be connected. However, with all the shipwrecks here don’t get your hopes up.”
“Could it be part of a hundred foot ship?” asked Katy
“Might be. Figure the water has destroyed it some. Yes, could be wide enough wood for a keel section.”
He added, “We’ve got to map the site and then come back with proper excavation equipment.”
She said, “I’d like to cut a piece of the wood and have it examined.”
“Makes sense,” said Peter.
Katy said, “Unfortunately we need more immediate information. Analysis of sunken wood takes a long time. I haven’t got the time.”
“You’ve got to do this right or not do it at all. If we ruin the site there’s nothing to be found.”
“I have to take off my historian hat on this one, Peter,” she said. “We need whatever we can get and quickly.”
“You’re right about that,” he said, looking up at the helicopters filming them. “I can’t guarantee that the treasure hunters won’t be all over this place now that our dive boat has been seen here.”
“There is one thing we can do. While you are working on this chunk of wood, can I get that anchor out?”
“That we can do. An anchor is an anchor. It won’t have significant archeology we can disturb and we might even be lucky and trace it to the ship.”
“Right. All this work and we don’t even know if we’ve found her,” said Katy.
“I know it’s the ship. I feel it,” said Peter.
The anchor was several hundred feet from where Peter was working. He suggested Katy swim into the deeper water where it was, using her air tanks. She could get some firm lines on it so then the dive boat hoist could pull it up for examination.
The best plan, Peter told her, was to put a harness around the whole anchor and any chain still with it. They rigged a netlike arrangement of various lines that the diver could attach around the object.
Katy went out to begin setting the harness. Peter worked the other sites. The captain and his assistant watched her lines from the deck. Her first report on the radio in her gear was that it was a small anchor with some of the shaft protruding from the bottom.
The captain said, “I suspect it’s a kedge. The ship must have put it out. They’d pull on it to try to get the brig off the sandbar. Can you get the lines around it?”
“I think so.”
By now other boats in the area had nosed closer even though the captain tried to wave them back. Overhead a helicopter was circling, barely high to keep from rippling the water surface.
The captain radioed, “There’s nothing we can do about them. Let’s just get our anchor and get back to shore.”
After a short dive she surfaced giving the ready sign to the captain who began running the hoist. Katy went back to the bottom to supervise the lifting.
As the anchor began to rise she saw an attached square mass of conglomerate that had appeared under the sand and mud. It was a heavy crust of solid mud, dead marine growth and weed that had attached to the links of the old anchor chain.
Her hand slipped under the side of the conglomerate as it lifted out of the sand, a cloud of murky silt drifting up.
Then she was aware of an arm pulling under her chin, pulling her head back. Her air hose was pulled from her mouth. The intruder was pushing her further down, into the bottom sand. She pretended to go limp as her mind overcame her fear. She plotted how she was going to survive.
The fingers of her right hand grabbed at the mud beneath her, trying to find anything, a stone or something, that she could use to hit with. She felt what might have been a rotten stick. It was round like a pipe. She didn’t wait as she closed the fingers of her hand around it. She brought it upward, twisted suddenly in the killer’s grip, and moved her arm to jam it beneath the mask of her attacker. She pushed hard and then saw a cloud of dark water from around the face of the person. The grip on her loosened and she saw the figure drift backward, its arms hanging lifeless. The cloud increased and she knew she had stabbed deep into the neck of the other diver.
She moved toward the surface and broke into the air, gasping.
“Someone tried to kill me,” she blurted. The captain called for help. His assistant dove into the water.
A few yards away, a bloody face and upper body of a man drifted to the surface, surrounded by dark water. Peter looked at the figure and said, “His head is almost cut off. Whoever he was, he is dead now.”
Then a Coast Guard utility pulled up next to Katy. Another boat with New York State police signaled the captain that it was coming to assist. She was helped into a harness and brought into the utility. Paramedical staff went over her condition. The other person was hauled out too. It was a young man with a beard and he was dead. He lay covered with blood and lifeless on the fiberglass deck of the State Police launch.
“What happened?” asked Peter, kneeling over her.
She said, “I was scared for sure. All I could remember was something my Ranger boyfriend Cutter told me.”
“What was that?”
“A grenade reaction.”
“What’s that?”
“When a person rolls a live grenade at you, you have to decide to run or pick it up and throw it away. You have to overcome the flinch.”
“Good advice from that Ranger,” said the captain. “Doing nothing gets you dead.”
The captain held up a metal object with clusters of conglomerate on one end. “This is what you killed him with.”
“It looks like an old knife.”
“Yes, the brass blade kept off the growth while the animal life clung to the old handle, probably some kind of ivory. “
“That is a huge knife.”
“Some kind of old fashioned combat knife, maybe a Bowie,” said Peter.
Peter touched the small square of conglomerate and the part of the anchor to which it was attached. He treated it carefully, afraid he might break it. “I can get at this on shore. I know what to do. It will take some time but we might have some answers.”
Katy had an expert come from the Maryland Historical Society conservation department as soon as she could. Together they worked with Peter keeping the conglomerate in a pail of ocean water.
They transferred their finds to the nearby museum where Katy had seen the name board. With careful work the mass of material yielded its secrets. They found the bones of two hands clasped over each other around the piece of chain. Under them were the remains of a metal box. They determined from its lack of rust that it was the lead inside of a tea chest which had originally been made of wood outside. It was about twelve inches square.
“They called them catty boxes,” said the Maryland expert.
“Cutter told me one like this was in the Peregrine model case at Cutter’s headquarters,” said Katy
“Someone held on and died, his hands kept the grip, the fish ate him away and the hands stayed around the box. The conglomerate grew over it.”
“How did he get to the anchor?”
“The anchor must have been put out to get them off the reef. I expect there was lull in the storm swells. He went out from his ship half swimming and half walking, found the anchor then hooked the treasure box to it so he could come back and find it later. He worked too long and the lull in the wind stopped. That’s the delay that cost him his life. He found himself holding on to the anchor and the chain while the water came in and covered him. He may even have become entangled in the chain and couldn’t get lose. He drowned holding the catty box.”
“These could be Captain Tolchester’s hands,” said Katy.
Peter nodded, tapping on the box. As he did, the old metal top fell off and the box opened. A large emerald fell out on the floor near the tank of seawater.
No one spoke. The room was silent. The round shaped jewel made a rolling sound as it went along and then came to rest against a table leg.
Katy let out her breath and stared at Peter.
“It’s the missing jewel.”
The Maryland conservator said, “It’s worth a fortune. It’s so large.”
Peter looked at Katy. “Tolchester wanted to get it back to the Chinese.”
“It’s a national treasure.”
Later when she was talking with Cutter the first thing he asked her was how she was.
“I’m not shaking anymore.”
“I should have been there. What did you kill the guy with?”
“What did I kill him with? That’s the strange part. The captain thought it was a Bowie knife. It must have been there in those waters for decades.”
“You were lucky.”
Katy said, “I did find out what it was. I remembered the letter that had been found in the research. It was mentioning Tolchester’s bowie knives. It said,
 
One of the knives is fashioned from bronze and while it is not as sharp as the steel examples, it creates a particular flash of reflected light from its shine as it flies something which excites those who watch.
 
“It sure excited that bastard. Did they find out who the killer was?”
“That is the other strange thing. He must have been trailing us all along.”
“The police found a red Honda?”
“Yes. He had a beard too.”
She went on. “They identified him as the son of the former owner of the Williams Company.”
Cutter said, “She told me he was making a lot of money in the electronics business in California.”
She said, “I guess not. Anyway he figured out about the old ship and was trying to find the jewel the same as us. He did not want the boat to get any attention.”
“So he tried to sabotage it.”
“I imagine so. They will find out more as they investigate him.”
“You happened to be in the way when he finally guessed where the emerald was located.”
“I guess so.”
“How is his mother doing?”
“The newspapers write that she is standing by him. I think your boss talked to her.”
“Bill is getting human in his old age,” said Cutter.
“Yes, it was nice of him. I mean, she is on his board of directors, but still the press is beating her up pretty bad. You know, mother of the killer, that kind of thing.”
Katy asked, changing the subject “Is the Peregrine all right?”
“On the way to Guangzhou,” he replied.
“I want you to get me aboard the Peregrine for the last stretch. I’m going to the finish.”
Cutter said happily, “I was hoping you’d say that. I can’t wait to see you and hold you and tell you how happy I am that you are all right. I’m not going to let you get that far away from me ever again.”
“Me too,” she said, and he could hear the absolute joy in her voice.



Chapter 23
 
October 7, 10 AM
Guangzhou, Peoples Republic of China
 
The clipper brig America, disgraced by the activities of Strand and by his related criminals, Slidell and Della, had been stopped mid-ocean. Chinese Naval vessels towed her to an anchorage at Macao. There she rested, her masts taken down, as the Peregrine sailed by her. The wrecks of the French entry and the British Willow were out of the water stored in cradles on the beach at a French island far behind in the South Pacific.
Captain Hall and his crew backed sail by turning the main topsail backwards against the wind. This kept the ship in limbo balanced between forward and rearward motion while it waited off Macau. A suitable pilot would come aboard near the Boca Tigris. A precedent had been made only a few years earlier when a Swedish replica of an East Indiaman square rigger had sailed to Canton and waited here for entry.
Already on board for this final stretch of the voyage were the managers of the Chinese Truck factory as well as many officials. The American consul, a tall, white haired man, came with them.
The pilot and his staff provided the traditional entry pass or chop when they climbed her boarding ladder. Getting underway for this last leg of the long voyage, the captain and crew proudly raised all sail possible to catch the ten knot breeze blowing east south east on her port tack. All sails were set including the light air studding sails which gave a huge spread of white cloth to the air. Sea water sprayed the bow timbers as she coasted proudly to her destination. As she passed Lintin Island, various moored ships from several navies gave salutes. She was the apparition of an ancient privateer, pride illustrated in all the curves of her fast and beautiful shape.
The visiting navy ships were arranged in anchoring spots along both sides of the channel. First came a Chinese frigate, grey with a French-built helicopter on deck decorated with the red star. Then a Brazilian frigate with its flag of red and green and one from Peru with red vertical paint were anchored. A French ship with its Panther helicopter, a Portuguese frigate with red and green vertical stripes, and a British frigate were next. The American carrier stood back at sea.
The air was filled with the buzzing of international news service helicopters.
Jolly’s call from Maryland interrupted Cutter as he flew above the Peregrine, observing from the clipper seaplane. He telephoned to give Cutter a description of the activities going on concurrently in River Sunday. From his friend’s excited and colorful accent, Cutter could picture the town’s fervor. He put on the speaker phone so Bill, grinning beside him, could listen.
Jolly described the barge in the town harbor filled with politicians and the high school band. Since this was in a different time zone, Cutter could hear night fireworks exploding. The band provided the musical backdrop for the River Sunday drama. Missed notes only added to the festivity and warmth of the celebration. Jolly said the streets, their colonial brick patterns specially cleaned, were alert to the feet of hordes of visitors in the harbor. He could hear the local guttural motors of large tourist launches. Above was the drone of helicopters mixed with the firework explosions. Jolly described the large television screens set to show real time the entry of the Peregrine into Canton.
“They asked about my family,” Jolly gushed, “Big Smithy was there beside me holding his adze and occasionally showing how he cut masts. Pastor Allingham brought over John Reedy and he held up the carvings. He seemed to be proud this time of what his ancestor did.
“At the courthouse the yacht club had constructed a quarter size model of the Peregrine and its members dressed in Peregrine shirts were giving demonstrations of replacing that foretop mast. They got all their lines and tackle right and, to tell the truth, the crowd loved it. The television folks can’t get enough of the town, that’s for sure.
“Then there are the politicians. The governor has been here a couple of times in the big yacht he uses and I’ve personally seen one of the United States Senators. Later on today, the Coast Guard is going to put on a lifesaving demonstration out in the harbor. I guess that will be quite a show.
“They also made sure we had a flyover from the boys over at Andrews’s field. Twin engine fighters came over low and let go some red, white, and blue smoke.
“Of course I had to go by Lulu’s setup. She had a large tent with several of the Motorboat Lounge dancers dressed up and serving up beer. At the back was a large-screen television covering the race. I guess she had the biggest crowd. The Catholics had their fried chicken table with all of the Knights of Columbus out there serving the food. Charleston, the lawyer, even showed up to cook barbecue with his red apron over his coat and tie. I saw the women’s auxiliary from the Flying Tiger group wearing their peony flower corsages. You would have liked that, flowers I mean. Lots of food and booze. People are having a good time.” Jolly rang off saying he would report later with video coverage.
The seaplane had circled back and was far away from the Peregrine now. For a while Cutter had to witness the Peregrine mooring in his mind. He could visualize it. First the extra sails were let go and fastened. The large square sails came down slowing the brig’s forward movement. The jib and spanker remained to give her headway. The deck crew stowed the lines and began the preparation of the big anchors.
Then Willoughby brought the flying boat around close enough in its flight path. He could see everything through Bill’s telescope. The brig let go her jolly boat with a picked crew and the crew took out the line for the mooring buoy. The brig was too damaged from the firefight to be at a dockside for crowds to admire. The authorities had decided to moor her in the harbor at a special buoy. The crew took out the lines to snug this up. Nearby was the fabulous luxury hotel, the White Swan. The building was built on the point of land where the old factories of the China tea trade had been so long ago.
From her masts were flying the banner of the old Williams Company as well as the Maryland colors. From her gaff spar in the stern, the United States flag spread out in a wide display.
In tribute, a flight of Chinese SU30 Flanker jet fighter planes roared overhead, one after another.
Then as their noise died down, they were replaced by Bill’s flying boat, this aircraft much older than the sleek jets, but as powerful in its own way. Bill had come through with what he had promised Cutter so many weeks ago at the start of this race. The seaplane’s race triumph flyover had been in preparation for weeks at Wake Island. His secretary Monroe had worked with the choreographers from Hollywood in great secrecy.
On shore the noises were drowned by the roar of the large seaplane coming up the river. Then as the engines were dampened, the new sound was the pounding of American music serenading from huge suspended speakers mounted under the great seaplane wing. As the plane came closer, skimming over the water, the crowd at the harbor let out cheers. They could see an astounding sight. Bill had wing walkers, their blonde hair streaming back from the harnesses that held them, their legs flashing in reflective body suits in the sunlight.
The choreographer had arranged the women in advantageous as well as safe places on the airframe. Two stood on each side of the wing between the engines. Two more were over the center of the wing by the cockpit. Then two were on each side of the fuselage standing on the small flotation wings that extended from the hull. Four more were on the fuselage behind the wing. Bill had arranged fourteen women in all. They were dressed in black body suits with the white Peregrine logo over the left chests. Coming from their heads were long streaming multicolored banners of red white and blue which alternated with red and yellow.
They stood erect moving from side to side in time to the music. From the side windows more women danced inside with their hair streaming and their heads and hands outside of the open rectangles. Their hands moved in practiced rhythm, holding ribbons, and were easily visible from the ground.
After the first pass, the plane's music stopped. Loudspeakers around the harbor began to broadcast the Chinese national anthem. Up on the plane the chorus line moved in unison to that music.
A great warehouse near the shoreline suddenly opened back its huge doors and the people could see a large orchestra of dozens of musicians playing the anthem. The music switched to the Star Spangled Banner. The dancers on the seaplane wing flowed in rhythm as the seaplane made another circle around the brig’s mooring.
Then, another more racy and excited tune belted from the wing speakers and flooded over the harbor .The women strutting in time to the words of the music told it all. It was the brash music of America combined from many different American historical periods.
 
So it’s the boogie woogie bugle boy of company b
A sweet talking sugar coated candy man
Say a sweet talking sugar coated candy man
So I’m a yankee doodle dandy
A yankee doodle do or die
A boogie woogie bugle boy of company b
A sweet talking sugar coated candy man
 
Then as the big seaplane circled Cutter looked down for the one thing that had come to rule his life and rightly so. He saw the real treasures. His son Jamie was below, aloft on one of the bare topsail yards, waving at the seaplane. Beside him, more beautiful than any of Bill’s chorus girls and just as excited, was Madeline. Last but not least, Katy was there, holding on with the best of them.
From the windows of the big seaplane, Bill and Cutter saw the buildings of the former Canton came up at the end of the Whampoa anchorage. The seaplane began to come down. The flying boat made a graceful landing in the channel near the Peregrine and taxied to a pre-arranged spot nearby where a Chinese patrol boat helped with her mooring. She had landed almost in front of the half mile strip where the old factories had been, where the tea had once been traded, now resplendent in modern buildings. Cutter emerged with the others and waved to the large Chinese crowd assembled on the richly decorated pier in front of the ultra-modern skyscraper that was the hotel.
“Long way from that starting line,” said Bill, grinning. Monroe moved up beside him and he put his arm around her waist. “You done it, honey.”
“Me and a little British wind walker team and a lot of pretty and courageous women.”
He nodded and said, “Jimmy, I think we beat old Fred Astaire today.”
Cutter looked down at his cell and read the text from Sparkles, her final race accounting.
“Boss, one hundred thirty nine and one half days logged from River Sunday. Nice going.”
With all the delays and problems, Peregrine had still come in close to the crossing speed of the older John Gilpin, a hero of the earlier Pacific brig records. Added to that accomplishment, Bill’s songs of Hollywood, triumphant and modern, updating the history of this moment brought forth the background spirit of a still young land to the attention of an older culture.
 “You did it, Jimmy” said Bill, his arm around Cutter’s shoulder, a grin on his face. “Listen hard. You can hear them cheering back in River Sunday.”
 
 
 
 
 
 
           



Chapter 24
 
October 15, 8 30 AM
The Pazhou Complex at the Canton Fair, Guangzhou
 
Cutter stood with Katy and admired the huge photographs of multicolored peonies arranged on all parts of the booth. This was the patron flower of the Chinese manufacturer building the new Clipper car.
The booth impressed as larger than any of the others in the Vehicles and Construction Machinery section of the Pazhou complex at the Canton fair. The name Johnson Company shone on durable yellow background plastic in two-foot-high red letters. Behind him as he faced the large crowd assembled in the aisle sat the concept model of the Clipper car. It was a smart small red and yellow vehicle resembling the Mustang yet with its own Chinese design in the eye-shaped headlights and toothy grille. In the small truck bed of the vehicle stood a beautiful Chinese woman, clad in a white evening dress almost appearing as a bride. Suspended from her shapely neck was a green jewel mounted on a sparkling necklace. A video camera attached to a large console sent the images of the booth real time out to the internet. Another screen brought in images of the celebration back in the United States including River Sunday. Both linked to receive and send images with different video cameras.
“We have come a long way and we have a long way to go. Let us begin. We welcome this new era,” said a Chinese minister in a black suit, a short stubby man. He stood behind a red, white, and blue podium. The Chinese officials from the race headquarters in New York were assembled on both sides.
Captain Hall stepped up and his face went out to the internet on the dozens of television news cameras. Captain Hall was handed the gold cup trophy on behalf of the Peregrine and crew. Bill Johnson stood beside him with Cutter behind.
Hall, dressed in a blue officer’s jacket and cap, thanked the assembled officials and gave praise for his crew. He hoisted the cup above him and said, “This is for all the windjammers. Let them always sail.”
Hall held the gold cup for photographers. It was a heavily sculptured three-foot-high piece with images of ships and Chinese temples. On the face of the cup was inscribed the following:
 
Clipper Brig Peregrine, winner of the Great China Sail Race,
Sponsor: Johnson Company, New York, New York, United States
 
“Peregrine will come back. She’s not finished yet.” Challenged by Captain Richard Tolchester, June 14, 1835, Canton (Guangzhou) China.
 
Jolly’s face came on the River Sunday screen. It was evening there. Jolly said, “Old Reedy claims he’ll never be ashamed of the Peregrine again. He’s giving his ancestor’s old carvings to the River Sunday Historical Society.”
“No,” said Cutter, to the River Sunday voice recorder and camera. “Give them to the courthouse. That’s where the real history of a southern town should go. The pride of the people stands there with the other statues in that courtyard.” He heard applause sent back by the River Sunday counterpart recorder camera.
Jolly said, “You understand. I think you got a soft spot for us River Sunday people, Cutter.”
Cutter didn’t say anything. Jolly went on. “Some Chinese came in here to talk to me. That emerald came from South America and was brought to China from a voyage two thousand years ago. They want my shipyard to build a replica of the explorer’s Chinese junk which crossed the Pacific.”
“You going to build her?”
“Why not? This voyage apparently happened back long before Christ. They’ll have to do some research on the type of ships that could have made the voyage. We have the wooden boat knowhow and it would put a lot of people to work. They want Big Smithy to do the crafting of the masts. Then the ship will sail that exploration route again on television and the internet. Should be a fantastic story.”
 “Thanks for telling us about the letter,” said Cutter holding up the fax he had received earlier from Jolly. In the car that belonged to the assassin was an old letter. It was a record of the research done by the killer’s father, the former owner of Williams Company before his death. The police had verified that Katy’s attacker, the Williams son, had not been as successful as he was rumored to be in the electronics business. He was bankrupt and needed money.
He read it again as he stood at the booth. Bill looked over his shoulder. The letter began:
 
I had long been interested in the purchase of the Peregrine. Unfortunately it showed up in the company’s records in 1832 with no information about the years since it had been built. From what I already knew in her registration, she was built in 1830 in River Sunday, Maryland, the same port where the letter of marque privateers were built during the War of 1812.
I determined to find out about her purchase and what had happened to her in the two years since she was built and before Williams owned her.
There were several supplier ledgers from that period. I began by going through the entries looking for any mention of China as destination and of course of the Peregrine as carrier. I was lucky. In the second journal there were several later entries for the Peregrine all concerning her taking on cargo from a Maryland firm engaged in the manufacture of cotton goods. This firm later became the very successful Maryland Garment Company, which is still in business today.
When I was in Baltimore several weeks later after finding the ledger, I made an appointment with the president of the Maryland Garment Company, a Mr. Hodgkins. He was very gracious and agreed to meet me on short notice late in the afternoon. I went by the firm, a rather dismal brick factory, which had obviously been there for many years. It appeared from the condition of its building and offices to be fairly close to bankruptcy. At any rate the president welcomed me in and we commiserated on the sad state of business in our specific markets as businessmen often do when they meet.
Finally he leaned forward from his mahogany desk, adjusted his glasses and said, “I guess you’ve come to look over the place, a large firm like yours.”
I said, “No you have me wrong, Mr. Hodgins. I wanted to know about the old company, the history.”
He sat back, his face showing disappointment that I had not come to perhaps save him from ruin. He immediately wanted to know what history I was speaking of, as if there was something perhaps in the accounts that he did not want to share.
“Back in the early days of the Maryland Garment company my firm purchased cotton cloth for export to China. I wanted to look over those old records for some research I’m doing on my own company.”
“If that doesn’t beat all,” Hodgin said, standing up and walking around his desk. He practically gave me a hug as he shook my hand again and again. “I have been so
wrapped up in the affairs of the company here the last year or so I forgot that we even had a history before all the current downturn.”
Then he went to the door and called out to his secretary, “Mary, come in here when you can. We’ve got a guest to assist.”
When Mary, a fairly stout lady with a look in her eyes that showed she was used to catastrophe, entered a few minutes later, he introduced me and asked her to help them find the old records.
“Pre Civil War, I guess?” he looked at me with a question, and I nodded.
“Yes, well before, say in the Eighteen Thirties.”
“There’s old letters too,” she said. “No one’s been in there, I hope. There’s only been mice and insects too, it being so wet in this climate.”
“I’ll look at whatever you can find for me.”
We walked through the factory, past rows of dark grease-covered machines, now silent, their electric motors patched with tape, showing repairs for decades of hard work.
“Chinese imports put us out of business,” Hodgins said. “I didn’t know whether you were the bank looking for money or a buyer with money in his pockets.”
We reached a small room at the end of the assembly floor. I saw a white painted door cut into the plaster wall. Beside the door a calendar from twenty years ago was still on the month of July. It pictured a man fishing with his boy and hung slightly crooked from a nail in the wall. The secretary reached down and with a ring of keys, found one that fit and opened the door. Inside she switched on a light and in front of us were dozens of cardboard storage boxes.
“They go back a long time, these old files. I don’t have any idea where to look first, do you, Mary?” asked Hodgkins.
“I was in here a few months ago,” she said, kneeling to look at labels on the boxes. “I know I found some World War Two records. We made a lot of uniforms then, for the Chinese army.” She smiled with pride.
She stood up and pointed to a stack of four boxes in the corner. “Lift them out for me and I’ll take a look.”
We pulled them out. There were older than the others, with wood sides and with brown paper and writing on the end. The label was neat, written in faded ink and in longhand. I noted one date as 1873 as I lifted the last one out to the small amount of open floor. She was kneeling beside the others now, reaching in and pulling out files.
“The first file we have is dated 1873. I’m afraid that’s too late for you, isn’t it?”
I said, “Yes.”
“Well, that’s the best we can do. So much of this old stuff was thrown out.”
“May I look at the file for 1873?” I asked.
“Sure, it’s all letters as I remember. No records of company shipments.”
“Bring it down to the office. It’s too dusty up here,” said the president, holding the door. I followed him, Mary closing the door behind me.
In the office, Mary went to get us coffee and the president proceeded with his own work. They had me sit to the side of the room and read.
As I leafed through the letters I found that these were the correspondence of one of the officers of Maryland Garment, his final retirement letters so to speak. They concerned many events much earlier than the date of the file.
Finally, the fourth letter was what I was looking for.
It was addressed to the officer and it was from the president of Williams Company, my great-grandfather. Apparently the addressee was also his brother living in Baltimore. Here is the letter.
 
Stapled to the back of the notes was the letter on old stained paper in an early typewriter format.
 
“Dear brother, you had written me about a very fast clipper ship that used to take your textile goods to China. You mentioned being part of a syndicate to build a Baltimore racing yacht to challenge the Brits and wanted some design secrets.
“We indeed have the portrait of its captain, a Tolchester, and a model of the brig in our hallway. The clipper ship was rigged as a brig. It was also built in a shipyard near your factory in Maryland as you suggested.
“I reviewed our company documentation on her purchase. From what I could determine, she was originally laid down at River Sunday on the Eastern Shore of Maryland as a speculation for the Cuban trade. The ship, originally named the Osprey, was sailed and delivered to a firm in Cuba for their inspection. As the story goes, that brig proved so fast that the buyers thought they could sell it in New York for the Pacific tea trade. I guess they had heard that fast ships were in great demand in China waters. So the Cubans loaded it with fruit and sailed up to New York harbor.
“This brig astounded our company managers when she sailed in with such a short run from Cuba. I believe it did several days faster than the normal run time. She was purchased, renamed Peregrine, and sent to your company for a cargo of your new cottons for Canton, which in those days were in great demand.
“You ask if she was ever in the opium or slave trade. You say the British race promoters are alert of this in terms of the recent Civil War here in America and will disqualify her design. I do not know. She would have been a fast enough ship for such work. I believe however from what I have known of our management that they were far too religious to have been after those profits. Many of their efforts are documented in the anti-slavery movement in New York. I can’t see how they could have countenanced slave trading or opium smuggling in any of their ships. I suspect her freight was of the regular kinds. She made her profits in fast trips to South America from Canton carrying back the best early teas of the Chinese harvests.
“The only other story about this brig that has come down in the company and I do not know of its authenticity is that it may have had something to do with a robbery. It concerned a fantastic emerald and the burning of our agent's home in Canton. I don’t know any more about that except to say that the old painting we received of the Captain of the brig does seem to have some fire damage. I’ll let you wonder about that legend which no one can prove as the ship and the man are long lost.
“I hope this answers your questions. If you have other questions about the old Baltimore clipper designs let me know. I’ll be delighted to be a part of your race committee if you’ll have me. I always thought these boats were a pretty thing to see and now with the steamships coming on, I feel they will not be with us much longer. My regards to your family.”
 
Bill whispered in Cutter’s ear, interrupting his thoughts. “Note the part about the jewelry is underlined. The kid must have done that. Anyway, I’ve had Jolly make sure the media knows all the background of the Peregrine. That will put to bed all those malicious rumors about her origins.”
“I’m glad for the people in River Sunday to have that history cleared up,” said Cutter. “It was just another stain on that town’s history that could be removed.”
Bill went on, “Professor Tung advised me that Dela is in prison in China. A middle manager who worked for the manufacturer of the electronic communications systems for the brigs squealed on the whole setup.”
Cutter asked, “What could they have gotten out of it? Were they working with Strand?”
Bill smiled, “For once he didn’t have his hands dirty, Jimmy. Angel Slidell did all this himself.”
“He didn’t have the smarts.”
“That’s where your Dela helped him out. What they intended to do was buy up short sale contracts on my company stock, then mess up the company so the stock would go down and they could cash in.”
“You had told me before that someone was trying for your stock.”
“Yes, that was it. They could have gotten away with it too. The consumers are so easy to switch away from our products if they see that we are weak in the marketplace. This whole race had to be a win or we had to lose.”
“Well, now you got it all. You going to like making cars?”
“I’m following your lead, Jimmy. I’m getting out too.”
He smiled as Professor Tung approached.
She said, “I received word that the emerald has been placed in the hands of the Chinese consulate in New York City.”
Cutter said, “I’m sure that is where it belongs. Are any of the Fusang family still alive?”
She shook her head. “We think the stone should go to the national museum.”
Cutter nodded.
“Meanwhile,” she said, “I wanted to show you something.” She reached into her pocket and produced a small box which she opened.
Cutter and Bill looked. The aviation emblem was unmistakable. It was from the uniform of one of the early American flying groups that had protected China during the Second World War.
Bill said, “Flying Tigers. Where did you get that?”
“It descended in my family from the war days. This was given to my grandmother for harboring a flier in her house while the Japanese patrols searched her village. As a matter of fact I am on the board of a new museum our country has built to honor those men. I wanted to show you this so that you would know that we have similar feelings about the future.”
“We’re in this together you mean.”
“Yes. I want you to give this to that local Flying Tiger military association in your town of River Sunday.”
“They will be honored,” said Cutter.
Jamie and Madeline had been standing with the rest of the Peregrine crew as the gold cup was awarded. Captain Hall still held the cup and showed it to the others as he stood with them.
“You do a better job than me,” Cutter said to his son.
“No, I want to do as good a job,” Jamie said. “Not better. No competition, especially with my old man. You and me, we had too much of that in the past.”
Cutter said, “I get it too. I’m not risking any more lives to make money.”
Madeline spoke in her French-accented English, “Jim, you are still a gambler. You’re going to be my father-in-law. I got a right to know what you are going to gamble on next.”
He took her hands in his and looked at her, “Like your father, who was my friend, I’m gambling on you and Jamie.”
She smiled, “Jamie told me you only took on the big gambles, kept your luck for what really counted. We’re pretty safe. Not a major risk.”
“Well, I guess you could say the rest of my life is the real next gamble and you guys are part of it.”
Jamie asked, “Will you come to our wedding at Mother’s house in Buenos Aires? We’re stopping there on the cruise home with the Peregrine.”
“So there’s going to be a wedding in Buenos Aires after all?” Katy asked.
“You wanted to see Jamie get married.”
“Yes. I did. Madeline will be a beautiful bride,” she said, holding Madeline’s arm.
Cutter said, “I saw a flower shop and nursery for sale in River Sunday.”
“Yes I did too. Maybe you should buy it.” She looked into his eyes. “Jamie told me a long time ago about your nickname.”
“Flower?”
“Yes, and your mother.”
“What would you think of being with a man who grows flowers for a living? Not a very good match for a famous historian.”
“Let me be the judge of that. Is that a proposal?”
He nodded. “I’d like to settle in River Sunday with you. That town has been good to me.”
“You’ve been good to it. Jamie and Madeline would like it too.”
“You think he’ll visit?”
“He wants to spend time with you. He’s always talking to me about his childhood and your friend, the old African chief, who taught him to sail. He wants to relive those good memories with you.”
Cutter looked at her with questions in his eyes, “I’d plant crocus bulbs and grow a lot of peony bushes.” He grinned, “So will you do it?”
“Yes,” she said. “One condition. I want to see the Temple of the Six Banyan Trees.”
“That’s the Chinese temple drawn on the old caddie box in New York.”
“Yes.”
Cutter looked at his son. “We’ll all go.”
“Funny,” she said. “I was just thinking about an old legend.”
“What?” he asked. They began walking and he held her close.
“In the old days it was considered unlucky by the crew if they sailed on a ship which had it name changed.”
“So Captain Tolchester was unlucky?”
“I’m just not sure,” she said, as she moved against him.
They walked out of the exhibit, passing by the throngs of Chinese business men and women. Cutter smiled about their new life to come in River Sunday. His mind pictured the square sails of the Peregrine coming over the Chesapeake pine trees as the clipper brig returned home. He could hear the crew singing.
 
My Tommy’s gone on the Eastern Shore,
My Tommy’s gone and I’ll go too;
Hurrah, you high low,
For without Tommy I can’t do.
My Tommy’s gone a high low.
My Tommy’s gone to Baltimore,
My Tommy’s gone and I’ll go too;
Hurrah, you high low,
For without Tommy I can’t do.
My Tommy’s gone a high low.
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