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During my research for The Fiddler’s Gun, I 
came across countless references to letters alleged to 
have been written by Fin Button to her childhood 

companion, Peter LaMee. In my recounting of her flight from 
colonial Georgia and the subsequent rise to her now legendary 
station in maritime tradition, I have, regrettably, made only 
passing mention of her espistolary efforts. Unfortunately, I was 
unable to do the considerable legwork necessary to unearth the 
letters themselves during the writing of the book.

Gladly, in the time since my completion of the manuscript 
I have taken up the quest of tracking down as many of these 
letters to Peter as possible. I have scoured the musty old librar-
ies of the eastern seaboard in search of words and papers fallen 
out of the memory of even the most studious and bespectacled 
of librarians. I have crept among stacks of papers and boxes of 
long-forgotten correspondence in small harbor-village archives.  
I have ventured to the ghost town of Ebenezer in the wilds 
of eastern Georgia to pry up floorboards and search amid the 
webs of a thousand scattering spiders.  I have braved the dank 
blackness of cellars dug when whispers of revolution filled the 
houses above them and have peeled back secret doors that once 
hid the frail and the young from soldiers fierce to quell mur-
murs of independence.
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And though I often met with disappointment and failure 
and many times came away from some time-worn repository 
of documentary gold empty-handed and weary, I have, in the 
end, spirited away a precious small number of treasures.  These 
hand-written letters have defied the threat of decay and neglect 
to find themselves in my careful hands and I shall do my best 
to honor their long-suffering by diligently transcribing their 
nearly-lost tales.  

Though most are letters from Fin Button to Peter LaMee, 
I have found others that bear mention as well.  By entering 
these postal-borne treasures here in one binding I hope it will 
allow them to find their place with Fin and her tale. In the end 
we shall see what stories they tell of their authors and those 
age-old days of revolution.

—A. S. Peterson
Raider of Postal Antiquities



3 WW

November 9th, 1775

WW

What follows is a transcription of the earliest known 
of Fin Button’s letters and by its content we may 
well judge it to be the first she ever wrote.

I discovered the letter at the Savannah Museum of the 
Old and Peculiar, which has in its possession the most admira-
ble collection of petrified peg legs in the western world (Bejing 
is reputed to hold an even finer collection). Regrettably, the 
document was not displayed to showcase its historical content, 
rather, it was featured as the museum’s sole example of “Smelly 
Paper (Slightly Moldy), circa 1775”.

You can imagine my perturbance at this dismissal of its 
true import. I approached the curator and informed him that I 
intended to purchase the document and he hastily agreed, say-
ing that he had suspected for years that its peculiar odor is the 
source of his museum’s failure to rise from obscurity. 

His suspicion may be accurate for truly the letter does 
stink of something peculiar.


