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Love Sonata 1784

Being the history at the end of the American Revolution of a judge who's presented with an unusual Murder and Treason case who has to ask himself, "Is there such a thing as magick?"*
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*18th-century spelling, phrasing and way of random capitalizing. Sometimes I use 18th century English style in the body of the text, which is harder for modern readers to understand (like me! lol), but it’s limited. This is a work of pure fiction and even though I use a couple of real historical figures, I mess with some of the dates, and their words and deeds are purely my imagination
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Condemned Prisoner

(Digitalized illustration from the book “Mystères du Palais de l’Élysée” by Jules Beaujoint, courtesy of British Library via Flickr Commons, approximately 19th century. No known copyright restrictions,.)
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[Translated from the private diary of His Excellency the Viceroy Vicente Zéspedes, the governor who ruled St. Augustine, Florida, 1784 - 1790 after England gave Florida back to Spain at the end of the American Revolution.]

8 April, 1793. Havana.

I saw you again today, Consi. Mi amor, my wife, the smoke of your soul passed behind me again as I stood in front of my dressing mirror today. I don’t care that no one else in the palace sees you, or that they now think I’m crazy for leaving the heads of my fresh red carnations of love all around where I feel you.

What do ghosts of the heart remember? Do you remember the AmericanRevolution? Me ruling Cuba? Then afterwards when I ruled the town in New Spain called St. Augustine?

I crossed myself three times when I got off the boat because it was raining in the sunshine on the dock and so no poison fell on you and our daughters from the sky as you got off your ship behind me.

Out of all my glorious and despised diplomatic and ruler duties and cases in the province, there’s that one that still breaks my heart today. That lonely woman and the love of her life, as you and I were to each other until you died, Consi. You remember her.

And now that you’re not here to argue with me about it, I still believe as easily as there are ugly and dangerous black-haired hags who are witches, there might be lovely madonnas with blonde flowing tresses like her who conjure.

I can hear you arguing with me about it as we did throughout the years.

And I don’t understand why God would put them on His earth. But she loved, oh, how purely she loved, only that one man.

And oh, how she enchanted me at first sight when I met her outside my office the day after I arrived to rule Florida. There were so many things going on that needed my attention. The change in regime. Many Spanish subjects returning, many subjects of the British king leaving. So many requests. Denying so many of them where my hands were tied by King Carlos and the rule of our Catholick God, too: remember all the young British soldiers and farmers in love pleading me to join them and their young ladies in holy matrimony before they sailed away, scattering far and wide, back to British regions? So many begging for marriage they were like woods faeries flying at me. But it’s devil’s work for an official to marry non-Catholics to each other. I turned so many boys away and kissed my crucifix. I hear a rumor these days all the way from Spain that our new king will make it so that ships’ captains can marry passengers. Love between a man and woman is so precious, I hope the king makes it so.

Love like you and I had, Consi. Love like the lonely woman for her wrongly accused husband.

She’s the first British woman I saw after I got to our small walled fort and city that day, for everywhere was swimming with men.

Men on the dock, men marching around the fort, men milling around the barracks on the plaza between the town walls. Men bustling in the town center that I glimpsed down the street when the old gray-hair losing British ruler, Governor Tonyn, and I got out of his carriage on the back side of the Government House. And of course all the men on my ship for three days. I longed for the sight and sound of women, as they’d mingled in the city center of Havana. I longed for you and our daughters to hurry and disembark from your ship. Ah. So I never should’ve been a militar and statesman. I should’ve written Don Quijote’s love story myself. Or painted Goya’s Nude Maja. Perhaps these words I put down here will be my own beautiful love Flamenco. Or maybe I’m composing Love Sonata in G Minor, my own danse macabre, “The Devil’s Trill.”

The day I met her Flora Pinckney was surrounded by her entourage. As I came up the hall with my translator and personal attendant towards my office, she was there surrounded by them: a grown black slave man, a shorter woman, a white man in a formal frock coat and hat, and various children. This was the summer of 1784. The day after I’d arrived to take over. The formal man was her husband’s attorney and estate manager, but I think Flora did all the estate managing behind the scenes while her beloved was imprisoned in the fort those three long years.

The lawyer said, “Your Honor, I speak here on behalf of the Countess of Ashwell, to petition His Excellency for the release of the royal prisoner Lieutenant Commander Claxton, Lord Pinckney, son of Percy Pinckney, Earl of Ashwell, the now-deceased Royal Governor of the former Province, now State, of South Carolina.” The English use so many titles I thought he’d never get it all out, much less that my translator was listing it accurately.

I waved them all ahead of me through the open door into my office past the two British soldiers in their heavy uniforms guarding it. I instantly decided to make it an informal meeting. You know me, Consi. A sucker for the ladies, especially when they’re pretty. And the first noble British woman I’d seen in way too long. As we went in I maneuvered my way to Flora’s elbow, the taller and more elegant of the two women, assuming, hoping, she was the prisoner’s wife, and I turned out to be right.

Making some sort of absurd flourish with his hat, the lawyer turned toward me once we were in and rambled on, “There won’t be an execution of
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