

    
        
          A Sound Like Thunder

        

        
        
          Richard M. Lytle

        

        
          Published by Authors Sphere Inc., 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      A SOUND LIKE THUNDER

    

    
      First edition. June 18, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Richard M. Lytle.

    

    
    
      Written by Richard M. Lytle.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


A Sound Like

Thunder

––––––––
[image: image]


Richard M. Lytle

Copyright © 2025 by Richard M. Lytle

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or

other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.

Table of Contents

Chapter One.....................................1

Chapter Two...................................35

Chapter Three...................................68

Chapter Four..................................105

Chapter Five...................................119

Chapter Six....................................146

Chapter Seven.................................192

Chapter Eight..................................225

Chapter Nine..................................247

Chapter Ten...................................277

Chapter Eleven.................................310

Chapter Twelve................................355



Character list

Rene Seville—-Juliette Seville’s father and shipping merchant and trader in Mobile.

Maria Seville—-wife of Rene Seville and mother of Juliette. Juliette Seville—-daughter of Rene and Maria Seville.

Major Henri Lafon—-French born engineer on General Wilkinson’s staff.

Brigadier General James Wilkinson—-Commanding General, 7th Military District.

First Lieutenant Samuel Turner—-officer in 1st Arty. Reg. and hero. Mr. Julian Billaud—-merchant and trader in Mobile.

Ruth—-household slave of the Seville’s who was the youngest of four such slaves.

Maria de Tonti—-large sister of Pierre de Tonti who was a friend of Juliette’s.

Ruby—-mother of Ruby and a household slave of the Seville’s. Mr. Joseph Montague—-merchant and trader in Mobile.

Mr. Pierre de Tonti—-18 year-old son of another Mobile shipping merchant.

Colonel Don Jose Masot—-57 year old Spanish commandant of Mobile.

Lieutenant Don Alejandro Morrison—-Spanish officer in Fort Charlotte garrison.

Lieutenant Don Juan Garcia-—Spanish officer in the Fort Charlotte garrison.

Captain Manuel Delgado—-company commander of the Fort Charlotte garrison.

[image: image]

A Sound Like Thunder

[image: image]

Simone-—a slave in the Seville household and the carriage driver for the family.


Maurice—-young slave boy in the Seville household.


Mister William Streeter—-U. S. Navy master in command of Gunboat 23.

Marie Josephine Colin—-young mulatto wife of free mulatto Auguste Colin.


Auguste Colin—-free mulatto fisherman in Mobile.


Sister Joan—-mother superior of the Sisters of Saint Catherine in Mobile

Captain William Lawrence—-company commander in 2nd Infantry Regiment

First Lieutenant Alexander Brownlow-—Regimental Adjutant and acting company commander in 2nd Infantry Regiment.

Captain William F. Ware—-company commander in 2nd Infantry Regiment.

Mr. Louis de Tonti—-Mobile/Pensacola merchant who sides with British.

Second Lieutenant Nathanial Clarke—-office in command of Seminole Creek outpost.

Captain Randell Walsh—-Turner’s battery commander in First Artillery.

Brigadier General Thomas Flourney—-interim 7th district commander.


Captain Jonathan Reese—-Flourney’s Chief of Staff.

[image: image]
	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter One
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April 11, 1813 Maison de Seville

Rue de Conti in Mobile


“Buenos Dias, Don Seville. I have a message for you.”


It was the thud of wooden heel boots and the harsh, hurried voice of a strange man which drew Juliette Seville’s attention to the second-floor veranda door. It was not so much the harshness of his words that caught her ear as it was the combination of rapid movement and the loud call to her father. The voice was immediately followed by a quieter, guarded mummer of words unintelligible to her ear. Those words aroused her interest and pulled her to the doorway.

A glance down from the open door and the sight below of a dark lathered horse tethered to the wrought iron hitching post at the edge of the street confirmed that a messenger had arrived in haste. That was enough to plant an instant alarm bell ringing in her mind and send her scurrying to the wardrobe in her bedroom. No lady in Mobile with even the slightest social status would allow her bare feet to be seen. Quickly she grabbed her good pair of slippers and put them on.

The man was mounting his horse as she joined her father, Rene Seville, on the first-floor veranda. He was standing at the top edge of the front steps, holding a half-filled glass of water
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in one hand, and studying a small piece of paper in his left hand as the stranger rode away.

“What is it, Paṕa?” Juliet asked as she reached his side. While her father was average in height and weight, he still stood half a head over her and she had to look up at his face.

“It is nothing to worry about, little one.” He replied distantly. Juliet was not satisfied with his answer. He often used such empty statements to keep secrets and disguise his troubles. Usually, Juliette did not question her father or his motives. The few times that she had in past years had made him angry. But this time her concern overcame her caution. “Paṕa! It is not from

Pierre, is it? He is still coming this evening, isn’t he?”

“Mon Cher, it has nothing to do with Pierre. He will be here, I am sure.” Her father added as he briefly read the note again. “We might have some unexpected guests, though.” Then he looked down at her and smiled. “We may have a more interesting evening than we have planned for, little one. But, for now, nothing has changed.”

He handed her the water glass, then folded the paper and placed it in an inner coat pocket. “Please tell your mother that I am going over to the Landing to talk with some friends. Do not worry. I will be back before our guests arrive. Oh, and tell your mother that we may have to serve for more than she planned.” Juliette found her mother, Maria Seville, in the pantry working with the house boy to clean and polish the household silverware. “Mére, Paṕa says that we might have more guests than we expect.” Juliette told her as she took a seat and began

assisting with the task.

“Did he say how many?” Her mother asked without taking her concentration off the work in hand. There was a slight harsh abruptness in her question that signaled displeasure.

“No.”

“How does he expect me to plan your birthday party when

he keeps inviting everyone he meets?” Her mother complained

in that same tone of voice. “He knows better than that. Where

is he? Did he say who else was coming?”

“He’s gone to the Landing, Mére. He said to tell you that he will return before our guests come.” Juliette responded.

“I certainly hope so.” Her mother replied. “Well, who else are we to expect? Is the Commandant bringing anyone besides his family?”


“I don’t know, Mére. I asked if Pierre was still coming and


Paṕa said he was, but he did not say who else.”

“Pierre! Pierre! You are just like your father! All he thinks of is business and all you think about is that pimple-faced boy!” “He is not pimple-faced, Mére!” Juliette responded angrily with a pout. “Besides, he’s the only acceptable boy close to my

age in all of Mobile!”

Maria Seville looked up at Juliette then instinctively reached out to one of the auburn curls of hair lying on top of Juliette’s shoulder. As she did the tension in her facial features softened, indicating that her thoughts were turning away from her husband and toward her daughter. “You are too young and much too beautiful to think about Pierre or anyone else. The men of this village are not good enough for you.”

“But of course, Mére.” Juliette responded with a slight mocking tone and a sour facial expression. “Have not you and Paṕa always paired me with him even when I was a little girl?” “Yes, yes, I know! And for the last ten years both of you have done nothing but fight about everything under the sun!” Maria Seville shook her head as she turned her eyes back on the silverware in her lap. “You and Pierre act like the opposite sides

of a tarot card more than anyone I have ever seen.”

“I know.” Juliette admitted in a softer, sad tone. “I don’t like him telling me what I can think, say, or do. You and Paṕa are my parents. He is not.”

“Juliette, you are seventeen today.” Maria Seville mildly scolded her. “It is your birthday dinner we are having tonight.
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Forget about all that nonsense and enjoy the evening.” She hesitated for a few brief seconds before adding, “But I must say that it is not Pierre’s place to tell you anything. Certainly, no man should do so, not today or any other day unless you are married to him.” Her mother mumbled something so softly that Juliette could not understand her words. Then her mother finished wiping the last of the table knives. “There! That’s done. Next, I must check on the linens before I go up to change.”

After she stood up, she looked down at Juliette and helped her stand. “You should be looking at your new dress. I fear that the bust is not big enough for you. Ruby can adjust, but she will need a little time. You should have her work on it right away. It would not be courteous to our guests for you to be late for your own party.”

“Yes, Mére.” Juliette replied as her mother passed by on her

way out of the pantry.

April 11, 1813 Dauphin Island Road South of Mobile on the

West Shore of Mobile Bay

Major Henri Lafon knew that he was hardly more than a civilian acting in a military capacity. The rank that he once held in the Royal French Army had died with his king and its uniform was stored in an old trunk in his New Orleans rooms. That uniform would not be acceptable today-even if he could manage to pour his short, rotund body into it again. Nor had he found the time to order a new one from his tailor and now it did not seem important. His knowledge and skill in military and civil engineering had not been shelved, though. It had been enough to provide for a good income in Louisiana and had most recently brought forth his appointment in the Louisiana militia from the state’s governor. That led to an assignment as

the engineering officer on the staff of the commander of the Seventh Military District, Major General James Wilkinson.

Only three weeks ago he had taken his new place in the general’s official family. Now, every morning he was reminded that the month was April, the year was 1813 and not 1793. He was twenty years older and no longer one of the King’s Royal Guards. Other than that, he had little difficulty adjusting to his new military life in the American Army. It certainly offered a whole series of new adventures. He, along with the junior artillery lieutenant he had met two weeks ago, was embarked on one now. The young man was Samuel Turner of Boston, Massachusetts, an 1812 graduate of that upstart military school located at West Point, New York.

At first impression Lafon thought the inexperienced lieutenant would be an uninteresting burden but that belief had quickly changed as he got to know the youngster better. Naturally, at his age, Lieutenant Turner was fit and energetic, but Lafon had met other young officers just as impressive in that regard even though they were not that young. What changed Lafon’s mind was learning that Turner spoke French quite fluently. Not only fluently but also accented in what Lafon had come to recognize was a distinct Creole manner of speech. After that came the grudging admission that the young man’s knowledge of practical civil and military engineering exceeded what the French engineering schools taught. Finally, additional, and unusual bits of information about his new associate were learned from General Wilkinson himself.

When asked about his impression of Lieutenant Turner, Lafon responded that he found it unusual for an American youngster to have such a good command of the French language and to have so much military bearing and knowledge without showing disdain for the enlisted ranks under his command. Wilkinson then explained that Turner was the son of a now deceased American officer who Wilkinson had known for
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twenty years. That previous association had allowed Wilkinson to watch Lieutenant Turner grow from baby dresses into the uniform he now wore. Lafon left with the certainty that the general could have told him a lot more had they not been interrupted that evening.

That conversation had taken place the previous week and a lot had transpired since then. Late last night the general had received a dispatch from the senior naval officer in command of the tiny flotilla of gunboats that had deposited Wilkinson’s command on the Dauphin Island. The dispatch informed the general that a small schooner carrying Spanish artillery stores and three Mobile civilians had been intercepted prior to reaching Mobile Bay. The military stores were intended to strengthen Fort Condé, the main defensive fortification designed to protect Mobile. During the night General Wilkinson had decided that the capture of the stores offered him a golden opportunity to demand the surrender of the city and the return of the civilians would show his attempt to force that surrender in a peaceful manner. Therefore, earlier this morning Lafon and Turner, the only French speaking officers on hand, had departed General Wilkinson’s camp on Dauphin Island accompanied by the three civilians.

Now, they were still riding slowly northward toward the village of Mobile. The paper packet that Lafon was carrying in his inner coat pocket was the American demand for the surrender of all land claims between Mobile Bay and the Spanish garrison at Pensacola as well as the surrender of Mobile itself. Only Major Lafon was privy to that knowledge, however. All anyone else, including Lieutenant Turner, needed to know was that their present mission was to return three civilians to their homes and to inform the Spanish commandant in Fort Conde of the presence of the American Army on Dauphin Island.

All three were strangers to Lafon but two of the gentlemen’s names sounded familiar. One of the men was overweight

and appeared to be middle-aged. A second was thinner and older. Both appeared unaccustomed to riding or walking long distances and had seemed grateful when Lieutenant Turner secured an old carriage, a team of horses and a driver to carry them northward.

The team and driver had been borrowed from the lieutenant’s artillery detachment, but Lafon had no idea where the carriage itself was found. The driver was wearing an off-white linen coat, white gaiter-legged trousers, a white waistcoat, a pair of black colored crossed belts across his chest and a black stove-pipe hat adorned by a brass plate and a red shako. In a matching contrast, Lieutenant Turner also wore white trousers, waistcoat and linen dress coat but also had a red sash across his middle and a black sword-belt over the sash. Turner also had an over-sized black- felt bi-corner hat with a large black feather-plume. The buttons, buckles, hat emblem and single epaulet on his shoulder were gold-colored and reflected the afternoon’s sunlight.

The fact that both their escort officer and their carriage driver were uniformed soldiers did not trouble the two older civilians, they seemed to treat their detention and delay as part of a surprising new adventure. However, that spirit was missing from the countenance of the third civilian. He was a thin and impeccably dressed gentleman who was even younger than Turner and seemed to be related to the thin older man. Lafon had noticed that the youngster had remained silent throughout his detention in the American camp and even now was projecting an aura of contemptible disdain every time he looked at an American, especially one wearing a uniform.

Lafon first noticed that behavior earlier in the morning when one of the gunboats from the small United States Navy flotilla brought the group from the north side of Dauphin Island to a place about halfway to Mobile. It deposited the six men, three horses and the carriage onto a tiny fisherman’s dock about three leagues south of their destination. One of the sailors on the
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gunboat had called it the Spanish Camp on Deer River. Lafon had to admit that the area did look like it might once have been a camp site. Now it was nothing more than an open flat area with a half rotten dock and drying racks for fish netting.

They started northward on a sandy coastline trail shortly after noon. Turner had hitched two of the horses to the old carriage and was riding in it along with the three civilians. Lafon had mounted the third horse and was riding alongside the carriage. Two hours at an easy pace had brought them to an old wooden bridge and a tree covered bend in the trail. Thinking that Mobile was just beyond sight, Lafon goaded his horse into a trot, crossed over the bridge and was soon out of sight.

Lieutenant Turner was sitting behind the carriage driver and talking to the oldest of the three civilians, Monsieur Billaud, when Major Lafon disappeared. It was the sound of the major’s horse trotting over the wood planking of the bridge that stopped his conversation and brought him to turn around.

“There goes the major, lieutenant.” The driver, an old Irish born private declared and then added, “Wonder if he is getting his-self lost, maybe?”

“Just worry about staying on this trail, Riley.” Turner replied. “We’ll let the major worry about his own self.”

“Jus’ thinkin o’ them angry Red Sticks, lootenant.”

“We’re too far south for them.” Turner told him and then turned back to pick up his conversation with Billaud.

“Actually, we are not.” Billaud corrected him in French then changed to English. “I have seen them bird hunting on that river.” Then Billaud shrugged his shoulders. “But that was several years ago.”

“Then you think we are safe?” Turner asked.

“Perhaps, perhaps not.” Billaud answered and then looked away.

April 11, 1813 Maison de Seville,

Rue de Conti in Mobile

Ruth, the youngest female among the five house slaves, patiently stood waiting while Ruby, the oldest black woman in the household, carefully worked at pulling the dress over Juliette’s head so that it would not unravel the rings that her auburn hair was tied into. Juliette was not focused on what they were doing. Despite her mother’s advice, she was still thinking about Pierre while she untied the sash of her day dress. But Juliette was not thinking of the endless arguments she and Pierre habitually exchanged. Her mind was on how she felt when the boy touched her. The few times when their hands had joined put her into a sudden nervousness and the one time when his hand had accidentally brushed across her breasts had sent her heart pounding in her throat.

She could not, would not admit that her mother was correct. Pierre was the only acceptable boy she knew but there were other eligible men in Mobile. She was sure that most of them found her at least as attractive as her father’s money. Not even one of them was attractive to her and she refused to reconsider them on whatever merits they did possess.

“You want to take your bath now, Miss Juliette?” Ruth asked as Ruby laid aside Juliette’s new dress over the foot-roller of Juliette’s featherbed and picked up her old day dress off the floor.

“I suppose.” Juliette responded as she moved over to the small bench in front of the mirror in her room. She delicately untied the strings of her corset and loosened the binding enough to pull the hated thing down and then slide it over her hips. Ruth quickly retrieved it before Juliette could spitefully kick it across the room.
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“I need to take another look at you, Miss Juliette.” Ruby calmly said. “Stand there for a bit.” Ruby held up the new dress to Juliette’s front while she examined its fit. “I will have to make a little more room for you up top, Miss Juliette. You’ve been growing so much this last year I can’t seem to keep your figure in mind.” She lowered the dress and took it with her as she left Juliette’s bedroom.

Juliette sat down in front of the mirror and pulled up the hemline of her thin cotton shift. She untied her stockings and rolled them off her legs. As she was doing that Ruth pulled the heavy copper bathtub from its customary corner and into the middle of the room. Then she left the room to bring water from Juliette’s bath. Juliette quickly took off her shift and sat examining her body in the mirror’s wavy reflection. Yes, her body had changed. She could see that her breasts had grown in both size and shape from what they looked like just a year ago. No wonder she hated that corset. She had simply outgrown it. While she was bigger, she knew that she was not as big as Maria de Tonti, Pierre’s sister, but she did not weigh as much either. She suddenly giggled over the mental comparison. It was the first spark of her normal self she had felt all day.

“What you laughin’ over, Miss Juliette?” Ruth asked as she came into the room again. She had a wooden bucket of hot water in one hand and another of cold water in the other. “You’ve been acting down-in-the-mouth since you woke up this morning.”

“Do you remember when Maria de Tonti visited? How she tried putting on my clothes, and how hard a time you and I had not to laugh at her putting on my corset?”

A bucket of water splashed into the tub. Then Ruth straightened up with a smile on her face. “Now, Miss Juliette, you know we promised to forget about that. Miss Maria is just a big boned girl!” Ruth added with her smile wider than ever.

“That’s exactly what it would take to make her happy.”

Juliette said as she turned back to the mirror. “A big bone!”

“Why, Miss Juliette! You are a young lady. You shouldn’t be talking like that!” The black woman scolded as the second bucket of water was poured into the tub. With the wide smile still on her face, she added, “Especially when you are right!”

Juliette did not reply. She had turned sideways with her shoulders pushed back, her back arched and her hands cupped to support her breasts and was examining herself in the mirror. “Ruth, do my breasts look odd to you?”

“Mon Du, child, no! God has blessed you. You will be able to nurse a baby with no help if you want!”

Juliette turned back to face the mirror again and mentally realized that her hips had widened a little, too. “What about my hips, Ruth?”

“You are just about a full-grown woman, Miss Juliette. You got a woman’s figure that’s made for bearing children. Yes, Missy, you sure do.” The woman bent over to test the warmth of the bath water. “That’s about right! I’ll go bring you some towels.” Juliette stepped into the tub as she left.

Thirty minutes later Juliette had to admit that her mother had been wise in having Mére Ruby come and check the fitting of her dress. Ruby was Ruth’s mother and had also raised Juliette once Ruth had reached womanhood. While Ruth was ten years older, the bonds between Juliette, Ruby and Ruth were strong and life-long. Both took pride in Juliette’s appearance and deportment and Juliette always took special care in seeking their approval at whatever she was doing. Therefore, when she donned the new white pantaloons and stockings, a new white and very thin cotton petticoat and a new corset that had bones of its own, she was concerned that her appearance would not please either of them. Most of that concern was about how the new corset pushed her breasts up higher than her old one without allowing her any more breathing room. Of course, nothing fit perfectly so Mére Ruby was immediately busy with her sewing
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knife, needles, and thread. Then it was time to put on the new, light blue empire-line dress ordered especially for her.

The new dress was a present from her mother who had ordered it from one of her relatives now living in Italy. Carried on one of her father’s sailing ships, it had first traveled from Venice to Barcelona then on to the port city of Orin in Morocco before arriving in Mobile the previous month. Dimly aware that her dress had traveled further than she had ever dreamed, Juliette fell in love with it the instant she first saw it.

Juliette especially liked the dress’s puffed up short sleeves and shoulder straps adorned with thick woven cords, gold in color, which gave it a distinct style her mother said was Grecian in origin. It had a delicate, white lace trimmed around a plunging neckline both front and back. Modesty was preserved by a light white colored and translucent fine netting covering the shocking amount of cleavage that would have been otherwise exposed. The same golden cord was used to tightly gather the dress under her bust line and seemed to wrap a few inches lower on her waist then let the material hang loosely past her hips and to her feet. Her figure was more defined than any other dress style would allow. The bottom of the dress did not completely reach the ground and the four-inch space emphasized the new white shoes on her feet.

The whole ensemble was light in weight and made movement easy and graceful. Once she had it on and Mére Ruby, with Ruth helping, had everything in place and finally adjusted, Juliette was thrilled with the result. She was also very embarrassed at the amount of her flesh that was in view. It seemed that her chest was so bare that she could never show her face to the world again. When she finally gave voice to her feelings, it was Ruth and not Ruby who came to her rescue. After leaving the bedroom, Ruth quickly returned with a thin white silk shawl. “Your mére said you might want this.” She said and draped the shawl around Juliette’s shoulders.

Juliette took time to examine her image in the room’s mirror before turning to Ruth and Mére Ruby. Both Black women were standing side-by-side and smiling their approval. “It’s a beautiful dress, Miss Juliette.” Ruby told her. “First one like it I ever saw. I can see you setting every woman in the village crying for one o’ their own. I think I could make you another one if I can find some material of a different color.”

“Mére, Miss Juliette has a party to finish getting ready for.” Ruth quietly said. “I got to fix her hair now. Miss Juliette, are you ready?”

April 11, 1813 Dauphin Island Road South of Mobile on the

West Shore of Mobile Bay

The narrow dirt track was slowly widening between what looked like a creek fed bayou on the left and the shoreline of Mobile Bay on the right. Major Lafon pulled his horse off to the left side of the trail at the edge of the tree line. He sat patiently in his saddle, warm in his tan summer coat but protected from the afternoon sun by the shade of a moss-draped Cyprus tree. He was waiting for the carriage to catch up, but his eyes were busy. The spot offered his first glimpse of Mobile village and the activity around its small waterfront. It was the lack of activity that registered in his mind first. The village was half a league distant so all that he could see were a dozen or so buildings, the large reddish brick-built structure that had to be Fort Conde and the dark masts of a few ships tied to the city’s two wharves. There was movement near the wharves but everything appeared as peaceful as he hoped it would be.

It was not long before the carriage and its passengers appeared out of the greenery. The driver halted the carriage
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beside Lafon. “Is anything wrong, major?” Turner asked from

his rear-facing seat in the carriage.

“No. I was thinking that perhaps you should take this horse while I ride in the carriage. It may appear better for a uniformed officer to be riding the horse while we civilians occupy the carriage.” Lafon replied as he dismounted. He dropped clumsily onto his right foot before pulling his left one from its stirrup.

“We must make the proper impression, yes?” Lafon added

as he stepped toward the carriage.

“Of course, sir.” Turner answered as he left the carriage and reached for the horse reins.

“Stay close to us. I am sure that one of these gentlemen can show us the way to the commandant’s location.” Lafon said as he climbed heavily into the carriage and took the seat Turner had vacated. Then Lafon asked that question in French to the other carriage occupants. A gentlemanly nod of the eldest man’s head and his, “Oui, Messieurs!” was the response.

“You may proceed, driver.” Lafon ordered and sat back as the carriage began moving again. Turner reined the horse in behind the carriage and followed it the rest of the way into the village.

Their arrival in the village did not seem to attract notice. However, after the third house on the left side of the dirt track was passed, the trail widened into a street with dwellings and other structures on both sides. White and black faces began showing in windows and doorways and the few people outside followed the progress of the carriage as it rolled by. No one called out or even waved and not a single person moved into the dirt street to come closer.

Then the carriage rolled onto the wide level plain that separated the houses and buildings facing Fort Conde from that brick walled fortification. The street clearly curved to the left and passed by the west side of the massive structure. The main entrance to the fort, two stout looking wooden doors, was

there. A Spanish soldier, dressed in a dark blue coat and not quite clean white pants, was on his feet and leaning back against one of the doors. His bayonet-tipped musket was at his side but also leaning against the door. Turner could tell that the guard saw them and was curious at the appearance of two strangely dressed soldiers and four civilians, but the guard did not move until the carriage turned to approach the gate.

The guard straightened himself, grabbed up his musket and moved into the middle of the track with the weapon held canted. When the carriage was ten feet right away the guard held up his right hand as a signal to stop and said in Spanish. “What is your business?” The guard’s eyes shifted from Turner to each of the carriage occupants. If he recognized anyone in the carriage or the American Army uniforms, he did not show it.

Lafon rose from his seat and turned around but did not try to exit the carriage. In effect, both he and Turner nearly towered over the sentry. “I am Major Lafon of the United States Army now located on Dauphin Island. That mounted officer is Lieutenant Turner. We have a message for your commandant. Take us to him.” Lafon sternly answered in Spanish.

That was enough to bring the man to attention and bring his musket up into a salute. “Sir, please wait here.” The sentry said and turned to trot into the partially opened gate. A minute later a corporal came running around the side of the open gate. The corporal stopped at the head of the left horse in the carriage team and took hold of the horse’s reins. With his right hand he saluted Lafon who instinctively responded with the old-style salute of the French Royal Army.

“Sir, the sentry has been sent to summon the officer of the guard. He will be here shortly.” The corporal answered and remained standing in front of the horse with a firm grip on its reins.

“Mon du!” Lafon replied in French and then switched back to Spanish, “This is unacceptable, corporal! Allow us to pass!”
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“Sir, at this hour only the officer of the guard can permit entry to Fort Conde. He will be here soon.” The corporal was firm in his reply and stood his ground.

Lafon sat back down and looked over at Turner with a scowl

on his face. “What’s the problem, Sir?” Turner asked.

“We are waiting for the guard officer.” Lafon explained while silently he told himself that the sentry and the corporal were only doing their duty, nothing more. What was best was to sit and wait. Then his stomach growled, and Lafon realized that he was both tired and hungry. Those two deficiencies were having a bad effect on his mood. He would have to be careful to keep that from showing.

Presently, the sentry and a tall thin man dressed in a Spanish officer’s uniform emerged from the partially opened gate and saluted Turner as he approached. “I am Lieutenant Garcia, gentlemen. I beg you to forget the small delay. Even the officer on duty must have his dinner.” Then he saw the occupants of the carriage and a look of instant surprise appeared. “Senor Montague, Senior Billaud, Senior de Tonti, what is this? Why are you here?”

“Somos presos, Garcia!” Young de Tonti blurted out in

French before anyone else could say anything.

“You are prisoners?” The Spanish officer repeated in

English as he stiffened and took a half-step backward.

“No! They are not prisoners!” Lafon nearly shouted. “They have been guests of the American Army for a few hours. We are returning them to their homes.” Lafon turned to the three men. “Messieurs, you are free to go. Lieutenant Turner and this carriage can take you anywhere you wish to go.”

The Lafon turned back to Garcia and saw the confused look on his face. “I am Major Lafon.” He said in Spanish which caused the Spanish officer to stiffen to attention and offer a hand salute. “Forgive my lack of a proper uniform, sir. I assure you that I am not a spy. Unfortunately, my tailor has not had the

opportunity to deliver my uniforms from New Orleans.” Lafon explained as he formally returned the salute and then pointed to Turner. “This is Lieutenant Turner. We are both on the staff of Major General Wilkinson of the American Army and I carry a dispatch for your commandant.” As Lafon was talking the three Frenchmen got out of the carriage and stood nearby watching the exchange.

“I regret, Mi Mayor, El Commandante is not here.” Garcia replied with distress in his voice. “He is away attending to a family affair. You may leave your message with me, and I will give it to him upon his return”

“That is not possible, sir. My orders are to deliver this dispatch in person immediately.” Lafon told him. “Will you send it to him and tell him that we have a message from General Wilkinson.”

“Pardon the interruption, Messieurs.” The oldest of the three civilians said. “If you have no objection, Monsieur Montague and I will take our leave of you. Monsieur de Tonti, would you care to accompany us to the Landing?”

“I bid you adieu, messieurs. I am expected at la maison de Seville and already late.” The young man replied with a wave of his hand.


“Senor Rene Seville?” Garcia asked quickly.

“Oui, monsieur.”


“Ah!” Garcia exclaimed. “That is where El Commandante has gone. Senorita Juliette is his goddaughter, and it is her birthday.”

“Oui, monsieur and I must hurry. Au Revoir. Messieurs.” de Tonti responded and started to walk away.

“A moment, monsieur.” Turner spoke for the first time and dismounted from his horse. He stepped over to Lafon, Garcia, and de Tonti. “Major, perhaps if Monsieur de Tonti would care to ride with us in the carriage and show us the way to Maison de Seville, we can let Lieutenant Garcia return to his dinner.”
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“I was thinking that very thing, lieutenant.” Lafon said and half-turned to de Tonti. “Would you be so kind as to do that, monsieur?”

“If that would speed you on your way, monsieur, I will be happy to do so.” The young Frenchman replied with a flat tone reflective of his overall attitude of disdain. The obviousness of it put a crooked smile on Garcia’s face that was barely visible in the fast-fading light.

April 11, 1813 Maison de Seville,

Rue de Conti in Mobile

The presence of an empty chair at the dining room table meant that Juliette was not perfectly happy. However, except for the unexplained absence of Pierre de Tonti, everything else about the evening had been a success. Initially, Juliette had been extremely embarrassed over the amount of her cleavage that was uncovered every time she loosened her grip on the shawl and feared that her father would cause a scene about it. That fear came when she saw her father’s face as he watched her descend the stairs during her grand birthday entrance. She would have turned and ran back up the stairs if she had not also seen her mother standing by her father’s side, a wide smile of pride on her face and her right arm wrapped tightly around her father’s left one.

The reaction of Commandant Don Jose Masot a half hour later was as frightening and yet more pleasing to Juliette. He and Juliette’s aunt had entered the house and he had bowed to both her and her mother without really seeing her but, when he straightened up and turned to address her, the amazed look on his face was accompanied by the words, “Santa Maria de Dois! Magnifico!” Then he bowed to her again. “Eras muy hermosa, mi hijada.” Juliette was so overcome by his praise that

it took her a few seconds to mentally translate his words into her native French as, “You are very beautiful, goddaughter!” After receiving her uncle’s approval her shyness and embarrassment faded away and she began to feel a prideful confidence as she was presented to more arriving guests.

The dinner itself was a huge success even with the empty chair. Never had she seen the dining room table so elegant or so crowded. Juliette’s favorite dish, strawberry Blanc mange, was first placed on the table as an appetizer. Then the meal began with a chilled crabmeat salad and was followed by a choice of fish courtbouillion with sauce meunière or arroz con pollo. Corn pudding and stuffed mirlitons were also served. Dessert was a heavenly gingerbread cake smothered in a hot peach sauce.

Juliette had not taken more than a tiny bite of her gingerbread cake when the glutinous gaiety was interrupted by the noise of men approaching the front of the house. A second later the small bell mounted outside by the front door rang and drew everyone’s attention. Quickly Ruth, who had been helping to serve the dinner, rushed into the front foyer to open the door. Hushed words were hurriedly exchanged, and Ruth returned to the dining room with Pierre de Tonti two steps behind her. The sight of him brought Juliette jumping to her feet but she did not move away from her place at the table. The shawl that she had half-hidden behind all evening was forgotten and it slipped off her shoulders to fall to the floor.

The entry of Pierre de Tonti also brought both Rene Seville and Commandante Masot to their feet. Like Juliette, Masot did not step away from the table, but Rene was moving to greet Pierre when he noticed the two men still in the foyer. “Ah, Pierre, you have come at last!” Rene said and waved Ruth aside. “And who are the others with you? Come in, messieurs, please.” Juliette did not see either of the other two men until they both stepped into the foyer doorway. One appeared to be dressed in fashionable clothing that showed his recent travels. Clearly the
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first man was significantly older, possessed a weather-beaten face with a balding head of hair, average in height with a large, rounded belly. Juliette dismissed him at once as someone she did not care to meet.

It was the man standing behind Monsieur Potbelly that caught her full attention and caused a primeval physical reaction so strong that only a sudden flush of anger could conceal it. He was only a little older than she was, and he had a clean-shaven face with a wide calm expression that was naturally pleasing while also radiating an aura of confidence. His dark wavy hair, hanging down to the stiff, up-turned collar of his jacket, seemed to beg her to run her fingers through it. The width and bulk of his shoulders and his medium build suggested a strength that easily translated into physical authority. Secretly, Juliette was aroused yet bewildered and even more angry at herself for being that way.

Both impressions were gained in mere seconds as her father moved toward the newcomers. Acting as if he had suddenly been reminded of his manners, Pierre first bowed to everyone, straightened up and said, “Messieurs et madams, I reluctantly present to you Major Lafon of the American Army and his junior officer. I have been their prisoner most of the day.”

A pained expression crossed over Lafon’s face as he gave a polite bow to everyone in the room and then declared in French. “Please forgive our intrusion. I deeply regret that we have disturbed your evening, but I bear a message for the Commandante of Mobile and have been told that he is here.”

“I am the commandante.” Colonel Masot declared in the same language and then forcibly asked, “Why is this young man a prisoner?”

“He is not, sir!” Lafon insisted as he saluted the colonel. “We stopped a small sloop off Dauphin Island early this morning and Monsieur de Tonti and two other gentlemen were on board. We were not certain of the sloop’s nationality or cargo, so our

navy detained it until that determination was made. However, all civilians merely taking passage were not detained. We have brought them to their proclaimed destinations. The young man is mistaken. He has simply been our guest.”


“Is that why you are here?”


“No sir! That is why Lieutenant Turner is here.” Lafon answered as he took the sealed packet from his coat pocket. “I am under orders to personally deliver this to you, sir. Also, I have been instructed to answer any questions that you may have.”


“I see.” Colonel Masot answered as he took the packet. “May I suggest, messieurs that we go into the parlor and


continue this discussion there?” Rene offered with his right hand extended toward the foyer and the open door of the parlor just beyond. “Commandante, Major Lafon, if you please come with me.”

The three men left the dining room with mumbled words of agreement which faded once they were in the parlor. It left an awkward silence among those standing and seated around the table.

Maria Seville soon dispelled that silence when she said, “Pierre. We have saved you a place at the table.” She indicated an empty chair next to Juliette. “Come, join us.” Then she switched to her broken English. “And you, lieutenant! I am sure that you are all very hungry and there is plenty of food.” Before either of the men could reply she stood and turned to the black servant boy who was standing near the kitchen door and reverted to French. “Maurice! Bring two chairs and set places for the major and lieutenant.”


“Ugh, Madam... I think so...” Turner started to say.

Juliette was just as shocked. “Mére!” She cried at the same


instant.

“Do not argue with me, Juliette! Or you, lieutenant! I simply

will not allow any further disruption to ruin my daughter’s
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birthday celebration.” Maria Seville did not often show anger, but no one could mistake it for anything else when she did. “Now, all of you, please sit down!”

“Madam Seville, I must decline.” Pierre de Tonti replied. “I have urgent matters that I must convey to my father. My dear Juliette, I regret I cannot stay and celebrate the passing of this day. Forgive me, Au revoir!” He added with a slight nod of his head, turned, and departed the room.

“Pierre don’t leave!” Juliette cried out and started to move

away from her chair.

Her mother caught her arm with her firm hand and kept her from running after him. “Let him go, Juliette!” She forcibly said in a hushed voice. “You have other guests to think of.”

Across the table her aunt, Donna Suzette Milian Masot, Maria Seville’s sister and Juliette’s godmother, added her opinion. “Your mére is quite correct, dear. A true lady never chases after a man. It is the man who must do the chasing!”

Juliette abruptly sat down in her chair with an angry pout on her lips and fire in her eyes. She glared a minute at the flowers in the middle of the table then let her gaze shifted around the table. When her eyes reached across the table to the American lieutenant who had claimed the seat nearest the foyer entry, she poured all her anger and frustration into a deadly glare and abruptly looked away. Then she angrily shoved her dessert dish away with a silent vow to ignore him for the rest of her life.

Donna Masot, who had watched Juliette’s reaction, decided to rescue the moment by directing her conversation toward the young American in her excellent English. “Don’t you agree, lieutenant? Forgive an old woman but I did not quite get your name.”

“It’s Turner, Madame. Samuel Edward Turner.”

Maria Seville joined in with a question. “Where are you

from, Lieutenant Turner?”

“I call Boston my home now, Madame Seville, although I once lived in Orleans Territory.” Turner replied automatically, grimaced, and hastily added, “Excuse me, it is now called Louisiana.”


“You were in New Orleans, perhaps?” Donna Masot asked.


“I have been in New Orleans, of course, Madame, but most of my time was in Natchitoches and Donaldsonville.”

Rene Seville led Colonel Masot and Major Lafon back into the dining room as Turner was giving his reply and his answer immediately caught both Rene’s and Colonel Masot’s attention. “Are you perhaps related to Judge Turner, lieutenant?”

Masot asked as he returned to his chair.

“He was my father, sir.” Turner replied as the colonel settled into his chair opposite Juliette.

“He was your father?” Rene chimed in with a hint of surprise in his voice. He was in the act of seating himself in his chair to the left of Juliette’s mother.

“Yes, sir, both he and my mother died of fever a year and a half ago.” Turner replied facing his host and then let his gaze linger on the lovely vision of early womanhood two place- settings down the table. A knot of tension was developing in his chest, and he suddenly became very self-conscious. The dark-haired beauty in the light blue dress with the dazzling white porcelain neck and the generous display of equally white cleavage was making a point of ignoring him.

“I am truly sorry to hear that.” Rene said softly. “I had the honor of meeting him on a few occasions and thought he would make an excellent business partner but, alas, the fever has taken so many!”

Reluctantly, Turner pulled his mind and his eyes from Juliette Seville and onto his host. “Yes, sir, they were both taken at practically the same time. My uncle said they died within one day of each other.”
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“I know that the fever was very bad in New Orleans two years ago, but I thought that it did not travel up the Mississippi River.” Colonel Masot remarked.

“No, sir, it did not. Both father and mother were in New Orleans when the fever arrived.” Turner told them. “My father had been elected to the legislature and it was meeting then. Father had gone there to try and get an education bill presented. That is where they got sick. They managed to get back to the plantation at Donaldsonville but by then it was too late.”

“Did you get the fever, too?” Donna Masot asked.

“No, Madame. No one else in the family got it. I was at West Point then, of course, but my brothers and sisters were home, and they were fine.”

“Are they still in Donaldsonville?” Rene asked.

“No, sir, they are all in Boston now.” Turner answered and looked down at the dish of crabmeat salad that the young black boy had gently placed in front of him.

“Well, I am happy to know that they are well.” Rene said and then addressed everyone at the table in French. “Perhaps we should all give the lieutenant and Major Lafon a few minutes to eat before we pester them with more questions. Maurice, make sure that the carriage driver is brought into the kitchen and given enough to eat. Major, I wonder if you have given any thought as to where you will spend the night.”

“That will not be a problem, Rene,” Colonel Masot answered Lafon. “I have a room available for the major and Lieutenant Garcia is the officer on duty tonight. He will be able to find places for Lieutenant Turner and their driver.” Masot looked over at Major Lafon who had taken a seat across the end of the table from Turner.

“We accept with gratitude, Monsieur Commandante!” Lafon replied with a smile as he picked up a fork and began eating his salad.

April 12, 1813 Spanish Camp on the Dauphin Island Road

Major General James Wilkinson knew that he had been described by many people as possessing a host of characteristics, most of which were of an unkind nature if not even more derogatory. Privately, never publicly, he would admit that some of them were even true. The damning comments were all of a personal nature, coming from individuals who thought they were privy to devastating information regarding his loyalty. All those rumors indicated that Wilkinson could be, or had been, bought by foreign nations. The Spanish Royal court was usually said to be the purchasing party.

As he stood under the awning that shaded the entrance to his tent, General Wilkinson felt a sensation of both satisfaction and relief. Approaching the north end of the camp was the old carriage that he had sent to Mobile the day before. The enlisted driver, Major Lafon and Lieutenant Turner were the only people riding in the back of the carriage and there was a rider-less horse trailing behind it. The leisurely pace of their return indicated good news and now it seemed that Wilkinson could soon put his political enemies far behind him.

In his heart of hearts, he knew that he had been an agent, a well-paid agent, of the Spanish government. Soon, though, that secret would be so safe that no one would ever be able to prove his guilt and, in making it so, he was merely following the orders that Secretary of War John Anderson had sent him.

Thirty-eight years had passed since the day in 1775 when, as a boy of eighteen, he had joined the Continental Army. That was during the early months of the American Revolution. Having a knack for attaching himself to people of wealth and influence, he had enjoyed a meteoric rise to become a very young lieutenant colonel before being bogged down in the overwhelming task of
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clothing an army on a practically non-existent budget. Then, in 1791, following a successful performance during the early stages of General St. Clair’s ill-fated thrust into the wilds of northwestern Ohio, he was appointed as the Lieutenant Colonel- Commandant of the Second Regiment of United States Infantry. The recovery from that year’s failed campaign against hostile Indians soon brought him an appointment as a brigadier general in the rebuilt United States Army.

Four more years of competent performance in garrison and in the field followed. Those years were marred by controversies, petty jealousies, and his efforts to disguise his Spanish involvement but he was lucky, and nothing was proven. The un-expected death of Major General “Mad Antony” Wayne, a nickname for the man he had helped create, placed Wilkinson in command of the nation’s entire military establishment for a short time. Since then, he had bounced in and out of the commanding general’s position, had been one of the commissioners that took possession of New Orleans and supervised the possession of all the Louisiana Purchase, and had served as the first governor of the Louisiana Territory. Along the way he had sent out more than one military exploration mission, had completed the survey of the Natchez Trace, had engaged in treaty talks and negotiated agreements with more than one Indian Nation, had worked out an informal boundary agreement between the United States and what had since become the independent nation of Mexico, had been involved in the apprehension and trial of former vice- president Aaron Burr, and had separated the Spanish from even more of their gold.

Through it all and with his court-martial included, he had maintained a solid record of accomplishment. Even his enemies admitted that. He knew the length and breadth of the country better than any other man alive and had served four successive United States presidents and every secretary of war since 1775. Now, he was in the process of completing yet another assignment

which was sure to bring him even more laurels. With that done, how could anyone ever accuse him of betraying his own nation? Lieutenant Turner was sitting beside Major Lafon in the back of the carriage and could plainly see Wilkinson standing with one hand on the open flap of his marquee tent watching as the carriage rolled past the camp’s perimeter sentry and waiting with a smug expression on his face. When the carriage stopped Lafon heavily stepped to the ground and looked to see if Turner

was following.

“I’ll be just a minute, major.” Turner said after he stepped down and then addressed the driver. “Take care of these horses, Riley, then see about getting some grease on these wheel axles. I’m sure this old thing will be needed again.” Major Lafon had already begun making a verbal report to General Wilkinson when Turner joined them.

Appearing agitated, Wilkinson hurriedly returned Turner’s salute and at the same time asked, “What is this nonsense about rations, major?”

“It was claimed that they do not have any field rations, General. Colonel Masot says that they cannot leave Fort Conde for more than a day because they do not have any food stores. If we give them field rations, then they could leave.” Lafon explained and looked to Turner for support.

“Sir, I believe the major is correct.” Turner added. “I am positive that the Spanish colonel was telling us the truth when he said they live day-to-day off the village market. I got the same impression from Lieutenant Garcia last night.”

“I see. Well, we can deal with that I suppose.” Wilkinson replied.

“There also seems to be a problem over our demand for their immediate departure, sir.” Lafon said. “That colonel...what’s his name, Turner?”


“Masot, sir”
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“Yes, this Colonel Masot claims that it will take him several weeks to get enough berthing space on a ship for all his men and equipment.”

“No, by thunder, that is not acceptable! I want them evicted immediately, today, if possible! I’ve gone through this nonsense before. That was back when we took possession of New Orleans. Your father was with me then, Turner. I’m sure he told you how long it took us to be rid of them.”

“He said it was about four months, general”

“It was that and then some! If I remember right, we had to feed them the entire time, too! No! We have to get rid of them as soon as possible.” Wilkinson walked over to his portable desk and stared at the papers sitting on top of it. After a pause he glanced back up at Lafon and then at Turner. “Lieutenant, will you kindly find Commodore Shaw and ask him to join us.”

April 13, 1813 Maison de Seville

Rue de Conti in Mobile

Usually, Juliette tried to make a habit each morning of strolling to Mobile’s esplanade and through the village market which was spread along its far side but for the last few days she had stayed home. The disruption of her birthday party several nights previous and the abrupt manner Pierre used to disregard her feelings, left her angry and strangely reclusive. She had not ventured outside of her home since. Instead, she settled herself by her sewing basket and kept her hands busy. Her mind was racing at an even faster pace. Initially she concentrated on plotting various ways that she would repay Pierre for his inattention, but her mind wandered to the strange American who had taken Pierre’s place at the table that night. The man had not said a single word to her during the entire time he was in her house, but Juliette knew that he had not ignored her. Whenever

she glanced his way, she found his eyes fixed upon her and there was something in those eyes, something so arousing, so thrilling that it summoned a frightening physical response from deep within her being. It was unlike anything she had ever felt before. While she told everyone in the house that she was staying inside until Pierre apologized, she secretly knew that she was avoiding another encounter with that silent American. For the last two nights, when she was safely wrapped in the warmth of her own featherbed, his face was the last image that appeared before she drifted off to sleep. Somehow, on both nights, his face became mingled into dreams. The first night the dream was hazy and short but the one on the second night was sharp, vivid, and so erotic that she woke in the middle of the night covered in sweat. After a sip of water, she fell asleep again to find herself gliding through a dark forest of trees with him beside her, riding

a dark horse and keeping steadily at her side.

She woke late and took the entire morning getting clean and dressed and only appeared to the rest of the household in time for lunch. Afterward, she returned to her room and the embroidery that she started months earlier. Just as she settled into the task, she became aware of a strange and distant sound. It came to her ear more as a faint vibration but quickly the sound grew louder, and she identified it as a beating drum. It soon grew to be more than one drum and was accompanied by a weird crunching sound. What had to be drums was then accompanied by the higher pitched squeal of fifes, all of which grew louder as several minutes passed. Finally, the noise pulled her out of her chair and to the open doors of the second-floor veranda. She stopped by one of the dormer columns that reached to the roof and used it as a support as she leaned out, peering westward along Rue de Dauphin as far as the trees would allow. The sharp sounds of the fifes and drums, together with what had to be the crunching impact of booted feet on the dusty surface of Rue de Dauphin, was coming closer and closer. Then
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she saw something dark blue with blotches of red and white flashing amid the tree foliage. Suddenly, four horses bearing riders appeared from behind the trees. Three of the men were clothed in blue trimmed with yellow and red while the fourth rider was wearing a brown coat and tan colored pants. Seconds later a line of red-jacketed drummers, all marching abreast, appeared behind the horsemen. Then there was a second line of red-jacketed fifes and behind them were four more drummers. Next came two men, dressed in white military uniforms and holding aloft two flags, one flag was a dark blue color with a bird symbol and the other a light yellow. Next appeared a four- man rank of white dressed soldiers and then came row after row after row of more soldiers, marching steadily with their muskets to their shoulders.

Juliette did not try to count them and instead pulled herself back from the edge of the veranda and shifted her gaze to examine the riders. They were turning the corner onto Rue de Conti and coming past the front of the house. Suddenly, the one closest to the house and slightly behind the other three swept his hat off his head and gave her an exaggerated bow.

It was HIM! The American lieutenant!

Juliette’s hand instinctively covered the gasp that escaped her open mouth. Then she saw that his gesture had been noticed by the soldiers now marching past. Lots of up-turned eyes and smiles responded to the vision of her watching them from the second-floor railing. Suddenly self-conscious, Juliette hurried further back into her room.

She hesitated briefly before grabbing her bonnet and a small handbag and rushed to the back stairs. She went outside through the kitchen without anyone noticing her departure and took the pathway passed the privy out to the servant walkway. That well- beaten path opened onto Rue de Conception and from there she made her way toward the esplanade by paralleling Rue de Conti.

She took her usual route to the village bakery which was half a square from the front gate of Fort Conde.

A small group of curious villagers was gathering in front of the bakery when Juliette reached the corner of the building and she slipped into the middle of it unnoticed by any one she knew. While partially hidden, she was able to see that the marching American soldiers were stopping a short distance from the fort’s open gates and reforming themselves into long lines that covered the breadth of the esplanade. As line after line was formed, one behind the other, she became aware of a growing buzz of hushed concern amongst the people in her crowd of spectators. She could clearly see the apprehension and alarm on the faces of the Spanish sentries posted in front of the open gates.

When the American soldiers finished forming themselves a mounted rider, an overweight one in the brown coat, rode from around the far end of the esplanade and moved toward the Fort Conde gate. Juliette recognized him as one of the same men who had been at her house. When he was about twenty paces from the gate, he stopped his horse, awkwardly dismounted, and started walking toward the nearest sentry. At the same time Juliette saw Lieutenant Don Alejandro Morrison, one of the three Spanish officers of the Fort Conde garrison, appear in the open gate and start walking to the sentry. Both officers reached the sentry at the same instant which brought the enlisted sentry to stand at attention with his musket raised in salute.

Juliette could not hear what was said but something prompted Lieutenant Morrison to salute, which the American seemed to awkwardly return, and then the American passed a folded paper to Morrison. After another exchange of salutes Morrison and the sentry withdrew back to the center of the open gate. The sentry stayed there while Morrison disappeared. The American remained standing in the same spot and calmly took
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what looked like an unlit pipe from inside his coat. He seemed content to clamp it in his teeth as he waited.

Minutes passed and Juliette was about to leave when Lieutenant Morrison reappeared at the gate and walked to the waiting American. There was another exchange of salutes and more words then the two men began walking toward the three mounted officers that were standing in front of the American army lines. More salutes were exchanged amid another flurry of indistinguishable words. Abruptly, the mounted officers pulled their horses around to face the lines of Americans. Commands were shouted, the drums and fifes began playing music again and the lines of soldiers began to break into groups of four abreast and start marching off the esplanade.

Juliette felt totally mystified as to what had just happened and was so caught up in watching the Americans begin moving back along Rue de Conti that she did not see Lieutenant Turner approach her from behind.

“Mademoiselle
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