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When Belle Boyd, the Rebel
Spy, learned of a plot to organize the Southern States in an
attempt to secede from the Union, she faced a problem. During the
War Between the States, she had rendered loyal service to Dixie. At
its end, she had taken the oath of allegiance to
the Union and was now a trusted member of the
U.S. Secret Service.

Any clash of loyalties was
averted when the Frenchman, a leader of the Brotherhood for
Southron Freedom, caused the deaths of two of Belle’s friends. The
Rebel Spy swore that she would avenge them...

Even if it had to smash the
Brotherhood to do it!
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For Richard and David of
Replica Models (UK) Ltd., whose Winchesters, Colts, Thompson and
Smith & Wessons, and not forgetting the Remington Double
Derringers, have won many a gun battle for me.


 


 


Publisher’s Note:

As with other books in this series, the
author uses characters’ native dialect to bring that person to
life. Whether they speak French, Irish, American English or English
itself, he uses vernacular language to impart this.

Therefore when Scottish characters use words
such as “richt” instead of “right”; “laird” for “lord”; “oopstairs”
for “upstairs”; “haim” for “home”; “ain” for “own”; “gude sores”
for “good sirs” and “wha” for “who” plus many other phrases, please
bear in mind that these are not spelling/OCR mistakes.












TO ARMS! TO ARMS, IN DIXIE!

Author’s note:

In answer to numerous
requests I have received, here are the words which General Albert
Pike, C.S.A., put to Daniel D. Emmet’s minstrel song
“Dixie”.

 


Southrons, hear your country call
you,

Up, lest worse than death befall
you,

To arms! To arms! To arms, in
Dixie!

See the beacon fires are
lighted,

Let Southron hearts now be
united,

To arms! To arms! To arms, in
Dixie!

Chorus:

Advance the flag of Dixie! Hurrah!
Hurrah!

For Dixie’s land we take our stand and
live or die for Dixie,

To arms! To arms! We’ll fight the
world for Dixie!

To arms! To arms! We’ll fight or die
for Dixie!

 


Hear the Northern thunders
mutter,

Yankee flags in South winds
flutter,

To arms!
etc.

Send them back your fierce
defiance,

Stamp on that accursed
alliance,

To arms!
etc.

 


Chorus:

Fear no danger, shun no
labor,

Take up rifle, pistol,
saber,

To arms!
etc.

Shoulder pressing close to
shoulder,

Let the odds make each
heart bolder,

To arms!
etc.

 


Chorus:

How the Southland’s heart
rejoices,

To the sound of loyal
voices,

To arms!
etc.

For faith betrayed and pledges
broken,

Wrongs inflicted, insults
spoken,

To arms!
etc.

 


Chorus:

Strong as lions, swift as
eagles,

Back to their kennels chase those
beagles,

To arms!
etc.

Cut the unequal bonds
asunder,

Let Yankees hence each
other plunder,

To arms!
etc.

 


Chorus:

Swear upon the Southland’s
altar,

Never to submit or falter,

To arms!
etc.

Until the Lord’s work is
completed,

And the spoilers are
defeated,

To arms! To arms! To arms, in
Dixie!







 


One – This Is Reconstruction

Raising his open, empty right hand
with its palm turned forward, high above his white-turbanned head,
Sabot the Mysterious paused in an impressively dramatic manner.
From the orchestra’s pit, a deep, continuous rolling of the drums
gave a warning that something special—possibly even the high spot
of the evening’s entertainment—was about to happen.

Clearly the audience
deduced the required message from Sabot’s attitude and the sound of
the drums. Although his assistant—a beautiful, voluptuous brunette
who wore the type of flimsy, revealing garments expected of a girl
who had been ‘rescued from a life of sin in the Sultan of Tripoli’s
harem’—and a committee comprising of three men and an elderly woman
shared the stage with him, the magician alone held the watchers’
attention. Which was, of course, how it should be.

Stocky, of medium height,
Sabot’s sallow face sported spike-tipped mustachios and a
sharp-pointed chin beard which combined to suggest foreign birth
and upbringing. Nor did his Occidental black evening suit, frilly
bosomed white silk shirt and flowing scarlet silk cravat lessen the
impression of the mysterious Orient created by his features and
jewel-emblazoned turban.

Pausing to permit his audience’s
anticipation to build even higher, Sabot found himself pondering
upon the possible cause of the vague, uneasy sensation that was
eating at him. Something was wrong and, try as he might, he could
not decide what it was.

Of course, even such an experienced
performer as the magician might have been excused if he should feel
perturbed under the prevailing conditions. Yet Sabot felt sure that
his lack of ease was stemming out of another, more subtly
disturbing influence. Unless he missed his guess, the cause of his
concern had evolved out of something he had seen—or failed to see
properly—since coming on to the stage. It did not, he believed,
come from the wings or down in the well-filled
auditorium.

That meant the sensation had its
source in the committee, if indeed it existed at all.

Instinctively, if covertly, Sabot was
watching the committee to make sure that their attention stayed on
him and did not wander to the wings, where they might see something
that should remain unobserved until the correct moment. He failed
to detect any hint of what might be disturbing him. The three men
were of the type who could be expected to come out of any audience.
Prosperous-looking town-dwellers, they were clearly enjoying their
active participation in the show and the proximity of the scantily
attired Princess Selima Baba Nothing about such a commonplace trio
could be responsible for his uneasy sensation, of that he felt
certain.

Which left the woman as a
possible suspect; and she appeared to be an even less likely
candidate than the men. Tall, or she had been before age had bent
her shoulders, and slenderly built, she had a face that was heavily
powdered in a not too successful attempt to conceal its lines and
wrinkles. For all that, in its day it could have been very
beautiful. Drawn back in a tight bun, her dry, lifeless-looking
gray hair supported an ancient, curly brimmed, flower-decorated
black hat. She wore a shapeless, stiff dark gray Balmoral skirt
that had been designed for a more bulky figure. Its matching
paletot coat had long sleeves and was buttoned from the neck
downwards like a military tunic. Black lace mitts covered
sufficient of her hands and fingers to prevent her marital status
from being revealed. She gripped an ancient vanity bag in both
hands, nursing it protectively on her lap. Earlier, in the course
of a trick, Sabot had produced a watch belonging to one of the male
members of the committee from her bag and had seen all its meager
contents. Since then, she had sat clutching it tightly as if she
feared that other, more incriminating items, might be plucked from
it.

Sabot allowed his gaze to
linger briefly upon the woman. Going by her appearance, it seemed
strange that she should have consented to come on to the stage.
There was an air of faded gentility and respectability about her
which hinted that she had known better, more affluent days, yet did
not lend itself to exhibitionist tendencies. Her kind usually shied
well away from actions which might be construed as making a public
display of themselves. Yet she had been one of the first to rise,
when Sabot had made his usual request for a committee to scrutinize
his tricks at close quarters and try to explain away how each was
performed.

Diverting his glance, Sabot darted a
scowl at his assistant. Although shapely and visually attractive in
her ‘harem’ costume, Selima left a lot to be desired in the way she
performed her duties. A more astute member of the act would have
evaded the woman’s offer to join the committee, especially under
the circumstances. Even in normal conditions, such a person would
not have been a good choice. Knowing the woman’s type, the audience
might believe that she was a shill in his employ and not a genuine
patron of the performance. However, he consoled himself, his
present audience should have small cause for complaint even if she
had been a shill.

The Grand Palace Theater
at Shreveport, Louisiana, was packed to capacity that night. Its
patrons formed much the same general cross-section of the
population as had attended the other performances during Sabot’s
ten-day engagement. Being a major stopping point on the Red River,
drawing custom and profit from the north- and south-bound traffic,
the town had thrown off most of the poverty left in the wake of the
War Between the States. Sufficiently so for theater going to have
returned, as a regular diversion, to a level where it was
profitable for performers of Sabot’s standing and importance to
include the Grand Palace in their itineraries.

Not that tonight’s show
would be profitable in a monetary sense. Out of gratitude for the
excellent attendances during his stay, Sabot had offered to donate
one final appearance—before moving north to Mooringsport on the
riverboat Texarkana Belle
at midnight and commencing a tour of Texas’s
towns—without charge to all such members of the late Confederate
States’ Army and Navy as might care to attend.

In view of the local
situation with regard to the United States’ Army, especially that
section of it based on the outskirts of town, the offer might have
been considered—to say the least—tactless and ill advised. However,
the camp’s commanding officer, Lieutenant Colonel Szigo—a bitter,
disappointed man whose dislike of the South and Southrons showed in
his clinging to the outmoded title of garrison—had had no cause for
complaint over the magician’s apparent discrimination. On the night
after his arrival in Shreveport, Sabot had donated an equally
profitless performance for the men under Szigo’s
command.

Such apparent favoritism
might have cost Sabot dearly by alienating him from the civilian
population of Shreveport, who had had little reason to hold
friendly feelings for the soldiers. That it had not was a tribute
to his smooth talking and knowledge of human nature. In a statement
to the Shreveport Herald-Times,
concerning his generosity to the ‘Yankees’, he
had pointed out that the War ended back in ‘Sixty-Five and how many
a gallant ex-Rebel now wore the blue uniform of the United States’
Army. That might have had little effect in a town where the senior
Army officer insisted on speaking of his command as a ‘garrison’,
with all its connotations of the recently ended Reconstruction
period. However, Sabot had gone on to declare that he believed the
citizens of Shreveport were sufficiently fair- and open-minded not
to hold the soldiers’ free performance against him. In a less
enlightened and forward-looking community, he had continued, he
would not have dared to make such a gesture, but felt certain that
he could do so in Shreveport.

Faced with such a comment, the
citizens’ civic pride had compelled them to lay aside any
objections they might have wished to express. Some of the more
responsible members of the community had even hoped that, as a
result of the free shows, a better and more friendly relationship
with the Army might be forthcoming.

Certainly Colonel Szigo
had shown an eagerness to improve matters which he had not
previously displayed. Despite the general consensus of public
opinion, he had raised no objections to the show for the ex-Rebels.
In fact, he had even gone so far as to make what amounted to a
gesture of good will. To ensure that there would be no incidents or
open clashes between his soldiers and the local population—which
had been an all too regular occurrence in the past—he had placed
the whole town off limits to all military personnel on the evening
of the civilians’ free performance.

How much of that sensible
decision had been influenced by Sabot, only Colonel Szigo and the
magician could have said. Throughout his show’s stay in Shreveport
Sabot had worked hard to win the confidence of the Army’s officers
and the town’s leading, most respected citizens. Judging by Szigo’s
response—and the presence of those same citizens in the audience—he
had met with some success in his endeavors.

The rolling of the drums
ended without Sabot having reached any conclusion as to why he was
experiencing the uneasy sensation. In the breathless hush that
followed, Selima undulated her way to the garishly colored and
decorated prop box. From it, she lifted an inflated red balloon.
Exhibiting the balloon prominently to the audience, she tossed it
into the air.

Rotating his raised wrist,
so that he displayed both sides of it, Sabot plucked a shining,
nickel-plated Remington Double Derringer apparently out of thin
air. All in the same motion, he aimed upwards and fired. Hit by the
charge of minute birdshot, with which he had replaced the usual
solid lead ball of the pistol’s .41 rimfire cartridge, the balloon
disintegrated in a violent puff of bright red smoke.

At which point, before the sense of
anticlimax could start to creep home on the audience, the evening’s
previously harmless, enjoyable entertainment began to take on a
very serious, even alarming, note.

Coinciding with the
explosion of the balloon, four large portraits unrolled from where
they had been suspended, concealed by the upper fringes of the
stage’s decorative curtaining. The sight of them, or rather a
realization of the subjects which they represented, brought a
startled, concerted gasp from the people seated at the various
tables in the auditorium.

The first portrait on the
right depicted a background of burning houses and crops stretching
off towards the horizon. In the foreground was an excellent
likeness of the Federal Army’s General William Tecumseh Sherman,
wearing a dark blue dress uniform and holding a flaming torch. In a
speech balloon, he was ordering his brutal and clearly delighted
soldiers to, ‘Loot and burn all you want, men. I’ll see that you’re
not punished for it.’

Having as its background
the sidewalk outside the First National Bank of New Orleans, the
front of which was clearly named, the second painting showed the
Union’s General Benjamin F. Butler emerging from the broken-open
main entrance. Grasping a large sack labeled ‘Bank Deposits’, he
was exhorting villainously featured Yankee enlisted men—who were
engaged in tearing the clothes from a well-dressed, terrified woman
and two young girls—to, ‘Go to it, men. Treat all their women like
common whores!’

On the third poster, in
front of scenes of Union soldiers torturing Confederate prisoners,
General Smethurst gloatingly supervised the crew of a Gatling gun
as they fired at a group of bound and gagged victims in one of the
prisoner-of-war camps which he had commanded. He was complaining,
‘I wish I had more of these Secessionist scum to test the gun
on!’

The final portrait was
more recent in its text. Topped by a large, printed message in
glaring red ink which read, ‘THIS IS RECONSTRUCTION!’, it
illustrated a mob of drunken Negroes wrecking and looting a general
store. In the foreground, a burly, vicious-looking blue-clad
sergeant was using the butt of his rifle to club down the white,
civilian owner of the store and warning, ‘You aren’t allowed to
stop them robbing you, Johnny Reb, they’re black!’

If the subject matter of the four
paintings had been intended as a joke, it fell remarkably flat.
More than that; in view of the local situation with regards to the
Army, they might be considered more than tactless reminders of the
past and could be dangerous. However, the surprises of the evening
had not ended.

Almost before the
portraits had completely unrolled from their places of concealment,
a figure grasping a twin-barreled, ten-gauge sawed-off shotgun
appeared at each of the four exits. They wore plain-colored, almost
nondescript suits devoid of any identifying features. The desire
for anonymity was carried even further. Each of them wore a black
mask, suspended from the brim of his hat to below the level of his
chin, which effectively concealed his face.

From their positions on
the stage, the committee was unable to see the fronts of the
portraits. They could, however, tell by the reactions of the
audience and the appearance of the masked men that something far
out of the ordinary was happening. Then they had further cause for
alarm, and much closer to hand.

Three more masked men walked from the
left side wings. Only one, the bulkiest if not tallest, was openly
armed. He too carried a sawed-off shotgun. By his clothing, which
matched that of the watchers at the exits, he was of inferior
social standing to his empty-handed companions. One of them was
taller than the armed man, although slighter in build. The other
was something over medium height, well-made and carried himself
with a brash, straight-backed swagger seen mainly amongst arrogant,
rank-conscious Army officers. Their attire was that of wealthy
gentlemen attending an informal, yet important, social gathering
with their equals.

Showing symptoms of alarm, the three
male members of the committee rose hurriedly from their chairs. The
woman also came to her feet, moving with considerable speed for one
of her age. Darting a glance towards the intruders as they
approached, she made as if to move towards the front of the
stage.

‘No sudden moves,
fellers!’ warned the bulkiest of the trio, gesturing with his
shotgun and employing a tone in keeping with his clothing. ‘Just
sit down a spell and nobody’ll get hurt.’

From his perplexed expression, Sabot
had been completely taken aback by the unexpected turn of events.
His whole being left an impression that he had no idea what was
going on. Then the burly man’s growled-out words seemed to jolt him
out of his state of shock and aroused an instinct to protest.
Bracing back his shoulders, he stalked grimly towards the masked
intruders.

‘How dare you come in
here,’ the magician demanded, bristling with righteous indignation,
‘interrupting my perform—’

Striding by his better-dressed
companions, the burly man snapped around his shotgun with
casual-seeming, yet trained precision. Its butt thudded against the
side of Sabot’s jaw and knocked him staggering to sprawl on to the
floor at the rear of the stage. As the magician collapsed in a
huddled heap upon his hands and knees, a rumble of protest rose
from the audience. Immediately, the men at the exits elevated their
weapons to a greater position of readiness. It seemed likely that
the people in the auditorium would rush the intruders and avenge
their benefactor.

‘That’s for you, you
Yankee-loving son-of-a-bitch!’ bellowed Sabot’s assailant, in a
voice that carried above the protests of the audience. ‘Anybody’s
foot-licks to the blue-bellies like you do deserves anything he
gets from a loyal Southron.’

Backed by the very real,
deadly menace of the shotguns at the exits, the man’s statement
served to quieten down the expressions of disapproval. His words
recalled certain feelings many of the audience had harbored
concerning Sabot’s friendship with the disliked blue-bellies.
Remembering, they were less inclined to take active measures to
avenge his injuries. Especially when doing so might result in death
or injury for many of themselves. At least, they would not make the
attempt without another, stronger and more personal reason for
doing it.

Inadvertently, the female member of
the committee suggested just such a reason.

‘Wha-what do you want?’
she shrilled, clutching even tighter at her vanity bag and
displaying far greater alarm or concern than Princess Selima Baba
was showing. ‘If this is a robbery—’

Again the menacing
rumblings crept through the audience. Men who would have hesitated
to take action on behalf of a ‘Yankee-lover’ were prepared to be
defiant in defense of their property.



 


Two – You Won’t Stop Me Leaving

Clearly the taller of the unarmed
intruders on the stage did not underestimate the potential danger
to his party that had been caused by the elderly woman’s
suggestion. The mask he wore concealed whatever expression might be
on his face, but his whole attitude was one of quiet reassurance as
he swung in her direction.

‘Calm yourself, ma’am,’
the man requested politely. His voice was that of a well-educated
Southron gentleman. ‘I assure you that we have not come here to
commit a robbery.’ Turning from the woman, he faced the audience
and raised his arms in a signal for silence. ‘Please remain seated,
ladies and gentlemen. There is no cause for alarm. You have my word
that we mean no harm to any of you.’

Such was the apparent
honesty in the man’s tone that the audience started to relax once
more. Even the most unthinking of them realized that outlaws would
hardly go to so much trouble to commit a crime that would yield
only small returns. The loot that they might hope to gather would
hardly justify the risks.

To strengthen the point made by their
spokesman, the watchers at the exits relaxed. The shotguns sank to
point at the floor, implying that their wielders no longer felt a
need to remain vigilant. Natural curiosity caused the men and women
at the tables to settle down and await further
developments.

‘You there, shameless
foreign woman!’ barked the second of the weaponless newcomers, in a
hard, commanding voice that had traces of a well-educated Southern
accent. ‘Go over and attend to your master.’

‘Sure thing, mister,’
Selima answered, with a remarkably American-sounding voice
considering that she had been ‘rescued from a life of sin in the
Sultan of Tripoli’s harem’. ‘Anything you say.’

Crossing the stage with
the same sensually jaunty, hip-rolling gait that had graced all her
movements—drawing numerous lascivious glances from the men on the
committee and causing the elderly woman to deliver almost as many
disapproving glares—the girl halted and bent over her employer. She
did this in a manner which prominently displayed the full
curvaceous quality of her buttocks under their flimsy pantaloons.
Nothing in her posture and behavior implied that she harbored fears
for her own safety, nor concern over her employer’s possible
injuries. Rather she comported herself with the air of one who was
playing a well-rehearsed scene from a melodrama—but was playing it
remarkably badly.

Watching the way in which Selima
carried out his companion’s order, the taller of the unarmed pair
made a gesture that might have indicated annoyance. It almost
appeared, to at least one observer, that he took exception to the
brunette’s too casual acceptance of what should have been an
alarming and unprecedented sequence of events. However, he made no
comment on the matter. Instead, he returned his attention to the
restlessly moving audience.

‘Ladies and gentlemen!’
the tall man boomed out, his words reaching every corner of the
auditorium. ‘You are all probably wondering why my companions and I
have seen fit to intrude upon your evening’s entertainment in such
a manner. This charming lady’—he indicated the elderly woman as she
sat staring intently at him and bowed slightly in her
direction—‘suggested that we might be contemplating a robbery. That
is not so. Instead of taking from you, we hope that we may be able
to help you regain something that we have all lost. We want to give
you back your—FREEDOM!’

An excited, yet also disturbed rustle
of conversation arose amongst the audience, swelling louder in the
dramatic pause which followed the speaker’s final shouted word.
Most of Sabot’s guests were aware that, taken with the four
dangling portraits, the speech they had heard carried serious,
dangerous implications. The civil law enforcement authorities and,
more particularly, the local Army commander might easily call it
treason.

Despite their understanding, the men
in the audience hesitated. As usual in times of stress, or when
faced with a situation completely out of the ordinary, the majority
were waiting for guidance on how to act. They were also hoping that
somebody else in their number would accept the responsibility of
becoming their leader.

Aware of how a crowd’s mentality
worked, the spokesman of the intruders scanned the auditorium. He
saw a figure stand up at the table reserved for the most important
members of the audience.

‘You have a question,
sir?’ the masked man inquired amiably, pointing in the other’s
direction.

‘No, sir,’ replied the man
from the audience. ‘I intend to leave.’

Instantly every eye
focused upon the speaker. Tall, slim, in his early fifties, he
dressed fashionably and in perfect taste. His whole appearance
hinted at military training and self-confidence. Most of the
audience recognized him as Colonel Alburgh Winslow,
attorney-at-law, a member of the Louisiana State’s Legislature and
owner of the Shreveport
Herald-Times, Well-liked, respected as a
pillar of the community, the people in the auditorium figured that
his lead in the affair would be worth following.

So the rest of the audience sat back
and waited to see what the masked men’s response would be. And,
more important, to discover how Colonel Winslow would react if his
intention of leaving should be opposed.

‘You served in the Army of
the Confederate States, sir?’ asked the spokesman of the intruders,
in flat, impersonal, but neither threatening nor angry
tones.

‘I had the honor to
command the 6th Louisiana Rifles under General Braxton Bragg, sir,’
Winslow answered, returning politeness with civility. ‘But I have
also taken the oath of allegiance to the Union—’

‘That was your right,
sir,’ the spokesman conceded courteously. ‘Most of us present took
it in good faith and the belief that the Yankees would honor their
side of it.’

‘They sure as hell didn’t
do that!’ bawled a male voice from the rear of the auditorium and a
mumble of concurrence rose from his area.

‘You are free to leave,
sir, if you so wish it,’ the masked spokesman stated, when the
hubbub had died away. ‘All I ask is that you will give me your word
as a Southern gentleman that you will not speak of what is
happening here before tomorrow morning at the earliest.’

‘You won’t stop me leaving
if I do?’ Winslow asked.

‘Your
word will be sufficient guarantee for us, sir,’ replied the
spokesman. ‘We’ve no intention of stopping
anybody leaving. All we
need from those who go is an assurance that they will do nothing to
prevent the rest of us from continuing with this
meeting.’

There was a shuffling of feet, but
still nobody showed any inclination of accepting the offer to
depart. They were still awaiting Winslow’s lead.

‘I’ll go
further,’ the shorter of the unarmed intruders went on, drawing the
elderly woman’s gaze to him until she seemed to be hanging on to
his every word. Through the slits in his mask, his eyes raked the
six prominent citizens who shared Winslow’s table.
‘We, all of us in this room, would prefer those who aren’t loyal to
the South to leave immediately.’

‘Let the gentleman pass
there,’ the spokesman ordered the guard nearest to Winslow. ‘Let
anybody pass who wants to—’

‘Thank you, sir,’ Winslow
drawled, after a moment’s thought. ‘I’ll stay and hear you
out.’

Taken with the second man’s comment on
loyalty to the South, Winslow’s refusal to accept the offer to
depart brought to an end the muttering and inclinations amongst the
other patrons who had intended to leave. They were mostly
businessmen who had regained some measure of their prosperity after
being impoverished by the War. Some drew an appreciable amount of
their business from the Army, so had no desire to take a part in
what Colonel Szigo would certainly regard as a treasonable
assembly. On the other hand, they had no wish to label themselves
as disloyal to the Southern States. That could be just as damaging,
perhaps even more so, to their local business prospects. So they
concluded that they would accept Winslow’s guidance and remain.
Later, if necessary, they could disclaim any association with the
sentiments expressed by the intruders.

Assisted by Selima, Sabot
the Mysterious dragged himself erect. Leaning on the girl’s
shoulder, with a trickle of blood running from the corner of his
mouth, he scowled at his assailant. Jerking a thumb contemptuously
in the magician’s direction, the spokesman instructed his armed
companion to remove the Yankee-loving trash and attend to his
injury. Going over, the burly man herded Selima and Sabot into the
wings and beyond the audience’s range of vision. The couple went
without protest. Any concern the guests might have felt was
lessened by the reminder of Sabot’s ‘Yankee-loving’ tendencies and
the thought that his hurts would receive attention.

‘Ma’am, gentlemen,’ the
masked spokesman said, drawing the elderly woman’s gaze from the
departing magician, girl and their escort. ‘Perhaps you would
oblige me by returning to your seats in the auditorium?’

‘We sure will, mister,’
confirmed one of the male members of the committee, rising with
alacrity.

Sharing their companion’s desire to be
disassociated with the masked intruders, the other two men showed
an equal haste to quit the stage. Although she flashed another
quick look at where Sabot’s party had disappeared into the wings,
the elderly woman wasted no time in following the three
citizens.

With the stage cleared of all but
himself and his smaller companion, the tall, imposing, masked
figure commenced a carefully thought out and excellently delivered
speech. He started by reminding the audience that, from the
earliest days of its conception, the United States had agreed upon
one certain matter of policy. If any State should feel that its
policies and domestic arrangements were not in keeping with the
remainder, or that the Federal Government’s decisions were against
its best interests, it had the inalienable right to secede,
withdraw, from the Union.

‘This is
the right that the people up North refused to grant us,’ the man went
on, his voice throbbing with emotion. ‘They begrudged us our
heritage, envied our way of life and culture. But they wanted to
keep right on digging their grasping Yankee hands into our pockets.
They didn’t want the Southern States, but they did want the money
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