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Mystic Port, an old and historic New England seaport town, was settled in the late 1700’s by a group of strong-willed and courageous French colonists who fled their beloved France during the horrors of the years-long French Revolution. America had already won their independence, and settlements were popping up all over the coast of New England. These French settlers yearned for the freedoms the colonists from America had so gallantly fought for and ultimately won. Many, just wanted to escape their war-ravaged country and start their lives anew in a place where they could flourish, raise their families, and worship as they pleased. The French Revolution was marked by extreme repression, executions, and massacres ordered by the government that resulted in a significant and catastrophic loss of life. Many were lucky to have escaped from France with their lives.

During the upheaval and revolution in France, a young French woman by the name of Monique Garnier was hoping to be able to flee from France. She had lost both her brothers in a skirmish with some revolutionary government soldiers and now feared for her own life. A friend of her deceased brothers told her to get out of France while she still could, as things were only going to get worse. She was hoping to be able to get passage to America on the ship Liberté. 

The grueling journey had taken her nearly a month after fleeing Vendres to finally reach Port Collioure, and thankfully, just in time as the ship was due to deport the following day. Part of her journey had been on foot, and part in a carriage owned by a wealthy aristocrat, who was by no means a gentleman. He suffered a massive coronary and died while trying to seduce Monique, a woman young enough to be his daughter. Claude Benoit’s driver, Pierre DuPont, buried his boss by the side of the road, and by the grace of God, took pity on poor Monique. He drove her the rest of the way to Collioure and gave her Benoit’s purse so she’d have enough money to pay for her passage to America. 

Thankfully, when she reached the shipyard in Collioure, there were many other French citizens there, families and some others traveling alone. A young Frenchmen asked if he could be of assistance to Monique. As it turned out, he was also waiting in line to pay for passage on the ship Liberte to Boston. After Monique paid the fare, the couple parted company, as they would be in different quarters on the ship. She thanked him for his kindness.

As harrowing as her trip to Collioure had been, the voyage was even more dreadful, as the weather was awful and the sea churned angrily much of the time. The conditions on board the ship were best described as ghastly. Poor Monique could not imagine living in the abhorrent conditions for even a day, let alone the months it would take to cross the Atlantic and arrive in Boston in America. She ended up spending most of her time below deck retching. She was seriously wondering if this decision to sail to America had been a terrible mistake. 

The nights were the worst. It was almost impossible to sleep and Monique was only able to do so when she was so tired that she passed out due to sheer exhaustion. There were also others who were ill, and the stench beneath deck was becoming intolerable. Monique became quite depressed. She was beginning to wonder whether  she’d survive long enough to make it America. 

Thankfully, the kind, young man she met before the ship set sail, named Jean-Claude Beaudicort, befriended Monique and quite possibly saved her life. Monique, unable to take much food during the first part of the voyage, was weak and becoming despondent. Jean-Claude would visit her almost everyday and he looked after her, making sure she had enough water to drink. He would engage her in conversation to keep her mind off the terrible conditions in the quarters she shared with other passengers. After several weeks of Jean-Claude caring for her, Monique was finally able to take some food, and became strong enough to be escorted on short walks on the deck with him in the mornings. The sea finally calmed and two and a half long months later, the ship Liberté finally docked in Boston Harbor. 

During the long voyage, Monique had fallen in love with Jean-Claude, and he with her. They decided they would be married as soon as they were settled in America. Monique and Jean-Claude were married on June 25th, 1794. They settled in Mystic Port, Rhode Island. With the help of Jean-Claude’s cousin, Pierre, they built a small home on property adjoining Pierre’s farmstead. They grew mostly vegetables like corn, beans and squash, for their own use to feed their families. They also raised chickens and ducks.

Life was hard, but they thrived despite periods of drought and other hardships that came with living in a mostly undeveloped land. In 1795, Monique gave birth to her first child, a son they named Henry. Four more babies would be born in the coming years, two more boys and two girls.
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Prudence Trivit walked the all too familiar path from her historic and stately Victorian Queen Anne home to the majestic Mystic Port Museum and Library where she worked. She imagined herself as the beautiful heroine, Catherine, from the latest historical romance novel she was reading. Catherine, besides being a stunning beauty, was intelligent, witty, and not at all shy. Prudence, known as Prudy by her family and the few close friends she had, was considered to be extremely intelligent. But that’s the only similarity Prudy felt there was between Catherine and herself. 

Prudy knew there were many townspeople, especially those who didn’t really know her, who thought she was a just a geek and described her as that uptight woman who worked at the museum and library. On more than one occasion she’d witnessed a small group of townspeople, mostly some high school aged girls, laughing and whispering about her when she walked by. They would call her Prudy the Prude. She would sometimes hear their whispers and snide remarks. Being on the sensitive side, of course this bothered Prudy. If only they would take the time to get to know her and just give her half a chance, she was fairly certain they’d like her. But Prudy also realistically knew that many of the townspeople would never give her that chance. Mostly because of who was in her family tree, and rumored, inaccurate history. Prudy was just reserved and shy. She’d been pretty much of a loner most of her life.

In reality, Prudy was not a prude at all. Actually, quite the opposite was true as she was an intelligent, warm, and compassionate woman. But she longed to actually live a life that was full of exciting experiences. Maybe the types of experiences the heroines often had in the historical romance novels she read. She dreamed of romance and adventure, trips to exotic places, having high tea in London or champagne in Paris. And of course, being accompanied on these adventures by a handsome and witty young man. 

Prudy was the town librarian and historian, known for constantly having her head in a book. With reading glasses perched on her nose and her hair pulled tightly back, she looked every part the prim and proper librarian. Her dark gray, very plain linen suit further accentuated her strait-laced appearance. 

Her Aunt Magnolia, called Maggie by almost everyone in Mystic Port, often suggested that Prudy let her hair down, wear her contact lenses, and dress a bit less conservatively. Maybe then she would appear more approachable. And possibly, once people got to know her, they would see the beauty within and the kind and compassionate heart she possessed. 

Deep in thought and not paying much attention, Prudy stepped on a stone lying on the sidewalk. Her foot rolled over and she almost lost her balance and fell. She desperately fought to keep herself upright. Two high school aged girls on the other side of the street snickered and then giggled out loud at her unfortunate mishap. Steadying herself, Prudy ignored them and continued on her way. She didn’t have time to deal with such petty and immature nonsense. Especially not today. 

This particular morning, she arrived early to work. Prudy wanted to prepare for her meeting with a reporter from The Coastal Press, who would be eager to glean her knowledge of the history of the town of Mystic Port. This summer marked the town’s 250th anniversary, and a huge parade, celebrations and a magnificent gala and ball at the museum would be taking place over the Labor Day weekend. The town was abuzz with excitement and anticipation. 

Prudy fumbled through the numerous keys on her large, brass key ring until she found the right one to unlock the massive front door to the old, Italianate mansion, which served as the library and historical society headquarters, as well as housing the museum for the quaint, old seaport town of Mystic Port. The historic mansion was huge and quite impressive, with a ballroom that had original gasoliers and chandeliers, and an entire wall of original French doors that led out to an expansive portico and beautiful gardens beyond. It was a massive and majestic building, and the pride of the citizens of Mystic Port. Prudy loved her job and took it seriously. She really couldn’t imagine doing anything else. But as much as she loved her job, she did feel that something was missing. 

Now that she had the right key, Prudy thought about her somewhat lonely life, wondering if she’d ever find someone who shared her interests, especially her passion for American and European history. Or perhaps a well-educated, but attractive, man who enjoyed literature and reading as much as she did. She yearned to have an in-depth conversation with someone about something other than the weather or sports, or the latest gossip from the entertainment industry. 

Ironically, Prudy rather enjoyed sports or a good movie, but she wanted much more than that; maybe some romance and adventure. Prudy decided right at that moment that she was going to take her aunt’s advice, expand her horizons and improve her appearance and sense of style, or the lack thereof. And to get started, she’d check out the beauty and fashion magazines in the library during her lunch hour.

As she organized things at her desk, Prudy glanced at her watch and realized she still had thirty minutes before she needed to open the library and before Mr. Monroe was due to arrive. The sudden ringing of the library phone startled her. It was quite unusual for someone to be calling the library, especially before it was due to open. She hoped it was not an emergency or bad news. Anxiously she answered, “Good morning, Mystic Port Library, Miss Trivit speaking.” 

“Good morning, Miss Trivit. This is Dylan Monroe from the Coastal Press. How are you this beautiful morning?”

“Oh...yes,  Mr. Monroe, I’m fine, thank you. May I help you? You’re not lost, are you?”

“No, I’m actually here in Mystic Port already and I was just stopping by the Brew Awhile Coffee House to pick up my morning cup of Joe and wondered if you might like me to pick up a cup for you as well. That is if you drink coffee. Or I could get you tea if you prefer.”

Taken a bit off guard, Prudy answered hesitantly in the affirmative. “Yes...please, a small black coffee would be great, and thank you, Mr. Monroe.”

“Please, call me Dylan. And may I call you Prudence?”

“Oh well...um...my friends call me Prudy.”

“Very well, Prudy. Then I’ll see you soon. I’m looking forward to meeting you and for our interview.”

Prudy slowly lowered the phone, placing it gently down on its receiver. She wondered about this Dylan Monroe, as she was not used to someone being so courteous to her, especially a person of the male persuasion, and a perfect stranger. Prudy imagined what Mr. Monroe would think of her once he met her in person. Too bad she hadn’t thought of the makeover idea just a bit sooner. Glancing at her watch, she realized she had a few minutes so she could go to the ladies’ room and put on some lip gloss and maybe a bit of blush and a touch of mascara. As she opened the door to the ladies’ room, she found herself now actually anticipating her meeting with Dylan Monroe. A twinge of excitement settled in the pit of her stomach. He sounded so nice on the phone.

Standing in front of the single mirror that hung on the drab gray wall, she rooted around the bottom of her purse until she found the one tube of tinted lip gloss she carried with her and applied it to her lips. Then she found her makeup case and put on some blush and a touch of mascara. As she glanced in the mirror, she was still dismayed with her prim and proper librarian appearance. She pulled the collar of her plain white, silk blouse to sit over the neckline of her suit jacket, as she had seen done in a French fashion magazine. Peering at herself again, she was still not satisfied. Those glasses had to go. She really only needed them sometimes for reading but had gotten in the habit of just leaving them on all the time. They were usually perched towards the tip of her nose so she could look over them when she didn’t need them to read something. She removed them and put them in her pocket, just in case she’d need them to read something during the meeting with Dylan Monroe. As she turned to leave the ladies room, she took one final glance in the mirror and grimaced as she looked at her hair pulled so tightly back. It made her look harsh and older than her actual years. In one decisive movement, she untethered her hair and let it down, allowing it to cascade over her shoulders. Doing so gave her an incredible sense of freedom. She combed her fingers through her long, dark hair. Yes, this was much better. 

Glancing at her vintage watch again, she decided she’d better get out there and put the “open” sign on the front door and unlock it. The library was due to open and Mr. Monroe to arrive in less than ten minutes. She quickly left the ladies’ room and made her way through the library and museum rooms, stopping briefly, as she did almost every morning, to admire the large portrait of her great Aunt Alexandra that hung prominently in the museum. Prudy did so as a matter of respect for her long-departed great aunt rather than out of obligation or routine. The portrait, no matter the multitude of times she’d admired it, never ceased to amaze her. She smiled at the painting, then walked to the front door, unlocked it and stepped outside into the fresh morning air. It was a beautiful morning. As she hung the “open” sign on the front door, she heard a man’s voice calling to her. 

“Excuse me, miss. I’m looking for the library and Prudy Trivit.”

Prudy slowly turned to face the most handsome man she’d ever seen, at least in person. Tall and broad-shouldered, with a pair of cool, hazel eyes, this fine specimen of manhood was holding two cups of coffee in his hands, staring right at her and smiling. She gulped as she realized this man must be Dylan Monroe. Maybe the gods were smiling upon her today.

“Hello, I’m Prudy Trivit.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Prudy.” 

“It’s nice to meet you too, Dylan. And thanks for bringing me my morning coffee. I didn’t have time to get a cup before I came to work this morning. I’m assuming one of those is mine?” Prudy said with a smile, amazing herself with how cool she was coming off; not showing any of the nervousness she would have thought she’d normally have displayed under the circumstances of meeting such a well-mannered and attractive young man. But this man had immediately put her at ease with his engaging demeanor and friendly smile.

“Oh, yes, of course. Here you are,” Dylan said as he carefully handed her the cup of coffee. “Be careful to hold it by the insulated cover so you don’t burn yourself. The coffee is really hot.”

“Thanks,” she said as their hands touched ever so slightly as Prudy took the cup from him, and a twinge of electricity seemed to pass between them. “Let’s go into the library where we can sit down and talk.” 

Dylan opened the door for her and followed her inside. He looked around at the ornate, interior wood moldings and colorful stained glass windows that bejeweled the huge foyer of the mansion that housed the elaborate Mystic Port Museum and Library.

“How fortunate you are to work in such a grand and historic mansion. This place is magnificent. I’ve only seen such elaborate architecture in books and magazines. You must absolutely love working here.”

“Yes, I agree that this place is magnificent. It’s the pride of the citizens of Mystic Port, although there is no shortage of historical homes and landmarks in this town. And yes, I really do enjoy my job and working here.”

“How long have you worked here.”

“It’s been almost six years.”

“Your specialty is history, isn’t it?”

“Yes, American and French history and literature. You’re right, there is quite an interesting history held within these walls. Like they say...if walls could talk.”

“Do you happen to know if this mansion was once actually someone’s home?”

“Yes, this was actually the summer home of a very wealthy family from Boston, the Winthrops. Their family was known as one of the Boston Brahmins, they were the elite upper class families of Boston who were descended from the earliest English colonists.”

“Brahmins, I’ve never heard that term before. Were they just rich or was it like a private club or something?”

“Oh, it was much more than a club. And you had to be more than rich. No new money in this group. These Brahmins, besides coming from a successful family and an elite background, had to be successful in their own right. Most of them headed up an acceptable business or venture that somehow contributed to the wealth of the state of Massachusetts. The ideal Brahmin was the very essence of enlightened aristocracy,” she said with the raise of an eyebrow. “He was not only wealthy but was required to display certain acceptable personal virtues and well-bred character traits. The term was coined in 1861 by Oliver Wendell Holmes. Although Holmes used the term to describe Boston’s elite upper class, the original Brahmins were the smallest, but most elite social class of the Hindu caste system.”

“Were these Boston Brahmins involved in politics or hold positions of power?”

“The Brahmins were often community leaders and would be involved in cultivating the arts, supporting charities, colleges and hospitals. They were definitely the upper crust of Boston. The Brahmin’s wielded a strong political influence and played an important role in the cultural development of the City of Boston. Many of the Brahmins were descendants of Massachusetts’ earliest founders, the Puritans, and they very much valued the historical significance of the American Revolution.”

“So these Winthrops, do you know how long they lived here in this mansion?”

“No, I don’t know exactly how many years they lived here. This was their summer residence. I do know that in the early 1900’s, after the father, John Winthrop passed away, his son, also named John, inherited the estate. He spent little time here, as his interests, both business and personal, were in Boston. I believe he sold the mansion to the Town of Mystic Port for considerably less than it was actually worth, with the stipulation that it be used as a museum and library. And it has remained that way for over a hundred years.”

“That’s information I can definitely use in the article. This may sound like a rather strange question, but do you happen to know if the the father passed away here in this mansion?”

“I don’t really know, but I could probably find out for you. Is it important?”

“No, not really. I was just being inquisitive. I guess it’s just my nature as a journalist. I thought maybe this place might be haunted, which could add a mysterious and intriguing element to the article.”

“Really?” Prudy laughed uneasily.

“Have you ever seen what you thought was a ghost here in the mansion?”

“A ghost? No, I can’t say I’ve actually ever seen a ghost here.”

“Have you heard any strange noises?”

“Well...this place is old and hearing some strange noises is normal. There’s the occasional banging of pipes in the walls and some creaking of the wood floors, but nothing too unusual, considering the age of this place.”

Dylan laughed. “So no howling, screaming or the sound of chains being dragged around?”

Prudy laughed nervously. “No, I assure you, nothing as frightening as that.”

As they proceeded through the museum to the library, Prudy pointed out paintings and items of historical significance. She stopped in front of the massive portrait of her great aunt. The beautiful, young woman had striking dark hair and intense deep, brown eyes. She was strategically holding an elegant fan in front of her face obscuring her mouth. But one could tell from the gleam in her eyes that she was smiling. The stunningly gorgeous woman was wearing an exquisite gold satin gown. Next to her portrait was another painting of the same woman. This painting featured her standing next to a velvet fainting couch in front of an opulent fireplace, and she was not holding a fan, so you could see her entire face. The beautiful woman seemed to be gazing at someone or something, and she smiled serenely. Dylan appeared to be mesmerized.

“She’s impressive, isn’t she?”

“Definitely impressive and quite beautiful. Who is she?”

“That is my Great Aunt Alexandra Beaudicort, wife of the mayor of Mystic Port back in the late eighteen hundreds.”

“You don’t say. She’s stunning, Prudy.” Dylan looked at the portrait, then back at Prudy. He did this several times.

“I definitely see a resemblance to her when I look at you. You could be sisters, maybe even twins.”

Prudy smiled. “Thank you. I’ll most definitely take that as a compliment.”  

“It was definitely meant as a compliment. Beaudicort, that’s French, isn’t it?”

“Yes, it’s French. Her ancestors, and mine, came here from France after the American Revolution ended. It’s quite the story about a young couple who met and fell in love on the long voyage from Collioure, France to Boston Harbor, married and then journeyed here to Mystic Port, settled here and raised a family.”

“That is quite interesting. I didn’t realize there were many French citizens who came to America at that time, right after the American Revolution. I would have thought most Europeans would have been on the side of England.”

“Most were, but not the case with the French. They valued freedom as much as we red-blooded Americans, thus the French Revolution. For example, just take the Marquis de Lafayette, for instance, who actually came here from France to meet George Washington and offer his assistance to the general. Lafayette joined the Continental Army at the young age of seventeen. Can you imagine? He could have done almost anything he wanted, as he was of the nobility. But he chose to come to America to assist General Washington and help us fight for our freedom. He was an invaluable aide to General Washington and extremely loyal. As a matter of fact, Washington and Lafayette shared a close companionship throughout the entire Revolutionary War. Actually, Lafayette spent that awful, harsh winter of 1777-78 with Washington and his men at Valley Forge, suffering through the hardships along with the other soldiers at the encampment.”

“I do remember learning in the American history class I took in college that the soldiers encamped at Valley Forge were dealing with awful conditions, including a smallpox epidemic. It must have been a long and horrible winter. I wonder how many soldiers died.”

“During the encampment at Valley Forge, an estimated two thousand soldiers died from smallpox. A great many more from malnutrition, frostbite and other dreadful diseases. Something to notate about the smallpox epidemic at Valley Forge is that George Washington recognized the severity of the outbreak and ordered the inoculation of the troops. His decision to inoculate the troops, although considered questionable and quite risky at the time, was thankfully successful. Did you know that was the first time a mass inoculation was conducted in this country? Had Washington not made the decision to inoculate the troops against smallpox, it could have wiped out the entire American fighting force and we could have lost the Revolutionary War.”

“It sounds like Washington, besides being a great general, was a visionary. I mean to inoculate an entire fighting force with no assurance whether or not to it would work? That took guts.”

“Yes, he was a visionary, as well as a remarkable general and leader.”

“Prudy, you certainly are a wealth of historical information. I’m afraid my knowledge of American history is somewhat limited, and my knowledge of French history is even worse. But I am extremely interested in it. Can you tell me more about Layfayette? I knew he was an interesting historical figure, but I wasn’t aware he was that young or that he actually served with our military.”

“Of course. While serving with our troops, Lafayette was shot in the leg during the Battle of Brandywine. Thousands of troops fought at Brandywine. It was the second longest one day battle of the Revolutionary War with the troops engaged for over eleven hours of continuous fighting. Can you imagine? Lafayette did recover from the gunshot wound and briefly returned to France. He then returned to America once again, this time accompanied by thousands of French troops. Lafayette’s troops joined our troops and ultimately helped in forcing the British, who were now seriously outnumbered, to surrender in 1781 at Yorktown, Virginia.”

“Do you happen to know what happened to Lafayette after the American Revolution was over? Did he return to France?”

“Yes, after the Revolutionary War ended, Lafayette returned to France and became a prominent leader in the French Revolution. He was appointed as the commander of the Paris National Guard. In 1792, Lafayette was captured by Austrian forces and spent several years in prison. He was later released and he returned to France once again. In 1824, by invitation from President James Monroe, Lafayette toured the United States where he was met appropriately with a hero's welcome. Lafayette died in 1834 at the age of seventy-six and was laid to rest in a large private cemetery in Paris. The soil used at his gravesite was soil from France as well as some soil taken from
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