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Moved across the countryside in his cart. 

It had been a lot of work, but in a few more hours he'd be done.

Tipped his hat. “Good morning, sir.”
“Beautiful day is it not?”
“It is indeed.”

Bowed. “Strickland. Archibald Strickland. Correspondent for The Times. At your service, sir.”

The major gazed at the chestnut thoroughbred tied to the back of the cart.
“Big fellow isn't he?” The major walked over, let the horse sniff at him as he patted the animal's 

head. “You ever race him?”
“Agincourt is descended from the best breeds in Sussex,” Fairchild said. “I doubt anything you 

colonists have could catch him.”
The major laughed at the boast. “I might have to accept that challenge. We 'colonists' have some 

mighty fine horses here.”
Strickland smiled. “I hate taking another man's money, but if you insist, sir.”

“You English fellows aren't going to do something dumb are you? Like side with the rebs?”
Thin smile under his thick mustache. “I hardly think so.”

“Are you getting good images?”
“I certainly am.”

It was a hot and humid country, and though there were cities, there wasn't much in the way of 
culture. A country needed history for that, and this one didn't have much of one. America was just too 
young. And now it was about to be cut down in its youth with this war. So much for the democracy 
experiment. It had little chance anyway.

The south would have a better chance of ruling this land anyway. They had a better 
understanding of how social classes work. 

Brilliant man that Gideon.  

Switched out the camera lens to accommodate the level.

Filled the pen with the solution.

Gave the glass a good look over to make sure it was free of dust. With a pencil and ruler he 
marked off small dots to form a grid pattern.

Sketched across the glass with the pen, paying careful attention to his grid. 



Became conscious of the Beaumont-Adams revolver tucked inside his shoulder holster under 
his jacket. Steady now, he told himself.

The picket walked up to the cart. 
“Good afternoon, gentlemen,” Strickland said. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a 

folded piece of paper. “Correspondent for the The Times. I have a pass here.”
The soldier scanned it and handed it back.
“Where ya headed, mister?”
“Richmond, good sir, to take a few images of Davis and his advisors I hope.”
One of the soldiers walked around the cart to inspect it. “What you got in here?”
“Camera equipment. The best in all England.” 
The soldier opened one of the boxes and peered inside.
“Please be careful with that. Its fragile.”
The soldier pulled out a sheet of glass and held it up to the sun.
“Sir. Please. I must insist.”
The soldier gave him a bored look and returned the glass. Strickland winced when he heard the 

clink of glass on glass.

The soldier gave him a look then motioned for his companions to let him through. 
“Go on now,” the soldier said waving him on. “Get a going.”

Strickland heard behind him. “Talks queer, doesn't he? English sonsofbitches. Sound like girls. 
No wonder we whupped 'em twice.”

Spotted a pair of negro boys playing on a fence.
“You two,” he called out to them. “Some assistance with my equipment and luggage.”
The boys stared at him with wide white eyes, undoubtedly surprised by his accent. 
Strickland snapped his fingers. “Quick now.”
The boys ran up to the cart and Strickland handed them a box each. “Careful with those now. Ill 

have your hide if you don't.”

Dusted himself.

Spotted a dusty bottle on the top shelf. He nodded toward it. “What's that there?”
The barkeeper pulled it down and blew on the label. “Not sure. Can't read it. What is this? Some 

type of Latin?”
Percy offered his hand. Uncertain, the keeper gave it to him. Percy rubbed the label with his 

thumb: Vieille Eau-de-vie, De Cognac, Bordeaux. 1838.
He gave a small smile. My dear, what are you doing in a place like this?
“I'll give you a half dollar for it.”
The barkeeper shrugged. “Sounds good. I guess. Never seen it before. What is it, some type of 

bourbon?”
Percy laid the coin down on the counter, goddess of liberty up, and slid it over the keeper. The 

keeper handed him a glass. Percy looked at it with disdain. A whiskey glass- certainly not the thing to 
enjoy such a good drink. Scanning the bar behind the keeper, he could see that it was the only glass 
available, so it would have to do.



Poured himself a small amount and let the glass warm in his hand as he studied the premises.

Listening to a man pluck on a banjo.

He sloshed the drink and smelled the sweet scent of vanilla and caramel.

Gideon certainly wouldn't approve of him drinking, what with this strange religious nonsense he 
had been spilling as of late, but what Gideon knew wouldn't hurt him. Poured himself a glass.

Offered up the first drink to the 11th Hussars. Prince Albert's Own. Good men there. Lots of 
good friends and men died in that bloody charge at Balaklava. He would never forgive it as long as he 
lived.

“Damn all those high-minded incompetents and their visions of glory,” he muttered.  
Relished the sweet rounded taste and the warmth it created in his belly. There was a rosy finish 

at the end. He pulled out a cigar to compliment it.

“You talk funny. Where you from, mister?”
“Indian Territory,” Strickland said dryly.
The corners of the man's mouth turned down and his face pinked. His companion chuckled. The 

man scowled and his hand moved towards a big knife on his belt. He was about to say something else, 
but Strickland let the edge of his jacket slip to reveal the grip of his revolver. Strickland gave him a 
knowing look. The man's eye gave a twitch and he turned back to stare at the far wall.

“Bounder,” Strickland grumbled into his glass.

“Hey Englishman, when's that queen of yours gonna recognize the 'federecy?”
Percy smiled. “Any day now, gentlemen, any day.”
Let out a shrill yell. Jumping and dancing. Laughing.
Americans all seemed to think that every Englishman knew the Queen. 

Got too noisy to enjoy the cognac, so brought it up to his room.
 

Propped a chair under the door knob and put his revolver on the table.

Turned up the light and the room brightened.

Removed his jacked and drawers and with a brush, swiped away all traces of dust. Cleaned 
silken shirt. Cleaning boots. Clean second revolver.

Pulled out a wooden box and laid it on the table. He pulled back the latch and opened the lid to 
reveal a wondrous machine. Percy ran his hand over the work of wonder. He never got tired of looking 
at it or touching it. That man Miller was a strange chap, but a bloody damn good inventor of the first 
degree. A regular Faust, that one. 

Deftly, Percy connected the wires to the tuning and induction coils, spark helix, battery, and 
telegraph key. He grabbed the wire antenna and ran it outside the window. He studied the sky briefly—
a good clear night- there should be no interference. He sat down next to the key and tapped out a Morse 



code message. Blue sparks jumped across the spark gap and sounded like a buzzing bee caught in a 
window sill. Percy repeated the message twice more then poured himself another glass of cognac as he 
pulled out a piece of paper and pencil.

The transmitter sparked. Percy picked up his pencil and jotted down the series of dots and 
dashes. The message repeated. He double checked his writing and found he was spot on, as usual. He 
quickly translated.

Waynesboro Road. 9 am. 
He typed in an acknowledgement code. He checked his pocket watch, it was just a little after 11. 

He'd have to be up by six to get there in time.

Grabbed a box and pulled out six large sheets of glass.

Dunked the plates in the solution. Immediately the outlines of his map could be seen. Percy 
handed it to Gideon.

“Northwestern quadrant,” he said as he dunked the second plate.
Gideon held up the plate as Bowens looked over his shoulder. “Well done, Percy. Well done 

indeed.”
Percy offered the second plate and one by one dunked the other four. When dry, he arranged 

them side-by-side like a puzzle on the table, revealing a complete map of Baltimore. Gideon leaned 
over, a small smile on his lips. “Well done indeed . . .”

Took another box and produced dozens of plate holders. (need to know how to process dry 
plates).

Images of railroads, supply depots, shipyards, government buildings, fortifications. Gideon 
looked over them. “Once again, you out do yourself, Percy.” He handed a couple to Bowens.

Percy gave a sharp nod. “Thank you, sir.”

“I have an idea that may interest you.”


