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“I do not like being here, Colonel. There are too many who belong to the Order here. You must 
get me some place where it is safe. I will not last an hour here!”

Thought he was being paranoid, but would grant his request anyway.

“You seem to think I am not serious, Colonel, but I assure you I am. We have ventured into the 
hornet's nest.”

Salute. 

“I'm Colonel Joshua Lawrence. I'm on a special assignment for the war department.” Handed 
the captain his papers. “I am looking for the home of Charles Fredrick Gideon.”

Read the paper quickly then handed them back. He didn't seem curious as to Lawrence's 
assignment, which was a relief. “None of the whites here are cooperative, but the blacks are. I'll find 
out which home is his for you, sir.”

“I want a guard.”

Sighed. “Sergent see that a guard is on Mr. Wesley's door at all times.”

“There is nothing here.”

Voice echoed in the hall.

Gideon had taken everything.

“We found this, sir. It was in the backyard under a tree.”
Lucan took the book. It was a copy of Herodotus's Histories. Judging by the worn cover and 

yellowed pages, it had been well read. There was a section that had been particularly creased: the battle 
of Thermopylae and the tale of the three hundred.

“Thank you, Sergent.”

“No one around here seems to want to talk to us, but a couple of the darkies from the plantation 
over said he saw Gideon's staff leave last summer.”

“You think we can trust what he says?”



“I don't see why not? They seem eager to help, sir.”

“This is the one, sir. He seems to know the most, so I brought him.”

Rough spun clothes. Dusty hat in his hands, playing with the brim.

Wasn't quite sure how to address him. He had never been this close to a black man before. 
Lawrence gave him a nod. “I'm Colonel Lawrence.”

The black man gave a small smile.

“Your name is--?”

“Isaac, suh.”

“Isaac. My men tell me you know Charles Gideon?”

“He been neighbors to my massa for years, Colonel.” 

Showed him the drawing. He didn't tell him who it was, though. He didn't know if this man 
would tell him whatever he wanted to know just to get favors.

The man's lit up. “Yes, suh. That's Mista Gideon fo sho.”

“What can you tell me about him?”

“Well, suh. I can only tell you what his slaves told me. Some of our slaves married some of his, 
you see? Mista Gideon, he don't talk much, they all says. He keep to himself a lot. His slaves tell us he 
gone all de time. He off fightin wars in other countries somewheres. He come home every now and 
then. When he do, they say he shoot his gun a lot.”

“Shoots his gun?”

“Yes, suh. He got other friends with him lots of times. They shoot theys guns all de time too.”

Got excited. “Other friends? Can you tell me about these other friends?”

Thought for a moment. “Well sir, he have some big fellas here, they say. Someone from Texas I 
think one is. He has an Indian too.”

Takes out sheet of paper. “You know any of their names?”

“No, suh. I never been told no names. That's just what they tells me.”

Heart sank. It was all on hearsay from another slave. Wasn't even sure if the information was 
accurate.



“It was army stuff, you know. Drilling. They was gettin' ready for a fight.”

“You ever see these friends?”
“No, suh.”

“Did Gideon's slaves say how many friends were here with Gideon?”

“They said they was six of them, suh.”

Thought for a moment.

“He has a slave named Abram. Real nice fella. Has a wooden foot. One of his old massas cut it 
off when old Abram tried to run away. Old Abram was a black Indian.”

“I'm sorry. Did you say a black Indian?”
“Yes suh. He was a black Indian back in Flordy everyone say. Abram teach Mr. Gideon and  his 

friends how to fight like Indians.”
Astounding. 
“A slave was teaching them?”
“Yes suh. Ain't that somethin? Everyone say Old Abram knew how to make himself disappear. I 

reckon he teach Mista Gideon and his friends how to disappear too.”

“Mista Gideon left here munts ago. He took evathang.”

“Did anyone tell you where they were goin?”

Sad face. “No one knows. Mista Gideon didn't tell no body.”

Wesley was in a foul mood. He did not like being in the town and did not feel safe if he left his 
room. No amount of coaxing would cause him to leave it. He demanded that his dinner be brought to 
him. Lucan left him there, reading a local newspaper and smoking a cigar.

“The sooner we get out of here, the better.”

“I'm not certain how much more we can learn here. Everyone is so tight lipped. Everything I 
have is second hand information. I feel like I am hitting a wall. If only I knew where Gideon had gone 
off to.”

“I think its safe to assume that he went to Virginia. Perhaps the Richmond area? To be near the 
rebellion's war department and perhaps Davis?”

“But to take his whole entire staff and slave retinue? It must have been quite the undertaking. 
Why did he do it? And where would he put them?”



“You think perhaps he knew that his holdings here would be seized? So he moved it before it 
could be taken?”

“Perhaps. He must have some pretty good sense of foresight for that to happen.”

“We're dealing with a man who is West Point trained and has years of war experience. Perhaps 
he knew the capture of Natchez was a foregone conclusion.”

Trussed up dandy with silk shirt and fine clothes. Could smell the pomade in his slicked hair. 
Ran a finger across his thick mustache as he took in the scene around him before he dismounted. Gave 
a curt bow to Lucan.

“Archibald Strickland, sir. Correspondent for the London Times.”
“Mr. Strickland, a pleasure. What can I do for you?”

“Came to take a few images of your magnificent capture of this fair town.”

“A lovely house. Who did it belong to?”

“A man named Charles Gideon—wealthy planter.”

“He have a lot of slaves?”

“I'm certain.”

“Fascinating. May I take some images of them?”

“They're not here. Gideon must have moved them elsewhere.”

“A shame.”

“Using the house as your headquarters, are you? Mind if I take some images?”
“Not at all.”

“I've never been inside a planter's house. Do you mind if I—?”

Lucan did not see why not. “Sergent take Mr. Strickland on a quick tour of the house. Mr. 
Strickland, no pictures, though. I simply haven't the time.”

Tipped his hat and smiled. “not a problem, Colonel. No problem at all. I'm happy just for the 
quick look.”

“Just one thing, Strickland.”



Lucan thought he detected a sense of alarm in the man. “Yes, sir?”

“Your pistol. I'd prefer it stayed here.”

“Oh. Ha. Quite.”

He reached into his jacket and produced an English made revolver and put it in Lucan's hand.

“'strodinary.”

Pointed to a hill. “You might capture some good images there, I would think.”
Bowed. “Thank you, sir.”

Strickland wasn't on the hill. He must have found something else of interest.

Thumbing through the Histories. The writings of Herodotus had been among his favorite 
lectures while at Bolivar College.

Muffled sound from upstairs then a loud thump.

“You hear that?”

“Wesley? Corporal, report.”

No answer. “Corporal!”

Dashed up stairs. 

Corporal lay on his back against the wall, his throat slit. 

Burst into Wesley's room. “Wesley!”

“Oh no . . .”

Gruesome red hole surrounded by powder burns between his eyes. Blood had spattered the wall 
behind him. 

Touched the dead fingers. They were still warm. “Oh, Wesley . . .”

“Lucan--”

Motioned towards a device sitting on a table. It was a tin cannister, about the size of a can of 
beans. Lodged into its top connected by a copper wire was a watch. It was ticking backwards. There 
was a folded note next to it. Lucan picked it up. An eloquent hand had written: 



Consider this a warning: leave it be. I advise you to get out of the house as quick as you can.

Lucan's hands shook. 

“Lucan, what is it?”

He grabbed her by the arm.

“Get out! All of you! Sergent! Get your men outside! Get them out!”

“Our papers!” 

She pulled away and grabbed the journals.

“Let's go!”

Looked at the house.

“What is going on, Colonel? Why did we leave?”

Shook. “Nothing. I—I suppose it was nothing. They we're just trying to scare--”

Thunderous noise.

“My God!”

Held up his hands.

“The Englishman.”

Mexicans, Englishmen, Mississippi planters. What a strange combination this group had.

“Sergent, send out patrols immediately. He's got to stick out. Round him up.”

“Lucan, there's no use. He'll have too many friends here. He's gone.”

He knew she was right. Shook his head.


