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God, they all stuck out like Comanches at a Sunday picnic, Locke Bowens thought: an English 
fop, an Indian, a mountain man with a beard longer than Rip Van Winkle's, and a man whose face 
looked like it had been caught in a cotton gin. If someone didn't suspect a group like this one, then they 
weren't probably an enemy worth fighting. They were all going to get strung up. Bowens had told 
Gideon as much before they left.

The Texan glanced about the crowded train car at the members of his saboteur team, none of 
them sitting near one another, but looking conspicuous nonetheless.

Their sharpshooter, William Solomon, was running a comb through his belly long white beard 
as he looked out the train window into the bustling streets of Baltimore. The woman who sat next to 
him was admiring the mountain man's buckskin clothes and bear claw necklace, but Solomon didn't 
seem to notice. The oldest of the team, Solomon had spent most of his life out west, most recently in 
California, where he been caught up in the gold rush of the late 40s. When the gold fever subsided, he 
had made his living hunting grizzlies bears and shooting buffalo to feed the army.

Dave Fink was sharpening his chipped bowie knife on a whetstone with long circular scrapes 
that made the other passengers look back at him nervously. Perhaps the most dangerous knife fighter 
and bareknuckles brawler who ever scratched and crawled his way out of Arkansas, if Fink's big knife 
didn't scare you, his face probably would. Scared from countless knife fights, Fink was missing half of 
his upper lip and most of his right ear. His right eye and his nose had both been cut open and never 
properly healed. Fink brought his knife up to appraise the blade, pushing his coonskin cap back onto 
his head. It gave everyone a good view of where he had been partially scalped by an Indian a decade 
ago. A young man greened and turned quickly away.  

The team's tracker, Samuel “Sam” Byrd, sat in his seat, looking directly forward, his arms 
crossed over his barrel chest. Immaculately dressed in his tailor made dun and olive suit, the full 
blooded Cherokee struck an imposing figure. He had been with Gideon the longest, even longer than 
Bowens. Back before they all went filibustering, Sam had helped Gideon track escaped slaves from the 
bayous of Louisiana to the shores of Lake Michigan.  

Then there was their spy master, Percy Fairchilde. The newest addition of the team, the British 
dandy was asleep at the back of the car. His lips blew his curled up mustache from his easy snoring. 
True to the rest of his countrymen, he was a pompous ass, but he was the best damned horseman 
Bowens had ever seen and had made them all better for it. One couldn't find a better intelligence 
gatherer. He was pushy and could be mean as a rattlesnake, but with a name like Percy Fairchilde and 
his preference for ridiculous clothing, he'd have to be.

“Stay separate,” Bowens had told them before they got on the train. “Don't speak to one another. 
Don't even make eye contact.”

The members had obeyed. Only Sam and Solomon were close enough to speak to one another, 
but they only exchanged passing glances at one another.

The train was slowing as it made its way into Camden Street station. Bowens walked to the 
front of the car and stepped off the train as it rolled past the platform. His legs were misted by escaping 
steam from the trains boiler. He hailed a nearby newsboy and bought an edition of the Baltimore 
Clipper and tucked it under his arm. He then took up a position on the wall so he could watch the 
passengers disembark. The train slowly came to a stop and soon, the platform was swamped with 
people. He gave a nod to Solomon and Sam as they walked into the station. He and Fink exchanged 
glances as the scared-up man leaped off the platform and walked northward across the train tracks. 
Percy was the last to disembark. The Englishman looked at the sky and pulled his watch from his vest 
pocket as the nearby bells of the Baltimore Cathedral rang 5:30 pm. He wound his watch and walked 
right past Bowens without any acknowledgement, though Bowens knew he had seen him.

His team members on the move, Bowens passed through the station and hailed a cab on Lee 
Street. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Percy doing the same. 



“Locust Point,” Bowens told the driver.
“Any place in particular, sir?”
Bowens shook his head as he ducked his head in side. “Just drop me off somewhere.”
Bowens picked up his newspaper and scanned his way past the numerous listings calling for 

recruits for various regiments and companies and the large number of ladies' organizations contributing 
various articles to hospitals. He made his way to an article purporting the low morale of the Rebel 
army. He snorted. Nothing could be further from the truth. Johnson's army was just itching for another 
opportunity to whip the Billy Yanks. Bowens was only half interested in reading, though. There was too 
much on his mind. 

The cab rattled and swayed as it came to the city wharves. They passed a massive train yard and 
Bowens looked out at the countless number of ship masts in the Pataspsco River. They reminded him of 
a forest in Mississippi that had caught fire. The tree trunks and branches had been denuded of leaves 
and there was still a haze of the smoke lingering. This seemed a lot like that. 

The carriage came to a halt near some warehouses. 
“How is this?” the driver called down. “This is Keyser's wharf.”
Bowens stepped out of the cab. “This is perfect.”
“If you need lodging, the St. Charles Hotel is just a few blocks that way,” the driver said 

pointing with his whip. 
“Thank you.” Bowens paid his fare and took in his surroundings. 
The salty sea breeze rustled his jacket as he scanned the busy docks filled with shouting men 

loading and unloading cargo onto steamers and sailing ships. The air had a tang of salt and ash from the 
billowing smoke stacks from factories and ships. A steam ferry was crossing the river nearby. In the far 
distance, across the bay, he could see the the brilliant white Washington monument and the dome and 
towers of Baltimore Cathedral beyond the tall masted ships and harbor-side buildings. Swarms of 
seagulls called down from over head. 

He turned when he heard the long deep throated whistle of a train coming into the railroad dock 
coming from the east. Percy was stepping out of his cab a block away. The Englishman adjusted his top 
hat in the stiff breeze and walked down the docks, swinging his cane, and carefully side stepping any 
filth. Bowens followed. Near a sign that said 'Roman Wharf,' Percy stopped to lace up his shoe. It was 
then that Bowens saw her, the Calliope. 

The 106 foot schooner was surrounded by a small crowd of gawking civilians, marveling at the 
captured rebel ship. Even docked and her sails furled, the Calliope still looked fast. Her captor, the 
screw propelled sloop-of-war U.S.S. Lenape was nearby, watching over its captured prey with its 30 
and 32 pounder guns. Bowens noticed the pair of marines on her deck guarding her.

Percy touched his hat as he passed a well-dressed, olive-skinned man sporting a long mustache. 
Bowens recognized him as Cipriano Ferrandini, their principal contact for Baltimore. Ferrandini said a 
quick greeting to the Englishman and continued to stroll down the dock towards Bowens. As they 
passed, Bowens gave a curt nod then brought his hand to his upper lip, making a quick swipe. 
Ferrandini returned the sign by tugging on his left ear. 

Bowens stopped and pretended to look at the Calliope. He could see Ferrandini walk into a 
nearby warehouse out of the corner of his eye. Bowens glance about to see if anyone was watching 
then strolled into the warehouse after him.

 Ferrandini removed his hat and grabbed both of Bowens's hands as soon as he entered. The 
Corsican immigrant shook them vigorously. 

“Sir Bowens,” Ferrandini called Bowens by his Order title in his thick accent. Percy appeared 
from behind some crates nearby. The Corsican grabbed his hands as well “Sir Percy. So good to see.” 

 Ferrandini took Bowens hand again and pressed it to his forehead. “We will not make mistake 
this time. You see. I have been very careful.”

The Texan and the Englishman exchanged glances. Bowens frowned. It was just plain bad luck 



for Ferrandini to mention the failed attempt to kill Abraham Lincoln. Not that it was their faults. 
Gideon had planned the assassination perfectly: when as the then President-elect made his way to 
Washington DC for his inauguration and stopped at the Camden Station in Baltimore to address the 
crowd, a bullet from one of the nearby buildings would greet him. But someone had talked and Lincoln 
had gotten away. If the team had accomplished their objective, perhaps there never would have been a 
war. More, they still had not discovered who had betrayed them. Because of it, any operation in or near 
Baltimore was considered a risk. It was something that was always in back of his mind and he had to be 
extra cautious. 

Ferrandini looked around. “Where is Sir Gideon?”
“He's sitting this one out,” Bowens said.
“The rest of Knights Gallant?” Ferrandini asked expectantly. “They are close? No?”
“They are not far, no,” Bowens said. “Tell us what you know.”
“Ah!”
Ferrandini brought Bowens up a flight of stairs and to a second story window that overlooked 

the harbor. Down below was the Calliope.    
“She safe for now,” Ferrandini  said. “Several inspectors--they come on board last evening, but 

ehh... they have not removed cargo.”
Bowens nodded and studied the ship. He could still see only the two guards. He heard the strike 

of Percy's match as he lit a cigar. The strong tobacco smell drifted across the platform.
“The Lenape--she leaving tonight-- back to the blockade,” Ferrandini said.
Bowens nodded. That would make things more simple.
“What of Captain Rhett and his crew?” Percy asked.
“They still in fort,” Ferrandini said. “They go to prison camp tomorrow morning. Outside city.”
“What time?” Bowens asked.
“Ehh... 7 o'clock. They have small escort. Men with guns.”
Percy looked at Bowens. “We could take the prisoners while en route,” he suggested.
“Yes, but then we'd have to take the ship in daylight,” Bowens said. “We'd never get out of the 

harbor.”
The Texan scratched his jaw. They'd have to act tonight and would have to infiltrate the fort. 
“The fort then,” Percy said as if reading his thoughts.
Bowens nodded. “Let's hope we have better luck cracking Fort McHenry then you limeys did.”
Percy blew a ring of smoke, bored. “Touche.”
Ferrandini looked at Bowens then at Percy, not understanding the joke. There had always been a 

language barrier with Ferrandini. It may have been a factor in the team's failure from last March's 
mission. Still, the man was devoted and knew almost everything that was happening in Baltimore. 

“Our equipment?” Bowens asked.
Ferandini motioned below into the warehouse. Bowens recognized two crates with the stars and 

crescent etched on the side on the far wall.
Transition.  Description of Barnum Hotel.
Ferrandini brought them to a staircase just outside the lobby. He grabbed a lamp light mounted 

on the wall and turned it downwards. There was a clicking noise and the staircase raised and revealed a 
secret passageway downstairs. Bowens and the others followed Ferrandini inside.

The room was nearly half the width of the hotel and was covered in medieval décor. The sounds 
of their boots echoed on the hard sandstone floor and off the suits of armor flanking the wooden throne 
on a dais at the far side of the room. Gold and crimson tapestry patterned with stars and crescents and 
shields with crossed swords hung from the gray stone walls.  

The team gathered around a beaten wooden table where hung a large iron candelabra. Bowens 
explained the situation to the team while the team members took out individual glass pieces of Percy's 
drawing of Fort McHenry from their bags. They all carried only one images of the whole so that if they 



were detained and searched, the image by itself would not be incriminating. Percy arranged them on the 
table. Bowens laid out a simple plan of infiltration of rescue. Percy, uncharacteristically, did not 
question it or put in his two bits. Perhaps the Englishman had finally learned to respect American 
know-how.

“Cirpiano has secured our weapons and equipment at a warehouse not far from the Calliope,” 
Bowens told them. “We will dress, equip, and mount there. The operation will begin at 2:00 am.”

Transition.
Bowens reached into one crate and handed out the team's 'night grays,' their uniforms for night 

operations. The almost black uniforms were made of jean wool and without decoration or insignia. All 
buttons were made of black dyed bone and the buckles had been painted black so as not to reflect any 
light. Bowens pulled on a dark gray cotton shirt and donned the jacket, which was fringed along the 
sleeves to better repel water. He laced up his deer skin gaiters, also fringed, over dyed leather 
moccasins then pulled on his deer skin gloves. Finally, he tied on his pig skin gauntlets, which helped 
support his firing arm and helped keep his sleeves from being caught on branches.

“War paint,” Bowens said handing out a couple of jars. The men smeared the concoction of 
ground up coal and water onto each others faces until not a bit of their skin could be seen. Solomon 
quickly braided his beard and slathered it with the paint.

“Tick shits.” Bowen opened another crate and handed out the team's Miller carbines. 
Bowens hefted his weapon. He never grew tired of holding such a work of marvel. 38 inches 

long and weighing 8 and a half pounds, the lever action weapon was painted black. A removable spring 
loaded magazine fit into the side of the receiver and held twenty rounds of the Spencer rifle's 56-50 
brass rimfire cartridge. The weapon was effective up to 150 yards.

The men had begun calling the weapons Tick Shits after the distinctive sound the rifle made 
when the lever was actioned and a cartridge loaded into the chamber: Tick Shit. Bowens always 
thought his personal weapon sounded a little different, though: Lick Tit. It was a much more pleasing 
description he always thought. So he kept the name.

He handed Solomon his long ranged weapon, a modified Sharpes Rifle. A lengthy weapon with 
its extended barrel, the modified Sharpes was outfitted with double triggers and a custom made brass 
tube target scope. Bowens handed Solomon a bandoleer filled with custom made .44 caliber copper 
cartridges that held 110 grains of Miller's 'smokeless' powder. This wondrous gunpowder gave the 
bullet a longer trajectory, allowed the weapon to be fired more cleanly, and gave it the capability of 
hitting targets up to 1500 yards. Solomon twisted Miller's sound suppression apparatus onto the end of 
barrel. He took a small water spout and poured it into the apparatus. The weapon could now fire six 
times without hardly a sound.

Bowens passed Fink a bandoleer loaded with clockwork torpedoes. Affectionately called “music 
boxes,” the torpedoes looked very much like a small tin can. These air tight devices were filled with 
Miller's blasting powder, a mixture of nitroglycerin absorbed into sawdust and sodium phosphate. The 
device was filled with small balls and was detonated with a clockwork mechanism. All one had to do 
was twist the key on its top and four seconds later the torpedo would explode. It was the ideal anti-
personnel weapon.

“Locke,” Percy called. He was pulling the customized knapsack that held one of the team's 
wireless field telegraphs onto his back. Solomon was wearing an identical one. Percy pulled the device 
over his shoulders and Bowens helped him adjust a pair of straps to secure it across his chest. Bowens 
then ran up the antenna, which would allow Percy to communicate with Solomon up to a thousand 
yards. A wire from the telegraph was fed through a series of narrow loops along Percy's left sleeve to a 
gauntlet mounted with a small telegraph key. He fastened a headstrap around his forehead and adjusted 
the earpiece. Solomon walked across the room and gave a couple of test taps. The field telegraph gave 
a muffled series of zaps. Percy nodded that the message was received and placed a slouch hat over the 
headstrap. He returned a couple of taps. Solomon signaled back that the message was received. 



As the men checked their weapons and adjusted their uniforms and war paint, they passed a jar 
filled with a glowing phosphorous solution. They pulled out their pocket watches. The metal outsides 
had been painted black. They swabbed the faces wit the solution and blew on them to dry. Bowens 
closed his watch, opened the watch again and saw that the face was glowing. This would allow him to 
check their time in the dark.

He held up his watch to the others. “1:43 and thirteen seconds . . . fourteen . . . fifteen . . .”
“Check,” called Percy adjusting his watch.
“Check,” said Solomon.
Sam and Fink called out that their watches were synchronized as well.
As Bowens returned his watch to his jacket, he realized Ferrandini had backed against the wall 

and stared at them wide eyed. It was few who had actually seen the Knights Gallant in full war gear. 
Bowens patted the immigrant on the shoulders.

“Relax, Cipriano,” Bowens said.
The Corsican looked away and mumbled something that sounded like, “demons... savages.”
Bowens reviewed hand signals with everyone, then they all took hunks of beeswax and placed it 

in their ears. They were now ready. Bowens checked his watch. 1:57 am. He signaled the saboteurs to 
move out. 

 Ferrandini had acquired horses for all of them. They quickly left the warehouse and moved 
onto the long stretch of Fort Avenue.  They dismounted on the western side of a brickyard, just outside 
the Fort's perimeter wall and dispersed into the shadows.

Bowens grabbed Ferrandini by the arm. “Stay here out of sight. If the mission is successful, we 
will be coming out the front gate. If things go bad, we will be coming back over the wall and you will 
have the horses ready.” He glanced at the others. “If its really bad, we won't be coming out at all.”

The team was in position. Bowens checked his watch. 2:22 am. He gave the signal.
The men rushed forward, flung grappling hooks over the wall and climbed over the perimeter 

wall. They landed next to the military hospital. A single light was lit on the first floor. Bowens saw a 
nurse who was reading next to a lamp. She had not heard anything. He gave the signal and the men 
took up positions in the trees. Sam and Fink moved quietly back to the gate's guard house and killed the 
two guards without a sound. Sam signaled that it was clear.

The team crept towards the edge of the trees. The barracks were to the left and the parade 
ground in front of them. Just beyond was the star shaped fort. A guard walked along the parapet. 
Bowens considered how strange it was that here he was about to attack the subject of one of the 
country's most popular patriotic songs.

He rubbed his chin, studying the distant line of barracks just to the north of the Fort. There were 
a lot of soldiers here. Too much noise and they wouldn't be getting out of here. He turned to Solomon. 
The mountain man's rifle was already aimed. Bowens gave him the signal to execute. The rifle gave a 
deep thumping sound, caused by Miller's suppression apparatus, and the guard slumped to the ground. 
A few moments later, the second guard appeared. A thump and that soldier fell too. 

Bowens signaled for Fink and Percy to go toward the stables. They would prepare two wagons 
while the rest got the crew of the Calliope.

With Solomon covering, the men dashed across the courtyard and took up position behind a 
building near the rail fence surrounding the fort. They covered as Solomon sprinted across the field and 
joined them.  When Solomon was in position to cover, the team ran forward, jumped the fence, slid 
down into the moat and threw their grappling hooks over the walls. In seconds, they were on the 
parapet. 

They slipped across the grassy surface of the northwestern bastion and looked down into the 
fort courtyard from the cover of the large powder magazine. The windows of the soldiers' and officers' 
quarters were dark. A single guard was walking by the Commanding Officer's building. He was 
smoking a cigar. Bowens smelled it before he saw the burning embers. Solomon joined them, his 



breathing was hard. He was getting too old for this. Maybe all of them were. No time to second guess, 
though. Bowens indicated the guard as he and Fink guarded their perimeter. Solomon brought his rifle 
to his shoulder and with another thump, the guard fell dead. The soldier's rifle clattered loud against the 
wall and the team froze. 

Bowens waited a few moments, watching the windows of the buildings for any lights. Once he 
felt it was safe he gave the signal to move forward. The men circled the parapet, making sure there 
were no more soldiers below then quickly moved down the steps. Their rifles never stopped moving, as 
they studied every angle for a possible attack.

They moved across the courtyard and to the building holding the prisoners. Solomon watched 
the door as Fink and Bowens entered. They found Captain Rhett in a cell with the ship's officers. The 
rest of the crew were in the one next to it. All were fast asleep.

Fink opened up the cells and Bowens shook the ship captain awake.
“What's going on?” he said sleepily as he sat up.
“Charles's is a little mad you got his ship captured by the Yankees,” Bowens said with a smile.
“Locke?”
Bowens smiled and put his finger to his mouth. He moved about the cell, waking the crew and 

telling them to be quiet. Only one gave out a surprised shout. Fink quickly covered his mouth.
“You men want to get out of here, you better keep quiet,” Fink hissed. The men all nodded 

quietly and gave the ripped face man a dumbfounded look. They were either still tired or stunned at 
being rescued. Perhaps both.

“Solomon?” Bowens asked.
The mountain man brought his gauntlet up and tapped out a quick message. The telegraph gave 

a little buzz and Solomon nodded, indicating Percy and Sam had gotten the wagons and were ready. 
Bowens waved the men into the courtyard, placing his finger over his mouth and smacking them if they 
made too much noise as they passed by.

Sam and Percy had two wagons ready just outside the sally port. The guard was lying on his 
back nearby.  The crew members piled into the wagons as quickly and as quietly as possible. Bowens 
took the reins of the first wagon and headed towards the perimeter gate. Solomon took up position next 
to him with his long rifle. Bowens checked to make sure the second wagon was following. Sam was 
driving. Percy next to him. Fink was hanging out the back, but quickly climbed inside. Satisfied, 
Bowens turned his attention back to the road. No one seemed to take a breath until they were outside 
the wall.

When they were outside, Bowens signaled Ferrandini, who was standing nearby in the shadows 
to clear out. The Corsican mounted and swiftly led the horses down an alley. Captain Rhett pushed his 
way forward to be next to Bowens.

“How the hell did--”  
“Never mind that. How'd a fine captain such as you manage to get the Calliope captured?” 

Bowens said.
“We had no damned wind!” Captain Rhett protested. “I can't outrun a steamer with no damned 

wind!”
Bowens chuckled. “Well, Charles must be feeling generous, because he's going to give the 

Calliope back to you. Your crew awake enough to get out out of the Port of Baltimore before the 
Yankees turn it into a blockader?”

“I'll be damned if they make my ship a part of their god damned navy,” the captain said.
Bowens led the two wagons down to the docks. There was hardly a soul awake at this hour, 

however. He waited for a short while to see the guards on the Calliope, but when they didn't appear, he 
sent the men onto the ship. He sent Fink and Sam ahead of them.

“Find them,” Bowens said. “Check below deck.”
Captain Rhett's men moved swiftly to get the sloop under sail. All the while, Bowens and the 



others kept an eye out on the surrounding docks, weapons ready. Bowens heard someone shout behind 
him. He turned to see a marine bring up his rifle. Fink moved in. With a quick slash of his knife, the 
marine's jugular spurted red. Fink shoved the corpse over the side. It made a splash as it entered the 
sea.

Another marine ran around the corner near Bowens, his Springfield rifle at the ready.  Bowens 
leveled his carbine at the marine's left eye. The marine stared at the end of the barrel.

“Drop it.”
The marine let his rifle fall with a clatter. Bowens gave him a quick look over to make sure he 

wasn't wearing any other weapons. He motioned with his rifle for the soldier to move into the cabin.
“Tie em up,” Bowens told Solomon. “Gag him too.”
“No witnesses, Locke,” Percy reminded him. “We're never seen.”
Bowens ignored him. It was long standing orders that the team did not take prisoners nor did 

they leave witnesses. However, he wasn't going to shoot an unarmed man no matter what Gideon said. 
Solomon put his hand on his knife and gave Bowens a questioning look. 

Bowens shook his head. “Leave him be.”
“Locke,” Percy said. “We are never seen.”
Bowens held up his hand for silence. “He's been neutralized.”
A moment later, Sam and Fink appeared on deck. 
“Ship is secure,” Fink said.
Bowens turned to Captain Rhett. “Get us out of here.”
Description of boat leaving dock.
“Don't get us captured again, alright?” Bowens told Captain Rhett.
It wasn't until they passed the shadow of Fort McHenry that Bowens finally lowered his 

carbine.  He studied the fort, searching for any signs that it had discovered the missing prisoners. All 
was quiet. The Yankees probably wouldn't even know until the next morning and by then they would be 
long gone. Bowens gave a smile. The team had performed excellently.

Bowens studied every ship they passed with uncertainty. This wasn't his element and he could 
not wait to get back on dry land and on a horse. The beam of the lighthouse from the artificial island of 
Fort Carroll swept over them. There was a ship rounding it in shadow.

Captain Rhett pointed it out. “That's the Lenape.” 
Bowens brought up his weapon. “Sure?”
The Captain nodded. “Most certain. I'll never forget that ship as long as I live.”
“Won't they recognize us?” Bowens asked.
“If they do, they'll just think we are going to join their navy. There's no reason to believe the 

ship has been recaptured.”
That made sense. Seeing Rhett wasn't alarmed about it, Bowens decided neither should he. It 

seemed they were out of danger now. He put his carbine over his shoulder.
Percy walked up to him, wiping the charcoal from his face with a handkerchief.  “Locke, we 

still have the marine. We can't take him with us.”
Bowens frowned. The Englishman was right.
“I can take care of him,” Fink said.
“No, I'll take care of it,” Bowens said. 
He found the marine tied up in the schooner's little captain's cabin, a table napkin shoved in his 

mouth. Bowens pulled him to his feet, cut his bindings, and shoved him outside onto deck. The young 
man looked about at the rebels, fear in his eyes. “Please. . .”

Bowens turned him by the shoulder, walked him to the railing, and pointed him at the sea. 
“Jump.”
The soldiers looked at him wide eyed. “Oh sir, I can't swim!”
“Now's the time to learn.”



Bowens gave him a quick boot that sent him flailing and yelling into the water. The Texan 
turned around and found the crew and the rest of Gideon's saboteurs staring at him.

“Whether he lives or not is now up to God now,” Bowens said. 
“Or the sharks,” Fink said looking over the side.
Bowens walked towards the cabin. Captain Rhett always had some whiskey in a cabinet and 

the Texan needed a drink. 


