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nna and Nathaniel walked hand-in-hand down the road,
taking advantage of an apparent lull in the skirmishes that
had persisted since the initial outburst of violence between
the massed armies. It was risky to be out and about, but it was
maddening to sit in the house without news, and Anna had insisted
that they take at least a brief walk. Nathaniel had agreed in the
hopes that he might be able to learn something of the situation, as
well.
All they could do indoors was await the next burst of cannon
ﬁre that would drive them into the cellar. Outdoors, they could at
least try to get a sense of what was happening around them.
Nathaniel swept his hand over the landscape along the
length of the British line.
“The Americans and their allies have set up all along in a
line mirroring that behind which our English guests now cower, up
to where the swamp about the creek makes movement impossible.
Part of it is built around the fortiﬁcations that Cornwallis had his
men burn to prevent them falling into our hands, but most of it is
their own investment.”
“Where did the ﬁght we heard the other day take place, do
you know?”
He pointed to a squat redoubt just visible over the line of
earthworks that the British had erected. “That position there,
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which sits by itself, as I understand it, attracted the attention of
a French company. The soldier I spoke to seemed quite boastful
about the fact that the British let their enemies come quite close
before opening ﬁre on them.”
Nathaniel shook his head sadly and shuddered. “He told
me with great satisfaction how that little adventure cost the French
some sixty men and a handful of oﬃcers, all killed near to where
you and I used to walk together on a sunny summer’s afternoon.”
Anna looked grave and thoughtful before she replied, “That
these men came all the way from France for the purpose of helping
us gain our independence from the Crown, only to fall right here…
it is diﬃcult to make sense of.”
His mood now somber to match hers, Nathaniel answered,
“Their sacriﬁce must be honored and remembered, however this
larger contest is decided.” They walked on a few more paces, and
he added, “As must be the losses suﬀered by so many in this war.”
She squeezed his hand in understanding. The long rays
of the setting sun were making them both squint, so they turned
around to return to the widow James’ house, their shadows long
across the ground before them.
Looking out over the river, Nathaniel said idly, “I wish that
the British would try ﬁre ships against the French again.”
Anna gave him a quizzical look, and he hastened to add,
“Only because I want to see them for myself, not because I wish to
have any harm come to our protectors from the Royal Navy here.
It must have been quite a sight, watching a whole ship burn as it
drifted down in the current, never mind three of them at once.”
He smirked. “What fools the British must have felt, though,
when the French slipped their anchors and moved aside, only to
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watch the ﬁre ships run aground on the bar out there, harmlessly
burning to the water. Seeing the British waste their eﬀorts so seems
like capital entertainment to me.”
A sudden, distant crackle of gunﬁre hardly turned their
heads, so common had it become.
Listening carefully, Nathaniel nodded in the direction of
Gloucester. “It’s all the way on the other side of the river.”
Peering toward the shadowed water of the river, he noticed
a mass ﬂoating near the shore and pointed. “What on earth is
that?”
Anna peered at where he was indicating, and examined the
spot with her sharper eyes. She gasped. “It’s their horses,” she
said sadly. “Good heavens, the British have killed their horses and
thrown them into the river.”
Nathaniel shook his head. “Truly, things are at a terrible
pass, then, if they are resorting to such measures. ‘Tis true that
there is no forage remaining within the walls of the fortiﬁcations
that they have built, and they cannot just turn the poor beasts free
to become tools of the Americans’ attack, but they must have little
faith that they will ﬁght free of this place if they are destroying their
horses.”
The sporadic pops of musketry subsided, but Nathaniel
was still thinking of the danger that they were needlessly exposing
themselves to, so he guided their steps back toward the house.
“We should not have come outside, even when things seem
quiet,” he said. “The very nature of a siege is that it is precisely
when things seem quiet that they may turn quite active indeed.”
Anna leaned into him, and she did not resist his pull toward
the widow’s house. “Thank you for humoring me, Nathaniel.”
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Her voice was quiet and sad as she continued, “Those poor horses,
caught up in a war they had nothing to do with.”
He answered, “Aye, ‘tis a bad time for any creature that is
caught in the middle between these two armies. But then, no war is
easy on the innocent bystanders, never mind the participants.”

175

