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Jeanne de Brissac, swimming in the Anse des Grandes Salines, Guadeloupe.

CHAPTER 1 — JEANNE DE BRISSAC

15:39 (Guadeloupe Time)
Monday, May 18, 1846
Anse des Grandes Salines

French colony of the Guadeloupe, Caribbean

Knight Pierre Alphonse d’Orléans, wearing a simple shirt and short trousers, was
supervising his black employees who were busy extracting blocks of sea salt from the
salt flats bordering the beach, on which he stood barefoot. Pierre took a moment to
admire the sea and sky of the 'Anse des Grandes Salines, situated at the southeastern
tip of the island of Grande-Terre, the second largest of the archipelago of the
Guadeloupe. His parents, like many aristocrats, had fled France after the start of the
French Revolution and its bloody period called ‘The Terror’ in 1789, when thousands of
nobles had been summarily executed by resentful mobs of impoverished peasants and

common workers. After much hard times, his family, a minor branch of the House of



Orléans, had managed to successfully establish itself in the Americas. Born and raised
in New Orleans, Pierre had eventually decided to go live in the Guadeloupe, with its
flourishing commerce of sugar and rum. Now, at the age of 36, he was the owner of a
large sugar cane plantation, which included a sugar refinery and a small rum distillery,
enough for him to live very comfortably. He had also created large salt flats on the coast
near his plantation, with the salt produced there providing him with a substantial extra
income. Despite the restoration of the monarchy in France at the start of this century,
Pierre felt no urge to return to his country of origin, which he had never seen in his life.
France’s economy was still fragile and the social climate there poisonous, if he could
believe the captains and passengers of the ships that regularly docked in the ports of
Pointe-a-Pitre and Saint-Francois. He would be perfectly happy if not for the fact that he
was without a wife. That didn’t mean that he went without sex though, since more than
one young black woman among his freed ex-slaves were quite willing and eager to sleep
with him. However, young European women of noble or respectable birth were rare in

the Guadeloupe and were all married already...or were as ugly as frogs.

As he was looking at the Island of La Désirade on the horizon, his eyes caught
on a number of floating objects on the surface of the waves, about 600 meters off the
beach he was on. Focusing on the objects, he was soon able to recognize them as
debris from a wrecked ship. He was not surprised by that, as more than a few ships
sank every year around the Guadeloupe because of tropical storms or collisions with
reefs. Calling his foreman and telling him to continue to supervise the work of salt
extraction alone, Pierre got closer to the edge of the water in order to better see. The
currents and waves actually seemed to be pushing the debris towards the beach of fine
white sand he was standing on. Pierre’s heart accelerated when he saw some
movement near one of the floating objects. After looking for a moment, he was ready to
swear that someone was clinging to that piece of debris. He however hesitated to enter
the water to swim towards the debris: the waves were strong and the currents
dangerous along this coast. He finally took a decision when he was able to clearly
distinguish a human head and heard a female voice.

“Help! Help me!”

“FERNAND, COME HERE WITH TWO MEN AND THE ROLL OF ROPE WE
HAVE IN OUR CART, QUICKLY!” shouted Pierre to his foreman while starting to take



off his shirt. Keeping only his short trousers on, he tied around his waist one end of the
rope Fernand brought to him at a run.

“Hold on tight to the other end of this rope with your two men, so that the
currents won’t wash me away. I’'m going to get that girl.”

“Understood, monsieur.” replied the foreman, who then tied the other end of the
rope around his own waist and walked into the water with his employer. While Fernand
and the two black workers with him stopped once water came to their upper legs, Pierre
started swimming resolutely towards the girl in distress. The latter, seeing him
approach, let go the piece of floating debris she had been clinging to and started
swimming to join up with him. Twice the surf threw her back away from the beach,
cancelling her efforts. With an ultimate surge of energy, the girl finally managed to link
up with Pierre, who firmly grabbed her in his arms at once and shouted towards the
beach.

“ HAVE HER, MEN! PULL!”

Fernand and the two black workers immediately started pulling on the rope with all their
strength, towing Pierre and the shipwrecked girl towards the beach. Pierre was finally
able to walk on the bottom but had to drag the young woman, who was apparently
exhausted, out of the water and onto the sand. Gently putting her down on her back
once on dry sand, he examined her while untying the rope around his waist and catching
his breath. He quickly had to revise his first impression of the girl, who only wore a wet
night shirt that was now clinging to her body. While very tall, her face was that of a
teenager, not that of an adult woman. She was also beautiful, with long dark hair and a
sensual and athletic body. The foreman smiled while admiring the appetizing curves of
the girl, whose nipples were visible through her wet shirt.

“Well, monsieur, it seems that you have caught quite a nice fish today.”

It seems so, my good Fernand. Pass me your water bottle, please.”

Taking the tin flask offered by his foreman, Pierre knelt beside the teenager and gently
raised her head while offering her the opened flask. The girl avidly gulped three long
pulls of the water before looking up at Pierre, who could now see that her eyes were
green.

“Thank you very much, monsieur. You are a most brave and kind man.”

“You are welcome, mademoiselle. | am Sire Pierre Alphonse d’Orléans, owner

of a nearby plantation. And what is your name?”



“l am Jeanne Marie Céleste de Brissac, but call me simply Jeanne. Where am
[?”

“On the southeastern tip of the Island of Grande-Terre, in the Guadeloupe. Do
you know if there were other survivors from your ship, Jeanne?”

“l...I don’t know. | don’t think so. | didn’t see a single person during the day
following the sinking. The ship sank at night, without a warning sign. All that | heard
was a terrifying crack just before water filled the under decks. | barely had time to leave
by a skylight.”

“And your parents, Jeanne? You were traveling with your parents, weren’t you?”
The teenager closed her eyes for a moment, as if reliving a nightmare, before answering
in a weak voice.

“They had been dead for four weeks already, killed by the pirates who boarded

our ship. | was then put on the pirates’ ship, while my original ship went south with a
boarding crew.”
Pierre nodded his head, not surprised by her story. Even in this century there were still
a few pirates around the Caribbean Sea, most of them coming from the coasts of South
America. The French Navy, which was only a shadow of its past Napoleonic glory,
rarely patrolled the waters of the Caribbean, something pirates used to their advantage.
The teenager was however awakening a particular interest inside Pierre’s brain, even
without her story about pirates.

“You have an aristocratic name, am | right, Jeanne?”

“l am of modest lineage, monsieur. Why do you ask?”

“Oh, just simple curiosity. Do you feel strong enough to get up now?”

“l think so.”

Pierre helped her get up on her feet, finding out then that she was clearly taller than him.
She was in fact taller than most men. Her wet shirt also revealed a muscular body...and
a very appetizing chest.

“Come with me to my cart: | will bring you to my plantation, so that you could
bathe and change. FERNAND, TELL THE MEN TO STOP WORKING: WE WILL
CONTINUE THE EXTRACTION TOMORROW.”

“YES, MONSIEUR!”

Jeanne looked at the two black men who started following the foreman, as well as at the
dozen other black men visible further away.

“Are these black men slaves?”



“No! | freed all of my slaves a year ago. They now get a part of the profits from
my plantation as their pay, plus a number of benefits.”
Pierre thought that he saw an approving look in the teenager’s eyes then before she
followed him to the cart. Making her sit on the driver’s bench, he waited for the blocks of
salt already extracted from the flats to be loaded in the back before grabbing the reins

and urging his two mules forward.

With his foreman sitting in the back of the cart and with the black workers walking
behind, Pierre waited a moment before trying to start a conversation with the teenager,
wanting to leave her time to recuperate some of her strength.

“So, Jeanne, how old are you, if | may ask?”

“Sixteen, monsieur.” lied Nancy Laplante ‘B’, who had just attained the age of
fourteen. Her body was however a lot more developed for her age than a typical 19"
Century girl’'s body would be.

“Please, simply call me ‘Pierre’. And why were your parents bringing you to the
Guadeloupe, Jeanne?”

“My parents were practically broke following some disastrous financial
speculations in France, and were hoping to build back their fortune here. Pirates then
intercepted and seized our ship, killing my parents in the process, along with the whole
crew.”

“And what was the name of your ship? | will need to warn the authorities in
Basse-Terre about this.”

“It was called the GROS GAILLARD. We were the only passengers aboard. It
was captured a month ago.”

“So, it is the original pirate ship that sank near here, right, Jeanne?”

“That’s exact, Pierre.”

Something in her tone and attitude, which denoted unease, told Pierre that she was not
telling him everything, but he didn’t insist and stayed silent during the four kilometer trip
to his plantation. Finally arriving at the limits of his property, Pierre proudly showed with
a sweep of one arm the vast sugar cane fields, the sugar extraction plant, the rum
distillery, the small workers’ village and his own house.

“This is my plantation, ‘Sweet Dreams’.”

Jeanne smiled with amusement on hearing that and looked at him.

“l like that name. Was it your wife who gave it that name?”



“l am an old single guy, Jeanne. | am also a bit of a poet.”
“Not married, a strong and handsome man like you?”
The compliment made Pierre smile in turn.

“Let’'s say that well-born girls are rare in the Guadeloupe, Jeanne. | am also in
rather poor terms with most of my white neighbors, who think that | am way too soft on
my black workers. | was even accused a few times of sheltering and protecting running
slaves.”

“From what | have heard during my trip about the living conditions of those
slaves, | can’t blame them at all for wanting to run away. Such cruel conditions could not
possibly be condoned by God.”

“Very well said, my dear Jeanne. However, too many people here worship gold
rather than God.”

“The same is true in France.” replied the teenager, her expression hardening a
bit.

“Well, enough about this! We will go to my house right away, so that you could

wash and then rest.”

Jumping down on the ground with Jeanne once in front of his residence, Pierre
let the cart in the hands of Fernand and showed the wooden facade of his house, which
seemed to have been damaged and then repaired summarily.

“You will excuse the appearance of my house, Jeanne, but a terrible earthquake
struck this island three years ago. My house actually resisted much better to it than
many other houses. Just in Pointe-a-Pitre, the main port in the island, there were over
3,000 dead from that earthquake.”

Jeanne nodded her head while inspecting the fagade.

“A wooden house normally resists to earthquakes better than stone houses. The
repairs you did seem adequate to me.”

She then followed Pierre inside. The latter shouted at once when inside a large lounge.

“MARTHE! MARTHE! | NEED YOU!”

A stoutly-built black woman with a sympathetic face came in at once from the kitchen, to
open wide eyes on seeing Jeanne, who was still only wearing her half-dried shirt.

“Dear Lord, monsieur, what happened to this poor girl?”

“She was shipwrecked off the coast and | saved her on the Grandes Salines

beach, Marthe. Can you prepare a good hot bath for Jeanne and also wash her hair.
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Use some of my clothes to dress her up afterwards: | am afraid that she is way too tall to
fit any dress in this plantation.”
“Right away, monsieur.” said Marthe before walking to Jeanne and bow to her

with a warm smile. “If mademoiselle will follow me.”

With Jeanne following the servant, Pierre then ended alone in his living room.
Going briefly to the kitchen, he advised his cook that there would be a guest for supper
and then returned to the living room, where he poured himself a glass of rum before
sitting down in his favorite sofa. Barely twenty minutes later, Marthe entered the lounge
at a near run, looking and sounding troubled.

“Monsieur, the girl is now in the bathtub.”

“Yes, and?” said Pierre, not understanding her excitement.

“She was flogged and also branded repeatedly with red hot irons, monsieur! Her
torso and buttocks are covered with scars.”

Pierre got up at once from his sofa, shocked by this.
“"WHAT? Did she tell you how she ended up with these scars?”
] didn’t dare ask her, monsieur. What do | do now?”

Pierre thought for a moment before looking again at Marthe.

“The branding marks, are they shaped like fleurs-de-lis?”

Marthe shook her head at that, understanding what he was alluding to. Prostitutes often
were branded by the royal justice, which used irons shaped like a fleur-de-lis.

“No, monsieur. | believe that she was tortured, severely. Her scars seem to
date from a few weeks at the least.

“Those pirate bastards!” swore Pierre, suddenly understanding what could have
happened to Jeanne. “Very well, Marthe. Continue to help her wash up and don’t
mention her scars with her. | will talk with Jeanne afterwards.”

“Understood, monsieur.” replied Marthe before walking away, leaving Pierre

alone with his thoughts.

Marthe returned with Jeanne a bit less than one hour later, as another servant
was preparing the covers on the dining table, situated at one end of the lounge. Pierre
smiled to Jeanne, who was now wearing a male set of clothes that ill fitted her.

°l believe that my first priority tomorrow will be to go in town with you to find

some proper clothes for you, my friend.”
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Jeanne, who seemed to be still disoriented, returned his smile.

“You already did a lot for me, monsieur. | don’t know how to properly thank you
for saving me and now caring for me.”

“You can start by sharing this supper with me, Jeanne.” replied Pierre while
pointing at the dining table. Getting up from his sofa, Pierre led Jeanne to the table and
gallantly helped her sit down before taking the chair facing her. Filling Jeanne’s cup with
wine, then filling his own cup, Pierre raised it and smiled to the beautiful teenager.

“To your health, Jeanne.”

“And to yours, Pierre.” replied Jeanne while raising her own cup and making it
touch that of Pierre. They each drank a short pull of wine before putting back down their
cups, looking at each other in silence while a servant brought in two plates of soup.
Jeanne waited for the servant to be back in the kitchen before speaking, her eyes
lowered and with embarrassment on her face.

“l noticed the reaction of Marthe, your maid, when she saw my scars. | suppose
that she told you about them?”

“Yes, but if you don’t want to talk about them now...”

“You have the right to know about them, Pierre. That is the least | can do. When
pirates attacked my ship over a month ago, kiling my parents and the whole crew, |
defended myself and managed to Kill two pirates and to wound another one before being
overpowered. The pirates, enraged, punished me by flogging me. When | resisted
again as the pirate captain was trying to rape me, he had me tortured with red hot irons
to break my resistance, then took me by force. The next few weeks were like Hell for
me, with the captain beating me when | was not cooperating. On top of killing my
parents and taking all that we owed, those bastards also took away my dignity and
sullied me in an unspeakable way. | am afraid that | am not worthy of your hospitality,
Pierre.”

“Nonsense, Jeanne!” said softly Pierre while putting his left hand over her right
hand. “You have nothing to be ashamed of in all this. You were helpless and a
prisoner. As for those pirates, they have now paid for their crimes and will not abuse
anyone anymore.”

“But what will people think of me now? | am not even sure yet if those pirates
didn’t make me pregnant or not. | also can’t prove who | am: all my family documents

are now at the bottom of the sea and the pirates took away my family ring.”
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“Don’'t worry about that, Jeanne. Just rest for the next few days and get over
your misadventure. You are my guest here and you will always be respected at ‘Sweet
Dreams’.”

Jeanne lowered her head, tears in her eyes.

“You are too good, Pierre. Thank you, from the bottom of my heart.”

Moved, Pierre quickly got up and went around the table to go gently grab her shoulders
and to speak softly in her ears.

“Forget about all this, my dear. You are a noble and will be treated as such here.
Tomorrow, we will go together to Saint-Frangois, the main town in this area, to buy some
clothes worthy of you. Now, just eat and relax.”

Going back to his place, Pierre sat back and ate in silence, respecting her obvious
embarrassment. He was however thinking furiously as he kept looking discreetly from
time to time at Jeanne, who was eating slowly. The news that she had been tortured
and raped by the pirates was saddening him for more than one reason. The idea of
eventually marrying this beautiful girl he had saved from the sea was already in his
head, but he would have to wait a few months to make sure that she was not pregnant
before proposing marriage to her. If not, the busybodies around Saint-Francois would
not hesitate to call a baby born too quickly from Jeanne a bastard. He would thus have
to temper his temptations towards her for a few months before courting her favors.

Somehow, Pierre knew that this was not going to be easy.

On her part, Nancy Laplante ‘B’ eyed discreetly Pierre, a handsome and solidly
built man who wore black hair cut at the neck and who shaved his face. He was
muscular and stood at about 175 centimeters, with gray eyes and a square jaw that
reinforced his apparent strength of character. She had not needed to simulate her
embarrassment when she had told him about her scars. Even though she had
successfully resisted the tortures inflicted to her in the Bastille in 1651, that experience
had deeply traumatized her and had marked her mentally as well as physically. She
could have had her scars treated via the highly advanced medical science of the 34"
Century and have made them disappear completely, but she had decided to receive only
basic medical care. That decision had greatly pained her parents, but she had insisted
on that in order to keep her cover identity in 1651 plausible. A recovery that would prove
too ‘miraculous’ would have attracted many questions and nasty rumors at the King’s

court. As a consequence, she had been forced to modify slightly her original cover story
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for her role as Jeanne de Brissac in 1846. Thankfully for her, Pierre Alphonse d’Orléans
seemed to be the kind of man that she could truly love. The knowledge that Pierre had
less than one year to live according to history then came back to her mind, attracting
tears on her cheeks. Pierre, misunderstanding the cause for her tears, hurried up again
to go comfort her.

“Do not cry, Jeanne: your misfortunes are over, | promise you that.”

“Excuse me, Pierre.” said Nancy between two sobs. “So many things happened
to me lately. | don’t know what to expect anymore from life.”

“Maybe some rest will do you good, Jeanne. Would you like to go to bed after
supper?”
She nodded her head at that. Returning to his place, Pierre let her finish her supper,
then escorted her to the guest room of his house, showing her the bed covered by a
mosquito net.

“Marthe will bring you a night gown and some underwear. If you need anything,
just ask.”

“Thank you again, Pierre. You are too good.”

“Not at all: | am only doing what a good Christian is supposed to do. Sleep now
and forget about those pirates, Jeanne.”
He then left the bedroom and returned to the lounge, where he poured himself some

more wine, drinking it while dreaming about the girl he had saved from the sea.

Next morning, Pierre had his cart readied and left with Jeanne for the small town
of Saint-Francois, situated a few kilometers to the southwest of his plantation. Keeping
to small talk on the way, Pierre did his best to relax Jeanne by chatting about the town
and the local life. The dresses and other clothes he found for her in Saint-Francois,
while of decent quality, were not however what a noble would expect to wear. Despite
the fact that Jeanne seemed more than satisfied by his acquisitions, Pierre promised
himself to one day bring her to Pointe-a-Pitre, the main port of the Guadeloupe and a
place where he knew that he would find some gowns worthy of an aristocrat girl. On the
other hand, Jeanne, with her uncommon height and athletic body, was well noticed in
Saint-Frangois, where the coming of new French settlers was fairly rare these days.
Some of Pierre’s French neighbors were also in town with their wives that day and didn’t
miss the tall and beautiful teenager going around with Pierre. Most of them being in

rather poor terms with Pierre d’Orléans, the ideas that came to their mind then and the
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comments they made about the couple were not exactly charitable. Jeanne’s origin in
particular attracted many questions in the heads of those neighbors. One plantation
owner, intrigued by Jeanne, visited a tailor shop after Pierre and Jeanne and spoke with
the tailor, who told him in turn about the scars on Jeanne’s torso. That made the
plantation owner and his wife think about all kinds of hypothesis, which they of course

diligently shared with other people around them.

Returning to the plantation by the end of the afternoon with a Jeanne apparently
happy about their acquisitions, Pierre took one hour to go inspect the various works in
progress in his fields and in his sugar extraction plant. As he was about to reenter his
house just before supper, Pierre suddenly slowed down his pace and stopped in front of
his door, perplex: somebody was playing the piano he had in his lounge. He was
supposed to be the only one able to play the piano in ‘Sweet Dreams’. The answer that
came to his mind then made him smile and he resolutely entered his house, walking
quietly to his lounge. He found Jeanne there, wearing one of her new dresses and
playing with brio a piece of music unknown to Pierre. Seeing him approach, Jeanne
gave him a big smile while continuing to play.

“You didn’t tell me that you had a square piano, Pierre. Do you have other
musical instruments, by chance?”

“Uh, | have a guitar, plus a banjo that | bought in New-Orleans. You didn't tell
me that you knew how to play the piano. | must say that you seem to be quite good at
it.”

“Thank you! In truth, the guitar is my favorite musical instrument, but | am also
well practiced with the piano and the harpsichord. | also like to sing.”

“Really?” said Pierre, ecstatic. “Could | then ask you to sing something for me?”

“But, with pleasure, my handsome knight.” replied Jeanne in a playful tone
before changing her tune on the piano. Concentrating for a moment, she then started
singing a song in French that Pierre had never heard before but that he found beautiful.
He also found that she had a very pretty voice and that she seemed to have a clear
talent for singing. His heart warmed up as he watched Jeanne sing and play, radiant
with beauty and talent. He applauded her at the end of the song, truly impressed.

“Bravo, Jeanne! That was beautifull Do you know many other songs?”

’l do, but many of them are in English, with a few more in Spanish and in

German.”
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Pierre looked at her with big surprised eyes.
“You can speak four languages?”

’

“Seven, actually.” replied Jeanne, who didn’t seemed to be bragging. ‘I also
know Gaelic, Greek and Latin. | do have a special talent for languages.”

What Nancy didn’t tell him was that her 1.Q. of 153 made her a certified genius and that
she already held a diploma in robotics engineering, a discipline marrying mechanical
science, electronics and computer programming. On his part, Pierre then felt immense
relief wash over him. The multiple talents just shown by Jeanne basically ruled out a
possibility that had worried him since yesterday: that Jeanne had lied to him and was in
reality a pirate herself, a thought brought by her tall and strong body and her torture
marks. However, the chances that a girl raised among pirates could speak seven
languages, play the piano like a virtuoso and sing the way she just did were about nil,

her talents denoting instead the education of a true aristocrat.

Pierre listened to two more songs by Jeanne, who played the guitar for her last
song. She then proved to be really good with a guitar, playing as well as anyone he had
seen before, including in New Orleans. Now truly hooked on, Pierre shared an
agreeable supper with Jeanne, whose morale seemed to have improved a lot since
yesterday. After the meal, the two of them sat in a comfortable sofa of the lounge with
glasses of rum, spending a good two hours conversing together. That time with Jeanne
finished convincing Pierre that she had received a quality education that only a true
aristocrat could get. The only point that detracted from that was when she told him that
she liked to practice combat sports, including fencing. Her explanation that she had
been fascinated since her tender youth about the girls of the ancient Greek city of Sparta
however reassured him somewhat. In truth, Pierre wanted to believe her, conquered by
her personality and her beauty. When the time came to go to bed, it took him all of his
strength of will not to follow her into her bedroom. Sleep came with difficulty for him that

night, with images of Jeanne filling his mind.

During the following days, Jeanne revealed herself to be a girl with a heart of
gold and with liberal, progressive ideas, treating with respect and kindness the ex-slaves
of the plantation and their families and showing interest in their welfare. Pierre, who was
in bad terms with his white neighbors because of his so-called ‘softness’ towards his

black workers, much appreciated that side of Jeanne, while she gained quickly the
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affection of the plantation’s workers. Jeanne also proved to be singularly useful to Pierre
around the plantation. On the third day at ‘Sweet Dreams’, she told Pierre that she was
going to go fishing at a nearby beach, leaving with a young black boy carrying a
harpoon, a fishing net and a large haversack containing only a water bottle and a loaf of
bread, plus a knife. She returned in the evening with her haversack full of shellfish and
with nine big fish carried inside her fishing net, enough to provide a well-received extra
for the supper of the workers of the plantation and their families. From then on, she
went to swim and fish nearly every day, telling Pierre that the swimming helped her keep
in shape and invariably returning with an impressive amount of fish and shellfish. She
often returned as well with quantities of mussels harvested from the sea bottom,
sometimes from impressive depths, proving herself to be a first class swimmer with
impressive lung capacity. Pierre quickly realized how useful her fishing was to him when
he saw the substantial savings he made in terms of food supplies for his workers and to
the cost of his own table. Leaving early each morning with her young black assistant,
Jeanne would return by noon hour with her catches, then would wash and change into
simple work clothes to help Pierre run and maintain his plantation. She further surprised
Pierre in that respect, proving to be incredibly knowledgeable about mechanical
sciences and also being highly skilled at mechanical repairs, diagnosing and then
repairing a problem with the gear mechanism of the crushing rollers used to crush the
sugar canes cut down by Pierre’s workers. When Jeanne casually told him how she had
done those repairs, Pierre could only look at her with his jaw wide opened in disbelief.
After washing a second time before supper, Jeanne would put on a gown and become
again an aristocratic girl, entertaining Pierre’s evenings by singing, playing music and
conversing with him. She also often went out to the small village housing the
plantation’s workers and would play her guitar and sing, to the enjoyment of the black
workers and their families. Even though she was still officially only a guest at the
plantation and had not had sexual relations yet with Pierre, the latter nearly felt like he
was married and was now happier than he had ever been since his youth in New

Orleans.

Two weeks after her arrival at the plantation, Jeanne went to see Pierre, a big
smile on her face.
“l have a very good news, Pierre: my menstruations showed up last night. | don’t

have to worry anymore about becoming pregnant from those damn pirates.”



17

“But, that’s great news indeed!” said Pierre, also smiling, before taking her in his
arms and kissing her passionately. She returned his kiss with equal passion, letting his
hands roam over her body. Now fully fired up, Pierre looked at her with utmost love.

“Jeanne, you are the most fascinating and precious girl | ever met. Would you
accept to marry me once there could be no more possible doubts about the origin of a
pregnancy in the eyes of the authorities?”

Jeanne’s eyes became moist at those words as she eyed him in silence for a moment
before replying in a very soft tone.

“Pierre, | would be most happy to be the wife of a man such as you.”

She then exchanged a long kiss with Pierre before looking at him again.

“l realize that it will take another couple of months at the least before it is evident
to all that | was not made pregnant by those pirates. We should normally abstain from
full sexual relations in the meantime, but | do not wish to make you suffer by frustrating
your passion for me this long. | hope that you are not the type that believes that there
should be no sex before marriage?”

That made Pierre smile in amusement.

“You are kidding, right? We are both French, thus from a country were sex is
celebrated through our whole history and where half of the men are cuckold. You also
must have noticed by now that | am not a very religious man.”

“And neither am |, Pierre. | may be quite young still but | did play around boys
before leaving France. | know ways to please you without risking a pregnancy. Come!”
She then led him by one hand towards her bedroom while smiling warmly to him. Even
if he would have wanted to resist her offer, Pierre knew that he would have lacked the

willpower for that.

14:28 (Guadeloupe Time)
Wednesday, June 3, 1846

‘Sweet Dreams’ plantation

Island of Grande-Terre, Guadeloupe

Barely a day later, a cart carrying a functionary and escorted by an officer and six
mounted soldiers showed up at the plantation. Pierre saw them coming at the last

minute, being busy at the time inspecting the big vats used to distill rum. A bad feeling
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growing in him at the sight of the soldiers, he returned in hurried steps to his house, in
front of which the cart and its escort had stopped. The officer commanding the escort,
still perched on his horse, asked him a question on a neutral tone.

“Are you Sire Pierre d’Orléans, monsieur?”

“That’s me!”

The officer then saluted him with his hat.

“l am Lieutenant Dupré, sent by Governor Layrle with Monsieur De Méziéres, the
crown assistant-prosecutor in Basse-Terre. We were sent to inquire about a Jeanne de
Brissac. Is she still in this plantation?”

“Uh, yes! | however do not understand why the Governor wanted Monsieur de
Méziéres to be escorted by soldiers for this.”

“We could discuss this inside, monsieur. Could you tell the lady in question that

we would like to speak with her?”
Despite the polite tone used by the officer, Pierre didn’t like at all the way things were
looking. He however hid his anxiety as best he could and walked quickly around his
house, going to its vegetable garden, which Jeanne was helping to maintain. He did not
miss the fact that the officer followed him with two of his soldiers, still on their horses.
Jeanne, busy plucking out wild grass, only saw Pierre and the soldiers once they were
only a few meters from her. Getting up slowly from her knees and hands, she gave a
suspicious look at the soldiers before looking at Pierre.

“To what do we owe the visit of these gentlemen, Pierre?”

“They came from Basse-Terre with an assistant-prosecutor to see you, Jeanne.”
Jeanne then detailed the officer, who was in exchange noting her height and athletic
built.

“Very well! Just let me some time to make myself presentable, gentlemen.”

“Of course, mademoiselle.” replied the officer, who however followed her to the
rear door of the house and entered behind her, followed by Pierre. The latter then led
the young lieutenant and the assistant-prosecutor to his lounge, offering them to sit in a
sofa.

“Please sit down, gentlemen.”

“Thank you, Sir Pierre.” said De Meézieres, sighing with relief after sitting for
hours on the hard wooden bench of his cart. Pierre sat facing him in his favorite easy

chair and examined the expression of the graying royal functionary.
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“So, Monsieur De Méziéres, you came to find out about my unfortunate guest?
My letter thus got promptly enough to the Governor?”

“Yes, along with other pieces of information about Mademoiselle de Brissac that
we found a bit alarming.”

“Her correct title would be Lady Jeanne, Monsieur de Méziéres.” replied Pierre in
a rather irritated tone. The assistant-prosecutor looked at him with some skepticism.

°If she is indeed who she pretends to be, Sir Pierre. Understand that the
disappearance of the GROS GAILLARD, supposedly at the hand of pirates, has worried
the authorities in Basse-Terre. Why don’t you tell us now how you first met this girl?”

“As you wish, monsieur.” said Pierre before telling him in a few minutes how he
had saved Jeanne from the sea and had then brought her to his plantation. At the end
of it, Lieutenant Dupré whispered into the ear of the assistant-prosecutor, who nodded
his head before speaking again to Pierre.

“Sir Pierre, have you seen the scars on this Jeanne de Brissac?”

“Yes, | did. She told me herself that she was flogged and branded by the pirates
who captured her, for having resisted them.”

“And you didn’t think about the possibility that those scars could have been
caused in different circumstances, monsieur?”

Pierre stiffened at once in his easy chair, indignant.

“Are you insinuating that Jeanne is not a true aristocrat, monsieur?”

“That possibility came to the mind of the Governor, monsieur. That is why he
sent me with an escort to come question your guest. Lieutenant Dupré just told me that
your Jeanne happens to be very tall and quite muscular...for a sixteen year-old
aristocrat.”

“She effectively is, but that does not make a liar out of her, monsieur.”

“Sire Pierre, please put yourself in our place for a moment. Here is a tall, strong
girl who arrived here by the sea following a shipwreck. She wears torture scars and has
no paper or jewel that could prove who she is. One could be excused to think that she
could be a pirate herself, a pirate girl that could have been tortured in the past by a rival
band.”

“A pirate girl that speaks seven languages, plays the piano and the guitar with
brio and can talk about the history of France for hours?” shot back Pierre. “She may
look to you physically like an Amazon, but | can assure you that she has the education of

a true noble girl.”
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“Seven languages?” asked De Mézieres, suddenly less sure of himself.

“Yes monsieur! On top of French, she can speak and sing in English, Spanish,
German, Gaelic, Greek and Latin. | can also certify to you that Jeanne has advanced
notions in mathematics, geometry, astronomy and many other things.”

De Mézieres exchanged a surprised look with Lieutenant Dupré.

“Uh, Sir Pierre, your Jeanne de Brissac seems nearly too good to be true.”

It is true that men keep thinking that women are inferior to them, gentlemen, in
which they are sorely mistaken.” said a female voice, making the three men snap their
heads towards the entrance of the lounge. Jeanne was now wearing a gown, while her
hair was carefully combed and gathered in a horse’s tail at the back of her head. She
then walked up to them and bow politely in front of the assistant-prosecutor.

“Jeanne Marie Céleste de Brissac, at your service, Monsieur De Mézieéres. | am
ready to do my best to prove to you who | am.”

“Uh, well, | was actually planning to bring you to Basse-Terre, where the official
registers that could help verify your declarations are, mademoiselle. It is also quite
possible that | could have to send an official request to France to have the passenger
registry of the GROS GAILLARD checked to see if you and your parents were indeed
recorded as having left on that ship.”

“But, such a procedure would take months!” objected Pierre, frustrated. “Know
that me and Jeanne were planning to marry in a month or so.”

De Méziéres gave him a cold look at those words.

“More the reason to be careful, Sir Pierre. Would you be ready to risk
associating the name of your illustrious family, which is connected to the Crown, with a
possible impostor? | believe anyway that the Governor will oppose such a marriage as
long as he will not be certain about the identity of your guest.”

Seeing that Pierre was suddenly struck by discouragement, Jeanne went to sit by his
side to console him, one arm around his shoulders.

“Don’t worry, Pierre. The doubts about me will vanish soon enough. The
important thing is that | am here with you and will stay by your side.”

“If you say so, Jeanne.” replied Pierre with little conviction. Jeanne then looked
up resolutely at De Méziéres and Dupré.

“Gentlemen, if you still want to bring me to Basse-Terre in order to complete your

inquiry about me, | am ready to follow you willingly...as long as | am treated with
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respect. | know that your inquiry, if conducted competently, will eventually prove that |
am who | say | am. Thus, think twice before making me travel while wearing shackles.”
De Mézieres made a forced smile, realizing fully the consequences if he made a mistake
and dishonored an authentic aristocrat.

“Do not worry, mademoiselle: you will be treated with respect, unless the inquiry
exposes you as an impostor, in which case your punishment will be harsh indeed.”

“Fair deal!” said Jeanne before looking at Pierre, who was staring at his two
‘guests’ with little sympathy. “l am sure that we could accommodate our visitors for the
night, right, Pierre?”

“Effectively, Jeanne. The escort of Monsieur De Mézieres can go establish itself
in the barn. | will leave my own bedroom to Monsieur De Mézieres and Lieutenant
Dupré.”

“But, where will you sleep then, monsieur?” Asked Dupré.

“With Jeanne, of course!” Replied Pierre with a malicious smirk, making Jeanne
giggle. “You are of course welcome to have supper with me and Jeanne, you and your

soldiers.”

16:49 (Guadeloupe Time)
Saturday, June 6, 1846
Fort Saint-Charles, town of Basse-Terre

Guadeloupe

Jeanne looked around her with curiosity as the cart transporting her entered a
stone fortress through a guarded gate. The fortress had been built according to the
principles dear to Vauban, the famous French military engineer that had served King
Louis XIV. The walls were low but thick and the octagonal star pattern included a series
of sunken bastions situated behind wide and deep trenches. Cannons also were visible
at the crenellations, especially on the side facing the nearby sea. Nancy ‘B’ knew that
this fortress had seen many battles during the last two centuries, especially against the
British, who had occupied the Guadeloupe a number of times in the past, the last time
being from 1810 to 1816. The cart soon stopped in front of a long, single storey house
made of wood and stone and situated in the center of the fortress. Pierre, who had
made the trip atop of his horse, set foot on the ground with Jeanne, De Mézieres and

Lieutenant Dupré, letting the soldiers of the escort bring the cart and the horses to the
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stables. Jeanne, carrying in her hands a canvas bag and a guitar that she had used to
provide some entertainment during the trip, was invited to follow De Mézieres inside the
house, which turned out to be the residence of the governor of the Guadeloupe,
Monsieur de Layrle. The latter, alerted to their arrival by a servant, greeted them in a
large but modestly furnished lounge. De Layrle was a thin, rather small man with long
sideburns joining with his moustache and who wore a pair of round spectacles. He wore
a frock coat and a pair of gray stripped pants despite the heavy heat of the Summer. He
examined Jeanne a moment, surprised by her height, before bowing politely to her and
Pierre.

“Welcome to Basse-Terre, lady and gentleman. | am Governor Henry de
Layrle.”

“Sir Pierre Alphonse d’Orléans, at your service, Governor.” said Pierre while
bowing himself, while Jeanne made a curtsy. “This is Lady Jeanne Marie Céleste de
Brissac, whom | saved from the sea three weeks ago.”

“And how old are you, mademoiselle?” Asked the governor.

“Sixteen, Your Excellency. As | already said to Monsieur De Méziéres, | am
ready to do my best to prove to you who | am.”

“Let’s not talk about this yet, Lady Jeanne.” replied de Layrle with a polite smile.
“Please take the time to install yourself after your hot and dusty trip. My wife Louise will
show you to your room.”

A small woman in her forties with a distinguished appearance then stepped from behind
the governor and smiled to Jeanne.

“If you will follow me, my dear.”

“With pleasure, madame.”

With the Governor taking care of Pierre, Jeanne followed Louise de Layrle to a small but
clean and comfortable guest room. Louise however closed the door of the room behind
Jeanne and spoke to her in a sober tone.

“Mademoiselle, my husband asked me to examine you in private, so that your

modesty would not be hurt. | will thus ask you to undress completely.”
Having expected that, Jeanne obeyed without fuss and soon stood fully naked in front of
the wife of the governor, who asked her to slowly turn around on the spot. Louise
seemed genuinely shocked by the sight of the scars left by whip strokes and red hot
irons on her torso and buttocks.

“Decidedly, those who did this to you were quite cruel, my poor girl.”
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“| dared resist the pirates who boarded my ship, killing two of them and injuring a
third one. They also punished me a second time after | resisted their captain, who
wanted to rape me.”

Louise de Layrle then stepped close to her to examine in detail her scars, touching them
before feeling the muscles in her legs and arms and also noting her wide shoulders.

“And...did they rape you?”

“Many times, madame.”

Louise next made her lie on her back on the bed with her legs opened. A few seconds
were enough for her to see that Jeanne was not a virgin anymore.

“You may now wash yourself before dressing back if you wish so, mademoiselle.
There is a wash basin full of water and a sponge near the window, plus a towel. Once
dressed, please return to the lounge, where my husband will speak with you.”

’l will only need ten minutes, madame.”

“Perfect!” said Louise before leaving the room and closing the door behind her.
She then went to the lounge, where her husband was discussing with Pierre d’Orléans,
whispering in the ear of her husband.

“She was effectively cruelly tortured, but not by the royal justice, on top of being
raped. She is also the most athletic and strong girl | ever saw.”

“Thank you, my dear Louise. We will speak further after supper.”

As promised, Jeanne showed up in the lounge ten minutes later, cleaned up and
with her dress dusted off. The governor greeted her with a smile and pointed the sofa in
which Pierre was already sitting.

“Ah, here you are, my dear! Please, take place besides Sir Pierre. Would you
like a cup of wine to refresh yourself?”

“With pleasure, Your Excellency.”

Once Jeanne was sitting, a servant brought her a cup of wine on top of a silver tray, with
Jeanne taking the cup with good grace. De Layrle watched her closely, knowing that De
Mézieres was listening through the wall from an adjacent room, various reference books
in front of him.

“Well, my dear Jeanne, why don’t you tell us about your family and the reasons
for them to travel to the Guadeloupe?”

Jeanne obliged him at once and served him the cover story built for her by the Time

Patrol. That story actually followed closely reality, as a Jeanne de Brissac had
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effectively taken a cabin with her parents on the GROS GAILLARD in the port of
Bordeaux, with the goal of rebuilding their fortune in the Guadeloupe. The real Jeanne
de Brissac was sixteen at the time of her fatal trip, was fairly tall for a girl and had dark
brown hair and green eyes. Nancy ‘B’ knew nearly every detail about her short life and
that of her parents, thanks to the research in depth done on the Brissac family by the
Time Patrol. Nancy finally had to lie only about the way the GROS GAILLARD had
vanished. At the insistence of the governor, she described to him the taking of her ship
by the pirates, as well as the tortures and ill treatments she had endured at their hands.
She only had to think about her own, too real experience in the basements of the Bastille
to paint a convincing look of horror on her face. De Layrle, visibly moved, listened
closely to her story before asking less disturbing questions about what she knew about
the French government and French customs. Nancy also passed with brio that part of
what was really a polite but detailed interrogation.

By the time that supper was announced, the governor had become convinced
that Jeanne was telling the truth, reasoning that a girl raised among pirates could not
possibly fool him this much. What cemented his favorable impression of her was when,
at his invitation in order to test her, Jeanne played the piano and the guitar after supper
while singing, on top of conversing in Spanish and in English, two languages that the
governor was fluent into. De Layrle exchanged a knowing look with his wife, who
nodded her head and whispered in his ear.

“Her education is just too good for her to be anything but an aristocrat, Henry. |
believe her.”

“l believe her too. Just let me go speak discreetly with De Méziéres, to see what
he thinks of Jeanne’s answers to my questions.”

Excusing himself for a moment with Pierre and Jeanne, the governor left the lounge and
went to see his assistant-prosecutor, who was hiding in the governor’s office adjacent to
the lounge.

“So, what do you think, Monsieur De Méziéres?”

The graying functionary had a last look at his notes before answering in a slow,
deliberate voice.

“Well, Your Excellency, everything she said made sense and fitted with what we
know. Her answers about the House of Brissac matched perfectly with my treatise on

French genealogy. She even described very precisely the coat of arms of the Brissac,
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which is only a modest noble house that is not known by many. | still can’t be absolutely
certain that this girl is who she says she is without sending a letter to Bordeaux to verify
that the Brissac family indeed boarded the GROS GAILLARD. However, | am certain
that this is no pirate girl, Your Excellency.”

“Excellent! | agree with you that she can only be a true aristocrat. | don’t believe
that sending a letter to Bordeaux will be necessary. Close your inquiry on her and have
a certificate in her name prepared for tomorrow morning, indicating her date of arrival in
the Guadeloupe. Put her as well in the registries of the colony.”

It will be done, Your Excellency.”

The governor then returned to the lounge, both relieved and satisfied, going to Jeanne
and gallantly kissing her hand.

“Lady Jeanne, | am truly sorry to have forced you to do the long trip to here.
Know that | now believe your story and that the registries of the colony will officially list
your arrival in the Guadeloupe as Jeanne Marie Céleste de Brissac.”

“Thank you! Thank you from the bottom of my heart, Your Excellency!” replied
Nancy, not needing to simulate her emotion, before kissing de Layrle on both cheeks.
The latter then shook hands with Pierre, who was now feeling immense relief wash over
him.

“Congratulations, Sir Pierre. You now have my blessing to marry your beautiful
Lady Jeanne when you wish so. You are of course both invited to stay in my residence
until your departure to return to your plantation. In fact, | was planning a ball for
tomorrow, to which | have invited all the high society of Basse-Terre. You would make
me happy if you could stay and participate in that ball.”

“It will be an honor to do so, Your Excellency.” said happily Pierre. On her part,
Nancy also smiled, satisfied. The first part of her mission in the Guadeloupe was now

nearly complete. There was only one small formality left to conclude it.

14:23 (Guadeloupe Time)
Sunday, July 5, 1846

Church of Saint-Francgois, Guadeloupe

“And | thus declare both of you united by the sacred links of marriage. You may

now kiss each other.”
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The small crowd that was present at the ceremony, made up in majority of the black
workers of Pierre and their families, shouted with joy as Pierre and Jeanne exchanged a
long kiss inside Saint-Frangois’ church. Nancy looked into Pierre’s eyes, real tears on
her cheeks.

“Pierre, | could not possibly have found a better man than you here in the
Guadeloupe. | promise to love you with all my passion and for as long as | will be alive.”
Many of the women present sighed deeply on hearing that declaration of love, while
Pierre caressed her cheek with one hand.

“Know that you are everything for me, Jeanne. | now count myself as the
luckiest man in the World.”

The couple then exchanged a second kiss even more passionate than the first one,
making more than one female spectator cry.

The marriage ceremony in the church was followed by a party held in the biggest
inn of the town, a party that went on until after supper. The newlywed and their
employees then returned to the plantation, either by cart or on foot, to continue the
festivities there. Pierre and Jeanne stayed together in bed until late next morning,
caressing each other and repeatedly making love. They finally decided regretfully to get
up and wash, then dress. With Pierre having declared that day as a holiday for his
workers, Jeanne made a point of walking around the workers houses with Pierre’s guitar,
playing and singing to brighten their day. When she returned to the main residence a
few hours later, she found Pierre busy writing a series of letters in his lounge.
Approaching him and hugging his back, she rested her head on his shoulders.

“To whom are you writing to, Pierre?”

“To my relatives in Louisiana and in France, to announce my marriage to them.”

“Do you still have a lot of relatives in France, Pierre?”

Pierre gave her an amused look before kissing her on the cheek.

“You are now a d'Orléans, Jeanne. You should know that | am actually a distant
nephew of King Louis-Philippe. One of these letters is for the King.”

“Oh! Should | be intimidated or flattered by that?”

Pierre answered her by gently patting her bum.

“Nothing of the sort, my sweet Jeanne. Affairs of state and the aristocracy are of

no interest to me at all. | was content with living in reasonable comfort here, in the

Guadeloupe. Now, | have the most beautiful jewel that | could possibly find.”
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“You flatterer!” purred Jeanne while caressing his hair.

Later, as night had fallen, Jeanne left the residence, telling Pierre that she was
going to walk through the workers’ houses. Once out of sight, she changed direction
and stealthily went to the back of the barn. First making sure that nobody was watching
her, she concentrated and mentally activated the space-time distorter implanted in her
body, disappearing in a brief flash of white light. Nancy Laplante ‘B’ had another mission
to continue in the 17" Century.
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Carriage entrance, Hétel de Brinvilliers, 12 Rue Charles-V, Paris.

CHAPTER 2 — LADY JEANNE D’ORLEANS

22:45 (Guadeloupe Time)

Sunday, December 20, 1846

The ‘Sweet Dreams’ plantation

Southeast tip of the island of Grande-Terre

The Guadeloupe

Feeling the preoccupation in Pierre as they were about to go to sleep after
making love together, Nancy tenderly caressed his cheek in the darkness of their
bedroom.

“Something is wrong, Pierre?”

Pierre hesitated for a long moment before answering.
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“I don’t know, Jeanne. You still have no sign that you could be pregnant?”

It was Nancy’s turn to be silent for a moment. Her anticipated joy at being allowed by the
Time Patrol to give him a child had gradually turned to confusion, then to uncertainty
when more than five months of marriage laced with near daily bouts of sex gave no
apparent results. Riddled with worry and remorse, Nancy had used her last training
period at the main base of the Time Patrol to pass a complete medical examination.
That examination had shown that she was still fertile and fully able to have children. She
then had discreetly collected sperm samples from Pierre to have them analyzed. She
had cried when the results of those analysis had shown that Pierre d’Orléans was sterile
at the age of 36. His spermatozoid count was too low, possibly the result of a past
disease he had suffered from while in New Orleans.

“No, nothing! Pierre, did you ever make love to one of your black ex-slaves?
Don’t be afraid to answer me truthfully: it won’t bother me.”

“Why would you want to know that, Jeanne?” asked Pierre, surprised.

“Well, if you ever made a baby with a slave girl, this could help point where our
problem lay in getting a child, Pierre.”

Pierre looked at her tenderly, moved by her comprehension. That question in fact had
just awakened a painful doubt in his mind.

“Yes, | did bed a few of my slave girls in the last few years. None of them
became pregnant from me, as far as | know, and they knew that | would have
recognized any child | would have conceived with them.”

“And the girls of the Brissac family always proved to be fertile.” added Nancy, a
lump in her throat. “Pierre, | am afraid that we won’t be able to have a child together.”
That brought tears to Pierre’s eyes, who then hugged Nancy tight in his arms.

“If that’s the case, then it is probably not because of you, Jeanne. God knows
that you honored my bed with assiduity and enthusiasm.”

“What will we do then, Pierre?”

“The only thing we can do now, apart from continuing to try: pray God.”

Pierre concluded that declaration with a tender kiss on Nancy’s lips, who kissed him

back with profound love.

15:11 (Guadeloupe Time)
Wednesday, February 10, 1847
The ‘Sweet Dreams’ plantation, the Guadeloupe
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Doctor Lebaron had a downcast expression on his face when he came out of the
bedroom where he had just examined Pierre d’Orléans. He found the young and
beautiful wife of Pierre in the living room, where Father Marchand was doing his best to
reassure her. The couple was well known in Saint-Francois for their deep, mutual love,
on top of their generosity and their kindness towards their black employees. Jeanne
d’Orléans got up from her chair the moment Lebaron appeared in the living room,
speaking to him in an anxious tone.

“What is your diagnostic, Doctor? Pierre will recover, right?”

“Lady Jeanne, | am afraid that the news are bad. Your husband has contracted
a type of tropical fever that cannot be treated and is too often fatal. | unfortunately can’t
do anything to cure him. | am sorry.”

Jeanne’s eyes filled at once with tears and she had to sit back down, her shoulders
raked by sobs.

“My god, no!”

“Be strong, my child.” said softly Father Marchand while holding her hands.
“God will watch over his soul.”

Lebaron stayed silent for a while, leaving some time for Jeanne to go over her grief
before speaking again.

“Lady Jeanne, your husband realizes that he doesn’t have long to live and asked
for a notary, in order to update his will.”

“l...I can send our foreman to Saint-Frangois, to go get Mister Tellier there.
Could | see Pierre in the meantime?”

“Yes, but don’t make him talk too much: he is burning with fever and is weak.”

“l understand. | will advise our foreman right away, so that he can leave for
town, then | will go watch over Pierre. You are of course welcome to stay here as long
as needed, Doctor.”

Jeanne then got up slowly and left the house for a few minutes, returning to the lounge
afterwards.

“Fernand is on his way with our cart to go get Monsieur Tellier. | will now go see
Pierre. If you need anything in the meantime, just ask our maid, Marthe.”

Lebaron watched the tall and athletic teenager go into Pierre’s bedroom before looking
at the priest sitting with him in the lounge.

“What a tragedy! This couple was the image of love and happiness.”
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“Indeed! | married Jeanne to Pierre d’Orléans and | must say that it was the best
thing that happened to Sir Pierre. If all my flock could have a conjugal life like that of this
couple, my parish would be a happy one indeed. | am afraid that the poor Jeanne could

end up being broken by her oncoming loss.”

The notary, George Tellier, arrived at the plantation two hours later and
immediately went to see Pierre in his room, his paper, pen and seals with him and with
Father Marchand acting as a witness. The notary and the priest stayed in Pierre’s
bedroom for what felt like an eternity to Jeanne, who tried to forget her distress by going
to prepare supper for her three visitors. Supper was a somber affair indeed, with Jeanne
leaving the table early in order to go help her husband eat a soup in bed. Lebaron used
that opportunity to ask a question in a low voice to Tellier as they kept eating.

I suppose that Pierre d’Orléans is leaving everything to his wife?”

“Normally, this would be covered by professional confidentiality, but | must say
that the last will of Sir Pierre is most simple, especially since he has no children, or
business associates for his plantation. He also had no known debts and was in fact
guite wealthy, despite living rather modestly in comparison to his revenues. The money
that he kept in a locked chest in the strong room of the bank in Saint-Frangois will go to
his wife, along with the plantation. Does he really have no possibility of recovering,
Doctor?”

“l strongly doubt so, Mister Tellier. | too often had to deal with this type of fever
and it nearly always has proven to be fatal. Fortunately, it is not contagious and is
transmitted only through the sting of a certain type of insect.”

“So, Lady Jeanne will soon find herself alone in charge of this plantation. |
wonder if she will want to stay or to sell the property. The plantation, with its sugar
refinery and its rum distillery, is worth quite a sum, on top of being very profitable.
Prospective buyers won'’t be lacking if Lady Jeanne ever decides to sell it.”

Father Marchand then joined the conversation, speaking in a low, conspiratorial tone.

“There are rumors that Sir Pierre found a few months ago an old pirate treasure
with the help of his young wife.”

That made Lebaron raise an eyebrow.
“Oh? Where did you hear that rumor, Father?”
“Let’s say that | have my sources in town.” replied the priest, smiling. “Pierre

d’Orléans and his wife were once seen at the bank in Saint-Francgois, depositing a
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collection of old, rusty chests. They then went the same day to sell to an antiquary an
old rusted sword that Lady Jeanne had found in a submerged cave during one of her
frequent swims. You must say that this is enough to make people speculate.”

“There are also stories that say that Lady Jeanne swims nearly naked when she
goes to fish on the coast.” insinuated Tellier with a knowing smile, making Father
Marchand sign himself.

“Monsieur Tellier, to eye the wife of another man is a sin. You should go confess
yourself.”

“I am only repeating what many are already saying, Father. You must admit that
this young girl has made people talk a lot since her arrival nearly a year ago, starting
with the torture scars on her torso.”

“She is certainly an uncommon girl.” recognized the priest. “She however has a

heart of gold and is most generous, something that | can only approve of.”

The trio continued to exchange stories and news during the rest of the meal, until
Jeanne returned to the lounge. After further comforting Jeanne, Father Marchand left for
Saint-Frangois with Tellier in the cart driven by the plantation’s foreman. Doctor
Lebaron, on his part, made another examination of Pierre d’Orléans before going to bed

in the guests’ bedroom, leaving Jeanne alone with her husband.

As Lebaron had expected, Pierre d’Orléans’ condition deteriorated gradually, to
the point of making Father Marchand return two days later to be ready to give him the
last rites. Just before noon on Friday, February 12 of 1847, Pierre d’'Orléans passed

away in the arms of a Jeanne nearly mad with grief.

09:38 (Guadeloupe Time)
Tuesday, May 11, 1847

The ‘Sweet Dreams’ plantation
The Guadeloupe

Alerted by one of her black workers, Nancy was standing on the porch of the
residence when a small carriage stopped in front of her and let out a thin man dressed in
a distinguished suit. The man, who held a leather briefcase in his left hand, saluted her

with his top hat.
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“Lady Jeanne d’Orléans? My name is Victor Schoelcher, deputy for the
Guadeloupe at the National Assembly. | was told that your plantation is for sale.”

“You were told right, Mister Schoelcher.” said Nancy while climbing down the
steps of the porch to go greet her visitor. “l heard good things about your work at the
National Assembly. You have already done a lot for the cause of the abolition of slavery
in the colonies.”

“And | am hoping soon to convince the National Assembly in Paris to pass an act
abolishing for good this abomination, Lady Jeanne.”

Nancy smiled to him, favorably impressed by the man, and showed him the main
entrance of the residence.

“You would then make me quite happy, Mister Schoelcher. | was starting to
despair of finding a good, honest man worthy of buying my plantation. But let's go
inside, so you can refresh yourself.”

“Thank you, Lady Jeanne.”

Schoelcher followed Nancy inside, taking place in the sofa offered by her in the lounge.
Nancy then served him a cup of fruity white wine before sitting beside him.

“So, you are interested in buying this plantation, Mister Schoelcher?”

“Along with its sugar refinery and its rum distillery, if they are also for sale.”

“They effectively are, monsieur.”

“Could | ask you first the reasons why you want to sell, Lady Jeanne? Your
property seems to have resisted very well to last month’s earthquake, contrary to many
other plantations.”

“Please, call me simply Jeanne, Mister Schoelcher. My reasons for selling are
simple. With the death of my husband last February, | do not wish to live in the
Guadeloupe anymore and want to go rebuild my life in Paris. | however want to find a
buyer that will treat well my workers before leaving the Guadeloupe. As for the good
state of my plantation, | owe it to the fact that | spent money to maintain it adequately,
while too many of my neighbors look only for short term profits, exploiting their workers
and using their installations to full capacity while skimping on maintenance.”

| was able to see that by myself while visiting other plantations, Jeanne. Would
it be possible to visit in detail your plantation before speaking business further?”

“But of course, Mister Schoelcher! Once you are finished with your cup, | will

give you the grand tour. We will then start by the rum distillery.”
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12:09 (Guadeloupe Time)

The ‘Sweet Dreams’ plantation

Victor Schoelcher used his handkerchief to wipe out the sweat from his forehead
as he sat back with a sigh of relief in the lounge’s sofa. The Sun was blazing hard on
the Guadeloupe today and he had just walked for over two hours. In contrast, Jeanne
seemed to be still fresh and full of energy, while her suntanned skin only added to the
impression of health radiating from her.

“I must say that you seem to be administering a model plantation, Jeanne. Your
workers also seemed to be both happy and motivated. You certainly would be in your
right to ask the maximum possible from your property.”

The teenager, who had deeply impressed Schoelcher with her maturity and with her
technical knowledge during the tour of the plantation, smiled to him while sitting at the
other end of the sofa.

“Mister Schoelcher, while | could be as hard about business as any man, | only
want to get a honest price for my plantation. My husband left me a small fortune and
luxury doesn’t attract me. In truth, once installed in Paris, | intend to create a charitable
society, using the money | got from my husband to help the downtrodden, the poor and
the abused children.”

“A most commendable goal, Jeanne. As a National Assembly deputy, | would
certainly be happy to help you in that project. So, how much would you be asking for
your property, including its stocks of rum and refined sugar?”

Nancy, who had studied with care the estate and commodities markets of the time,
answered him at once.

“One hundred thousand francs® for the installations, the land and the stocks of
rum and sugar. My workers are free men, so are not for sale. You will have to hire them
on wages.”

Schoelcher calculated furiously in his head the value of what he had seen. Jeanne’s
offer seemed more than fair to him. As for the funds needed to buy and operate the

plantation, he had plenty of liquidities available to him right now.

! The French franc of the time was worth about twenty American cents (1800s), while an English

pound sterling was worth 25 francs. One French Napoleon gold coin was worth twenty francs.
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“Your price is a very honest one, Jeanne. You have a deal. | will come back
tomorrow with a notary, in order to conclude the deal and to organize the payment.”
“Excellent! You will be staying for lunch, | hope?”

“With pleasure, Jeanne!”

Victor Schoelcher then spent an agreeable hour eating and conversing with
Jeanne, discussing mostly about the operations of the plantation and the current market
for rum and sugar. That conversation convinced the deputy that he was dealing with an
extremely intelligent girl who was well educated and had an uncommon strength of
character. Frankly impressed by Jeanne, Schoelcher left the plantation at the end of the
afternoon, going back to Saint-Francgois in his carriage with a promise to come back the
next day.

Schoelcher effectively came back next morning, accompanied by notary Tellier
and carrying a bank draft for 100,000 francs. Once the selling act was signed, Jeanne
presented him to her foreman and to her black workers and their families, watching
discreetly his reactions at the contact of the ex-slaves. Schoelcher however proved to
be as tolerant and kind as his reputation said, to her relief. On their part, the black
workers, being understandably nervous at losing such a good employer as Jeanne,
relaxed noticeably once they met their new boss. The sad truth was that too many
French settlers in the Guadeloupe were abusive, even brutal, towards their black
workers. The workers genuinely loved Jeanne, while she was sad to have to leave
them. The plantation-wide party that she organized that night to raise the morale of her
workers quickly turned into a tearful reunion. Later, before going to sleep that night,
Nancy went to visit Pierre d’'Orléans’ grave in the small cemetery of the plantation. Her

tears then were genuine and plentiful.

The day Nancy left the plantation, on Friday, May 28, was another occasion for
tearful hugs and kisses between Nancy and her workers. She finally had to climb on the
cart driven by her foreman, with Victor Schoelcher bidding her goodbye with Gérard
Bussiere, the man chosen by him to manage the plantation. Nancy’s throat was tight as

she waved at the crowd of ex-slaves one last time.
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Once in the port of Saint-Francois, Nancy went to the local bank to retrieve there
the two solid, locked chests that contained the savings accumulated by Pierre d’Orléans
as well as the pirate treasure that had sparked so many rumors in the last months. The
fortune in gold and gems of that treasure, which had a monetary value at the time of
over four million francs, really came from a pirate wreck dating from the 16™ Century.
However, that treasure had been retrieved from the bottom of the Caribean Sea by the
Time Patrol, to be relocated discreetly in a coastal grotto, where Jeanne had ‘found’ it
and signaled it to Pierre. Such treasures recuperated from hundreds of old ship wrecks
around the World were often used by the Time Patrol to fund the operations of its field
agents in the past. In fact, more gold and jewels retrieved from the sea were already set
aside to further fatten the startup funds to be used by Jeanne d’Orléans once in Paris to

create her future d’Orléans Social Foundation, the ultimate goal of Nancy’s mission.

The night of May 28, Jeanne d’Orléans officially climbed aboard the three-mast
ship CAMARGUE with her luggage and her heavy chests. Early next morning, the
CAMARGUE left its quay with the high tide and slowly went out of the small port of

Saint-Francois, heading for the port of Le Havre and France.

13:52 (Paris Time)
Thursday, July 1, 1847
Port of Le Havre, France

Nancy, like the 46 other passengers of the CAMARGUE, was up on the weather
deck of the ship, leaning against the siding and observing the port of Le Havre during the
docking maneuvers. Dozens of other cargo ships, many with mixed sail and steam
propulsion, were anchored in the port’s basin or were docked, loading or unloading
cargo and passengers. The quays were backed by a long facade of warehouses and
five-storey brick or stone residential buildings, while a small railway station that had been
recently built was situated at the limit of the port area. The port of Le Havre was itself

situated in the estuary of the Seine River, which flowed down from Paris and further on.
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A ramp was finally put in place between the quay and the top deck of the
CAMARGUE but, before any of the passengers could go down to firm ground, a group of
French customs officers and policemen climbed aboard to inspect the passengers and
the ship’s cargo. Nancy waited patiently her turn to be inspected with her luggage,
smiling politely to the custom officer who finally came to her to ask for her papers. The
official stiffened and looked at her with new deference when he read her name in her
passport.

“Lady Jeanne d’Orléans? You are from the royal family, miss?”

“My husband was a cousin of King Louis Philippe, monsieur. Unfortunately, he
died recently from a fever in the Guadeloupe.”

The custom officer then bowed low to her while giving her back her passport.

"My sincere condolences, Lady Jeanne. | am sorry to have importuned you like
this. You may disembark with your luggage.”

“Thank you, my good man.”

Enlisting the help of four solid sailors to carry her luggage and chests down to the quay,
Nancy waved at one of the carts and carriages waiting nearby for customers. Once her
things were loaded up on the cart that came forward, Nancy gave a generous tip to the
four sailors before climbing in the cart and sitting besides the driver, smiling to him.

“To the train station, please.”

“Right away, miss.” Replied politely the graying man before urging his horse
forward. The trip to the railway station took less than ten minutes but it gave a chance to
Nancy to get a good estimate of the traffic passing through Le Havre. It also gave her a
chance to take some films through the micro-camera hidden in her hat as she watched
the activity around her. She could not help smile on seeing the train that was waiting at
the station. Both the engine and its wagons were of primitive manufacture, the French
railroad industry being still in its infancy. The engine could not have rated more than a
few dozen horsepower and the passenger wagons were open to the winds and to the
ample black smoke from the coal-fired engine. The cart stopped temporarily in front of
the railway station’s office to allow Nancy to go buy a ticket for Paris and to requisition
the help of two of the station’s baggage handlers. A bit more than a hour later, Nancy’s
train left the station in a thick cloud of black smoke and steam, its steel wheels

screeching under the effort.
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For a modern traveler, the 228 kilometer trip would have been slow and
uncomfortable, with the passengers often having to breathe the black smoke from the
engine while sitting on hard wooden benches. For Nancy, that was a precious
opportunity to document a trip on the dawn of rail transport. She had however lived
through much worse and endured with patience the trip, conversing with a distinguished
English couple who had arrived from London and was going like her to Paris. Too happy
to be able to pass time with someone who could speak English, the couple even invited
Nancy to share the content of their picnic basket with them.

The train finally arrived in Paris as the night was falling. On a common accord,
Nancy and the English couple rented the services of a carriage to go to a good hotel that
had been recommended to the couple by a relative in England. Nancy sighed with relief
when she was finally able to soak in a hot bath in her room of the Westminster Hotel, her
precious chests secure in the strong room of the hotel.

09:27 (Paris Time)

Monday, July 5, 1847

Hotel de Brinvilliers, 12 Rue Charles-V
Le Marais district, Paris

France

The man waiting in front of the carriage entrance of the large town house bowed
politely to Nancy when she showed up, saluting her with his top hat. While the man
wore a good quality suit, Nancy wore a fine gown and an expensive set of jewels.

“Lady Jeanne d’Orléans, | presume?”

“Correct, mister! | came here Saturday and told your keeper that | was
interested in buying this town house. Would it be possible to visit the property,
Mister...?”

“Jean Barrot, real estate agent with the Bank of France, which is the present
owner of this residence.”

Nancy gave Barrot a surprised look then.
“This town house was repossessed by your bank, Mister Barrot?”
“Yes, Lady Jeanne. Unfortunately, the economy is not going well these days and

the last occupant of this residence went bankrupt a few months ago. The Bank of
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France then repossessed the building as partial payment of that occupant’s debts, but
prospective buyers have been quite rare since then.”
Nancy nodded her head in comprehension. In fact, she knew in detail the history of this
residence, called in French a ‘hétel particulier’, and had already chosen it as her future
residence in Paris. The last three days spent roaming Paris and visiting other
residences on sale had only been to support her cover story.

| see! Please show the way.”
Barrot knocked on the pedestrian door inserted in the right-hand door of the large
carriage gate, making the keeper of the property open it after a few seconds. The
keeper was a big, solid man with a knife in his belt and his main task was probably to
prevent squatters from occupying the residence. After a few words with Barrot, the
keeper stepped aside and let him and Nancy enter, closing back and locking the door
behind them.

Walking twelve paces down the tunnel formed through the town house’s fagcade
by the carriage entrance, Nancy emerged into a large, paved inner courtyard bordered
on both sides by wings of the residence. The right side wing had three large garage
doors for carriages and horses at ground level, while the left side wing was lined by
many windows and three entrance doors. The town house proper thus formed a ‘U’
surrounding the courtyard of three sides, with the back of the courtyard occupied by a
garden and closed off by a high stone wall marking the limit of the property, which was
sandwiched between other residences and buildings. The stone building had two floors,
plus an attic level with dormer windows. The upper floor clearly had a higher than
normal ceiling, judging from the height of the windows, and probably lodged the master
bedrooms and the various reception rooms. It was also immediately apparent to Nancy
that the building and its courtyard had been neglected for decades and would need
some serious renovation work. Jean Barrot noticed her expression as she was detailing
the state of the town house and gave her a reassuring smile.

“Don’'t worry, Lady Jeanne: this residence is still very solid.”

“Maybe, but it will need at the least a serious cleanup, plus new coats of paint to
the door and window frames. | hope that the roof doesn’t leak.”

“You will be able to judge by yourself, Lady Jeanne. This way, please.”
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Entering the building with Barrot via a door of the facade section opening on the
courtyard, Nancy found herself in a large vestibule occupied by a grand, curved marble
staircase with forged iron railings leading to the upper floor. She also saw near the foot
of the staircase a door that had to lead to the basement, judging by the angle of the
passage visible past the open door. The main staircase would have been magnificent if
not for the fact that it was covered with dust and dirt and with rust on the railing, while
plaster was falling off the walls and ceiling. Nancy looked at all that with true sadness.

“What a waste! To neglect like this a building with so much history in it.”

“You know the history of the Hétel de Brinvilliers, miss?”

“Of course, my dear Mister Barrot! Who doesn’t know the story of the infamous,
sinister Marquess of Brinvilliers, to whom this residence belonged. She was executed in
1676 for having poisoned members of her family as well as many other nobles and big
bourgeois. The building does date from the early 17" Century, right?”

“Correct! It was completed in 1630, when many big nobles started residing in the

district of Le Marais. Let’s start the visit with the ground floor.”
Passing through a door located near the door to the basement, Barrot led Nancy into a
large kitchen that was nearly empty, save for a large fireplace, an iron stove and a
baking oven. Like the vestibule, the room was full of dust and spider webs and looked
utterly abandoned. Barrot took a few steps while pointing features around him as he
spoke.

“This is the kitchen. The fireplace, oven and stove, while old, are still functional.
The rest of the west wing on this level contains a pantry, a laundry room, six guest

rooms or suites and a bathroom.”

Nancy, guided by Barrot, took a good ten minutes to visit and inspect carefully
the ground floor of the west wing. While dirty and dusty, the wing seem to be structurally
sound, except for the decaying wall plaster. The rooms were however utterly empty of
furniture, it having probably been sold to help pay back part of the debt owed by the
previous owner. Then going back out in the courtyard, they crossed the fifteen meter-
wide paved expanse, which widened to twenty meters in its back half, and entered the
eastern wing. Nancy found in the stables a collection of hay balls, some old buckets and
a pile of horse blankets. The two adjacent garage stalls, meant for carriages, were
however completely empty. Using the communicating doors of the stalls, Barrot led her

next to the south-east section of the fagade facing the Charles-V street. She saw there
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three rooms of various sizes, one of them measuring a good eight by six meters and
containing a large fireplace and an iron stove. Like the other rooms she had already
visited, the place was utterly devoid of furniture. Barrot made a gesture with both hands
while describing the larger room.

“This is where the maids and servants took their breaks and ate their meals. The
adjacent room giving on the street was the watchman’s room, while there is a bathroom
for the domestic staff at the back. If you don’t have questions about the ground floor, we
could now go visit the upper floor.”

“Go ahead, Mister Barrot.” replied Nancy after a quick look around the three
rooms in this section. They then went out by a door of the watchman’s room that gave
access to the tunnel formed by the carriage entrance, crossing to the west wing side
entrance and ending back in the main vestibule of the grand staircase. While climbing
the marble steps of the staircase, Nancy inspected visually the walls of the staircase
well, which was lit by a large window giving a view of the courtyard and by a single
window giving on the street. Like in the rest of the building, the plaster was falling off the

walls and would have to be completely redone.

Setting foot on the upper level of the staircase, which twisted yet twice more to
go to the attic level, Nancy followed Barrot through a set of double doors giving access
to the west wing upper floor. The ceiling on this level was over four meter high, adding a
lot to the volume of the upper floor. Barrot then showed her a fairly large room that
contained a fireplace.

“This was the reception lounge proper. To your left, you will see two doors. The
nearest door leads to the private boudoir and the library, which themselves communicate
with the two master bedrooms. The other door gives on a staircase that goes down
directly to the kitchen.”

“Let me look first at the boudoir, library and master bedrooms of the facade
section before visiting the west wing, Mister Barrot.” said Nancy after looking around the
lounge.”

“As you wish, Lady Jeanne.”

Going through the nearest door, she ended up in a relatively small room with a window
that gave a view down on the Charles-V street. An old iron stove sat in one corner but
there were again no furniture present. Despite its small size, Nancy liked at once the

boudoir: It was strategically situated at the corner angle of the west and south wings,
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while it was isolated enough to give someone a place to work in peace. The adjacent
library, which walls were still lined with old, dusty bookshelves, albeit empty, was a wide,
six by five meters room, with double doors giving on the grand staircase well and a
single door linking it to a large bedroom with fireplace. They then crossed into the
bedroom.

“The master bedroom.” announced Barrot while sweeping one hand around.
“Behind that corner, you will find two large closets, while this door near the corner leads
into the master bathroom.”

“Not bad at all!” said Nancy with appreciation as she scanned the big, L-shaped
bedroom, which had to cover about 35 square meters and was lit by two windows. After
going around the corner to examine the two storage closets, she went into the master
bathroom, where she found a large tile-covered bathtub and a marble counter with a
sink. There was also a toilet chair, with a bucket sitting under it, but no actual plumbing
except for lead water drainage pipes for the bathtub and the sink. Barrot shrugged his
shoulders on seeing the face she made at the primitive sanitary facilities.

“Please understand that this residence was built in the 17" Century, when toilets
were limited to simple chamber pots. However, the more recent owners installed a few
toilet pits that go down to the sewers. You still have to bring up water with buckets,
though.”

“l see!” said simply Nancy, who was making a mental note about the need to
completely renovate the sanitary and heating installations, in order to bring some
modern comforts to the residence. Fortunately, she knew about an English sanitary
engineer that had started to market sanitary appliances, including flush toilets, in this
time period. She followed Barrot through the second door of the master bathroom,
ending in the guest bedroom. While smaller in surface than the master bedroom, that
room was still big, with its own fireplace and wide storage closets. From there, they
went into the long hallway connecting the west and east wings and running along the aft
fagcade of the south wing.

“If you wish, Lady Jeanne, we could have a quick look at the two guest lounges
in the east wing before visiting in detail the west wing.”

“Please go ahead, Mister Barrot.”

Barrot, taking a few steps to a double door leading into the east wing, then showed her a

side door.



43

“This is the access door to the servants’ staircase, which connects the servant’s
lounge on the ground floor with the servants’ rooms in the attic. It thus allows them to go
around and do their chores without infringing on the guests’ and masters’ privacy.”
Nancy nodded while hiding her resentment at this sign of how lowly the domestic staff
had been treated by its masters through the centuries. Social and sexual equality as
known in the later 20" Century still were mostly empty words in this time period, despite
the rapid technological advances being done in the mid 19" Century, which knew steam
power and was on the verge of developing the widespread use of electricity. Still
following Barrot, she quickly visited two mid-sized lounges, each with a fireplace, before
returning in the communications hallway and going back to the reception lounge in the
west wing. From there, they stepped into a ten meter-wide room well lit by tall windows
and sporting a large fireplace. The floor was made of polished wood, which was
however in bad need of maintenance.

“The main dining room.” announced Barrot. “It is big enough to comfortably seat

at least eighteen persons for dinner. The hidden staircase to our left leads down to the
ground floor and to the kitchen level, while stairs also lead up to the servants’ quarters.
Next door, we have the ballroom, the largest room of the residence.”
The ballroom indeed proved to be huge, measuring about eleven by ten meters and
being well illuminated by a total of five tall windows, while a big fireplace was meant to
heat the wide volume during Winter. Nancy nodded her head slowly, suitably impressed
by the ballroom.

I do like playing music and singing. This will be perfect to entertain my future
guests.”

“l am happy to see that you like this, Lady Jeanne. At the back of the ballroom,
we have another guest suite, a large one with a private bathroom. We could then visit
the attic level, even though it contains only the servants’ quarters.”

“l would still want to visit that level, Mister Barrot. The welfare of my future
domestic staff is important to me.”

“As you wish, Lady Jeanne.”

Using a hidden staircase at the back of the ballroom, they climbed wooden stairs
to the attic level, which proved a lot more cramped than the upper floor and which
finishing touches had visibly been neglected, with many roof structures left uncovered.

The 22 servants’ bedrooms she saw on that level, while each illuminated by a dormer
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window, were cramped, nearly claustrophobic. Nancy firmly resolved then to do
something about this, and soon. As Barrot announced to her that the visit was
completed, she smiled to him while shaking her index.

“You forgot the basement, Mister Barrot.”

“Uh, you will find only dust and humidity there, Lady Jeanne.”

“Maybe, but it will also allow me to inspect the state of the residence’s
foundations.”
The young real estate agent made a face at that.

“True! 1 will however have first to go borrow an oil lamp from the watchman
before we go down there.”
Going down to the ground floor with Nancy, he went to see briefly the watchman,
returning with a lit oil lamp and smiling to her.

“We will use the stairs of the vestibule, near the kitchen.”

That stone staircase proved to be both dark and sinister, smelling of molds. The
light from the oil lamp soon revealed to Nancy a long cave extending in two directions in
the shape of an ‘L’. Stone pillars were lined up at about every four meters as far as she
could see, which wasn’t much really. Piled around the stone pillars was an eclectic
assortment of old rotting furniture, crates and wooden chests, the lot covered by a thick
coat of dust, rat droppings and spiders’ webs. The air was also fetid, making Barrot
grimace.

“As you can see, Lady Jeanne, this is not the most attractive part of this
residence.”

“Oh, | was not expecting a reception lounge, Mister Barrot.” said Nancy in an
amused tone before going to the nearest stone wall to inspect it. Closely followed by
Barrot and his oil lamp, she methodically inspected the stone walls and pillars of the
foundations, which ran for about 25 meters under the south facade and for 35 meters
under the west wing. The west wing foundations however proved much wider than the
ones of the south wing, with double rows of stone pillars compared to a single row
under the south wing. The total volume of space was actually very significant and, while
the place lacked proper ventilation at this time, Nancy could see some useful future use
for this basement level.

“Well, the foundations seems to be in a very good state, considering their age,

Mister Barrot. Let’s go back to the ground level.”
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Jean Barrot let out a sigh of relief once they were back in the ground level
vestibule and quickly slapped away the dust and spiders’ webs that had fallen on his
suit. He then gave Nancy a typical salesman’s smile.

“So, Lady Jeanne, are you interested by this property?”

“Definitely! It will be perfect for my needs...if the price is right.”

“Excellent! The published sales price is 180,000 francs for both the building and
the lot, a truly good deal.”

Nancy at once threw him a skeptical look.

“A good deal, 180,000 francs? That is three times what this residence cost when
brand new, if | can go by the price of 58,000 livres paid by Robert de Frémont in 1672.
Even when taking into account the inflation since the 17™ Century, which basically
doubled the price, your offer is about 50% too high, and this without even taking into
account the age of the building and the need for extensive renovations.”

Jean Barrot looked at her with surprise, taken off balance by her knowledge about this
property. He however still attempted to defend his position.

“But, the prices of property lots in Paris has risen a lot since, Lady Jeanne. |
however concede that the property is in need of some renovations. | thus am ready to
lower my price to 160,000 francs.”

“| offer 120,000 francs, and | am being generous.”

“Uh, 140,000 francs. | really can’t get lower than that.”

Nancy made of show of thinking about his offer for a moment before smiling to him and
presenting her right hand for a shake. In reality, she would have paid about any price to
get this specific property, which would become crucial to her future projects.

“Deal!”

“You won'’t regret your decision, Lady Jeanne. We now only have to discuss the
financing of this sale.”

“What financing, Mister Barrot? | am ready to pay cash for this property.
Prepare the sales act for tomorrow and | will go to your bank then, to both pay for this
property and to make an important deposit in gold and gems.”

“We will be ready for you, Lady Jeanne. Our watchman will stay at his post until
you are able to take effective possession of the property, and this to prevent squatters
from occupying your new house. The times are hard these days and there is

unfortunately a lot of vagrants in Paris right now.”
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Barrot took a minute to speak with the watchman, giving him additional
instructions before leaving the town house and letting Nancy alone in front of the
carriage entrance. She looked with pride at the facade of her new residence, happy with
her acquisition. Her mind was already on the various renovation and improvement
works that she wanted to make in order to restore the town house to its past splendor.
Her heart particularly warmed up at the thought of all the good that her future charitable
foundation was going to do from this building in the near future.

“Great things will be done here indeed.” she whispered to herself.

The next morning, a bit after the opening of the main branch and head office of
the Bank of France, the two gendarmes on guard at the entrance of the bank stiffened
instinctively when four big men, near giants, climbed down from a chariot that had just
stopped in front of the bank. A tall and pretty teenage girl wearing a high quality city
gown and who had just arrived in a small carriage then joined the four men as they took
out two apparently heavy chests from the back of their chariots. The driver of the
chariot, a young man of medium size, stayed with his vehicle as the teenager and the
four mountains of muscles carrying the two chests climbed the stairs to the entrance of
the bank. One of the gendarmes then interposed himself in front of the teenage girl, who
was holding a fair-sized wooden box in her hands. He however kept his tone polite.

“Excuse me, mademoiselle, but | must ensure that you and your four helpers are
not armed. Could | see the content of your box and of your chests?”

“But of course, my good man! | was in fact coming here to deposit my fortune in

this bank. To see it so well guarded reassures me.”
The girl then opened the cover of her box to let the gendarme look inside it. The latter
felt a rush of blood go to his head on seeing the dozens of big polished emeralds
contained in the box. He however managed not to exclaim himself and nodded his head
before going to inspect the two chests. He suddenly started sweating at the sight of the
gold bars filling the chests.

“Uh, everything is okay. You may enter the bank, miss.”

“Thank you!”

The gendarme watched the small group enter the bank with its chests before

exchanging a bemused glance with his comrade.
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“Good god! | have never seen such a fortune at once. This girl is easily a multi-
millionaire. She did well to hire those big men.”
“Yeah! Did you notice the one with the long scar on one cheek?”

“You bet! He could scare away the worst criminals.”

Followed closely by Jack Crawford, Otto Skorzeni, Fernand Brunet and Ken
Dows with their two chests full of gold bars, Nancy went to a service wicket that was
presently free of customers and politely saluted the cashier with a nod of her head.

“Good morning, monsieur. | am here to make an important deposit and to pay
for a property | bought from your bank yesterday. | believe that your director will want to
see me.”

“Uh, just a moment, miss.”

After excusing himself, the cashier left his wicket and went to a private office located
behind the service counter. He soon came back out with an obese man wearing a large
graying moustache. The latter crossed on the customers’ side of the counter to come to
Nancy, bowing in front of her.

“Miss, | am Charles de Pointcarré, director of this bank. What could | do for you
this morning?”

“Let me present myself first, monsieur: Lady Jeanne d’Orléans. | came to open
an account and make in it a large deposit, on top of paying for the buying of the Hbtel de
Brinvilliers, which | visited with Mister Barrot yesterday. These men are escorting my
gold.”

The director gave a cautious look at the four powerful men before looking back at Nancy.

“In that case, please follow me with your men and your chests, Lady Jeanne.”
The group then crossed behind the service counter and went to the director’s office,
where Pointcarré offered a chair to Nancy.

“Please sit down, Lady Jeanne. | will go get Mister Barrot.”

“Thank you, monsieur.”

The director then left for a minute, to return and sit behind his desk.

“Could | see some identity papers, miss?”

“Certainly, Monsieur de Pointcarré! Here is my passport as well as my marriage
certificate. Unfortunately, my husband died last February from a tropical fever in the
Guadeloupe and | then decided to return to France. Here is his death certificate as

well.”
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The director examined carefully the three documents presented by Nancy, to then return
them to her, apparently satisfied.

“So, you came here to deposit your fortune in our bank, Lady Jeanne. You
chose well.”

| believe so as well, monsieur. | would like first to have the value of my two
chests and of my jewel box evaluated with precision. Then, | will deposit the majority of
that sum in a savings account, with the rest put in a regular account. | have with me
gold bars and polished emeralds.”

“And could I ask you the origin of that gold and those emeralds, Lady Jeanne?”

“You can, monsieur! Part of my gold comes from the sale of the plantation in the
Guadeloupe that | inherited from my husband, while the rest comes from a pirates’
treasure found in a coastal cave on the boundaries of our plantation.”

The director’s eyebrows rose in interest at the words ‘pirates’ treasure’.

“Hum, quite an interesting story indeed, Lady Jeanne. Let me go get someone
for the evaluation.”

Leaving again his office, the director came back with a small, thin man wearing round
spectacles.

“If your men could follow Monsieur Lafleur with their chests, he will weigh and

calculate the value of your gold, so that it could be credited to your account. As well, our
associate jeweler should be here soon.”
Nancy nodded her head and made a sign to Otto Skorzeni, who grabbed with Fernand
Brunet the handles of one of the chests and picked it up to follow the accountant out of
the office, accompanied by Ken Dows and Jack Crawford, who carried the second chest.
The director then started filling the paperwork needed for Nancy to open a savings
account and a regular account, the lot in the name of Jeanne d’Orléans. Those
procedures were nearly completed when Jean Barrot showed up with the sales contract
for the Hotel de Brinvilliers. Nancy had just signed the contract when the accountant in
charge of evaluating her gold bars knocked on the door of the office, passing his head
inside once invited in.

“Monsieur de Pointcarré, the weighing of the gold of Lady Jeanne is now
completed. It is worth 3,206,800 francs.”

De Pointcarré opened his mouth, stunned by that number, then noted the sum quoted by

Lafleur before smiling to Nancy.
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“Well, | believe that your credit will be solid indeed, Lady Jeanne. How much of
this sum do you want to put in your new savings account?”

“Three million francs. What will be left after paying for my new residence will go
in my regular account. The value of my emeralds will also go in my regular account,
once evaluated of course.”

“Our expert jeweler should be here soon, Lady Jeanne. In the meantime, let's

seal this sales act, so that | could give you the keys to your new property.”

The said jeweler showed up a few minutes after Nancy was handed the keys to
the Hotel de Brinvilliers by the director. The expert opened wide eyes at the sight of the
big polished emeralds contained in Nancy’s box.

“Colombian emeralds, and of top quality. At first sight, | would say that you have

here about two million francs worth of emeralds in this box.”
Setting up a precision weight scale, a magnifying lens and measuring calipers , the
jeweler took about one hour to examine with care the emeralds while Nancy patiently
sipped a coffee and conversed with the director. He finally raised his nose from the last
emerald he had examined and smiled to Nancy.

“Lady Jeanne, you have here 266 top grade Colombian emeralds. | am offering
you 2,677,000 francs for the lot. Your biggest emerald was worth by itself 43,000 francs
and would be worthy of a queen. Do you want to sell them all and credit them to your
accounts, or would you like to keep a few in order to have some jewels made for you?”

I will credit them to my regular account, monsieur. | still have more gems and

gold in my possession anyway. | will however take 50,000 francs out of that sum in
cash: | will be needing to pay for extensive renovations to my new residence, plus will
have to buy furniture for it.”
The director swallowed hard on hearing the value of the emeralds: Jeanne d’Orléans
had just become one of his richest customers. Making a few quick calculations, he
adjusted the value of the two accounts in Jeanne’s name, then went to get 50,000 francs
in gold and silver coins for her, as French paper money was still a few years in the
future. When everything was done, he got up from his chair and shook hands with
Nancy.

“It was a true pleasure to welcome you as a customer, Lady Jeanne. Welcome
to Paris!”

“Thank you, Monsieur de Pointcarré.”
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Nancy, accompanied by the director to the main entrance, then left the bank with her
four escorts and her heavy bag of gold and silver. Pointcarré shook slowly his head
while watching her leave.

“So young, yet so rich. She would make a hell of a marriage prospect. All the

gigolos in Paris will be after her.”

After her visit to the bank, Nancy then returned to the Marais District, where she
roamed the streets while passing the word that she was looking for workers and maids in
order to renovate and clean her new residence. With the widespread unemployment
that was devastating the French economy of the time, she quickly found herself with
more hands than she really needed. However, in line with the charitable vocation of her
mission, she hired nearly everyone that showed up at the Hotel de Brinvilliers in the
afternoon, offering them wages that were quite inflated for this period.

The 63 men and women whom she ended hiring and who showed up on
Wednesday morning were promptly split into small work groups and then dispersed
around the large town house by Nancy, who also distributed tools and equipment bought
the previous day. Nancy then directed and supervised them, but always showed them
politeness and consideration during the three days that the renovation work went on.
She used those days as well to talk individually with her workers, evaluating their
competences and their character and learning to know them, while physically helping
them in their work from time to time. On Saturday afternoon, after thanking and paying
her workers before sending them home, Nancy kept with her six women and four men,
assembling them as a group in the courtyard. She scanned in turn their faces before
speaking in a friendly tone.

“My friends, it is obvious that | will need a domestic staff to keep such a large
residence running. During the last three days, | was able to see the quality of your work
and your degree of initiative, which made you stand out from the other workers. | am
ready to offer you permanent positions as my employees, at the same daily salary that |
gave during the renovation work, meaning three francs per day, plus food, lodging, work
clothes and medical care. What do you say to that?”

“Lady Jeanne,” said Leila Benchetrit, a young Algerian woman, “working for you

would make me very happy. What position are you offering me?”
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“That of assistant cook, under Charlotte Truffaut. Charlotte, would you in turn
accept to work for me as my head cook?”

“With great pleasure, Lady Jeanne.” answered the portly woman.

“Well, this brings me to a particular point. If you are to become my employees,
then | will expect you all to simply call me Jeanne. | may be rich, but you are my equals
in the eyes of God, like all other human beings. Understood?”

“Yes, Jeanne!” replied in concert her seven employees, making her nod her
head in approbation.

“Excellent! Go home now and rest well, as we will be quite busy on Monday: we

will have a lot to do to furnish and decorate this residence.”

20:39 (Paris Time)

Friday, July 16, 1847

Quai des Célestin, Right Shore of the Seine River
Paris

Nancy, returning to her residence after a visit to the Left Shore, suddenly saw in
the growing darkness a small group of men surrounding a lone silhouette crouched
against a stone wall near the shore of the Seine. Turning her left ear towards the group,
she listened up via the directional microphone implanted in her ear, hearing men’s
voices that seemed to mock the one crouched down. Not sure of what was happening,
Nancy nonetheless decided to go see what was going on: this part of the Right Shore
had a rather bad reputation. As she was approaching at a quick walk, she started to
hear the voice of a girl or young woman. She thus accelerated further her pace as the
girl's voice took a begging tone. Nancy arrived at the top of the stone stairs leading
down to the shoreline’s sidewalk as one of the men brutally forced the girl to get up.

“Are you going to finally obey me, or will | have to teach you a lesson?”

“LEAVE HER ALONE, NOW!”

Nancy’s shout surprised the three men, who turned around to face her. The man who
had grabbed the girl, a stocky man wearing a beard and dressed in rough clothes,
laughed on seeing Nancy, who was now quickly climbing down the stairs towards him.

“Look at that, guys: a second girl to entertain us tonight.”

“And a well to do girl on top of that.” Added one of the two other men, who wore

a sailor’s outfit. “Her purse must be quite fat.”
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Nancy did not reply to that, having just decided what she would do. As the man in the
sailor’s outfit stepped forward to grab her by one arm, she quickly pivoted on one heel,
delivering a swept high kick. Hit on the left temple, the sailor was projected sideways
and fell on the pavement, knocked out cold. His nearest companion, frozen by surprise,
then got a fist in the plexus that made him crumble to his knees, his breath taken out.
Seeing that, the man that had brutalized the girl took a knife out of his belt and gave a
murderous look to Nancy.

“You are going to regret not having minded your own business, bitch!”

Nancy waited for him to step forward to strike her, then grabbed his right wrist with her
left hand, twisting and crushing it and making the man scream with pain as her grip
broke his wrist bones.

“This is the last time that you will abuse a girl, you bastard!” spat Nancy.
Grabbing the man by the throat with her right hand, she crushed his air pipe with a
mighty grip, then pushed him with all of her supernatural strength. The man was sent
flying in the air, to then splash in the dirty waters of the Seine, disappearing head first
under the surface. His inert body came back to the surface after a minute, to float down
the current. In the meantime, Nancy turned around to face the girl, who had watched the
fight with incredulity.

“Follow me, quickly!”

The girl, an oriental teenager wearing a dirty, tattered dress, followed her without
discussion, probably too happy to be out of trouble. She spoke only after she and Nancy
had climbed back the stairs and had walked past one city block. Her French was good
but had a distinct Chinese accent.

“Thank you! Thank you so much, whoever you are.”

Nancy then surprised the girl for a second time by answering her in perfect Cantonese.

“Think nothing of it. My name is Jeanne d’Orléans. What is your name?”

“My name is Mai, Li Mai. You speak Cantonese?”

“As well as Mandarin Chinese and many other languages. You are not
wounded, | hope?”

“No! He didn’t have time to become truly violent.”

“And what were you doing at such a place and time, Mai?”

The young Chinese lowered her head, apparently feeling shameful.
“l live along the Seine, miss: | am homeless and penniless since the death of my

husband and survive on charity.”
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Nancy eyed quickly the thin body of the girl, who effectively looked malnourished.
“You will be able to tell me your story once in my home, in front of a good meal,

Mai. My house is not too far now.”

The two teenagers arrived a few minutes later at the Hotel de Brinvilliers, whose
windows were lit from the inside by oil lamps. Nancy used her key to open the
pedestrian’s door that was part of the carriage gates, relocking it behind her and Mai
before leading Mai inside, to the kitchen. The cook, Charlotte Truffaut, looked at Mai
with a mix of surprise and pity.

"My god, Jeanne, where did you find that poor girl?”

“On the shores of the Seine and about to be abused by three men. She is
homeless and needs to eat something.”

“l will get some bread and cheese at once.”

“Boil as well some water to make tea and fill a hot bath, Charlotte.”

As the cook got busy, Nancy gently made Mai sit down at the large kitchen table, bought
in the last few days, like the rest of the furniture in the residence.

“You are now safe, Mai: you are with friends here. So, tell me your story...from
the start.”

The Chinese teenager lowered her head as painful souvenirs came back to her.

“There is not much to say, miss. | was born in Canton, in China, and | am fifteen
years old. | became an orphan at the age of seven and was then picked up by French
missionaries, who cared for me and educated me. A French officer serving with the
French delegation in Canton then noticed me a year ago and married me just before
returning to France, bringing me with him. Unfortunately, Bertrand died from cholera just
after arriving in France and his family then refused to accept me, taking away my
marriage certificate and burning it. They even stole the pension | had the right to as the
widow of a French officer. | then had no choice since but to live in the streets.”

Nancy, moved by her story, put her right hand on top of Mai’s left hand.

“You now have a home, Mai: my residence. Know that | am as well a young
widow and that | recently arrived from the Caribbean, where my husband died from a
tropical fever.”

“You...you are too good, miss.” said Mai, bordering on tears. Nancy shook her

head slowly at that.
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“No, | am simply humane, Mai. Now, if you want to live and work in my home,
you will have to obey the main rule here: call me simply Jeanne.”

“Okay, Jeanne. What kind of work do you have in mind for me?”

“We will see about that later, Mai. For the moment, eat. Afterwards, you will
take a good hot bath, so that your beauty could come out from under all that dirt.”
Nancy then left Mai alone at the table as Charlotte put a plate with bread, butter and
cheese in front of the Chinese teenager. Mai thanked Charlotte and started eating at
once while thinking how lucky she had been to meet Jeanne.

Jeanne returned in the kitchen twenty minutes later, as Mai was sipping with
delight a cup of green tea.

“So, feeling better now, Mai?”

“A lot better, Jeanne. Thank you again for everything.”

“Bah, that’s nothing! Once you will have finished your cup of tea, | will bring you

to the master bathroom.”
Nancy then went to check the temperature of the water heating up in a big iron pot
resting on top of the kitchen’s stove. Satisfied, she filled two buckets with hot water and,
grabbing them effortlessly, climbed the steep stairs leading from the kitchen to the upper
floor. Mai, like Charlotte, watched her go with her heavy load, mystified.

“My god! Jeanne is really incredibly strong. First, she gets rid of the three men
bent on abusing me, then this.”

’I must say that she is making many people talk about her.” said the cook as she
picked up the now empty plate and cup in front of Mai. “Apart from being very strong,
she is highly educated and speaks many languages. What is most important, however,
is that she is kind and generous.”

“Too true.”

Nancy’s voice came from the top of the stairs a moment later.

“MAI, GET YOUR CUTE ASS UP HERE!”

“Did | say as well that she can be very informal at times?” said with a smile
Charlotte as Mai got up from the table. The latter giggled at that and hurried up the
stairs, finding Nancy waiting for her on the upper floor.

“Follow me, Mai. We are going to my private master bathroom.”
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Passing through the grand staircase well, Nancy led Mai down the corridor
leading to the east wing, to enter her large master bedroom, which she had recently
furnished with Louis XIV style furniture. There, she pushed open a door giving on a
bathroom with a marble floor and a tile-covered tub. Nancy pointed to Mai the bathtub,
now half full with hot water.

“Take off your clothes and soak in, Mai. | will wash your hair while you soap up.”
Mai’'s modesty made her hesitate for a moment before she obeyed and shed her dirty
dress, then her underwear. Nancy eyed with sorrow her thin body, with the ribs visible.

“Nobody should live through such misery. | promise you that you will not be

lacking anything here, Mai. Now, step in and sit down.”
Mai stepped in the bathtub and let herself sink down to her chin with delight in the hot
water. As she rubbed a bar of soap on her body, Nancy poured water on her head and
started washing thoroughly her hair, checking at the same time for the presence of
vermin.

“You don’t have any fleas or lice, thank God! Were you forced to bed men
before tonight? Answer me frankly: | only want to evaluate your overall health.”

“No!” answered Mai truthfully. “l did everything to avoid surviving by such
means, but the thug that you killed had in mind to force me to prostitute myself for his
profit. | owe you my honor, on top of my life, Jeanne.”

“Think nothing of it, Mai. | would have done the same for anyone. Let’s talk
about your employment here. | would like to use you as my personal assistant and
receptionist. You would greet my guests, would serve them and also do some shopping
for me. | am offering you the same pay and benefits as for my other servants: three
francs a day, plus lodging, food, working clothes and medical care.”

Mai looked with surprise at Nancy on hearing that.

“But...that's a lot more than the normal wages. A servant can usually count
herself lucky in Paris if she earns one franc a day.”

“Well, | don’t believe in exploiting my employees, contrary to too many nobles
and big bourgeois. | also have the financial means to pay good salaries. Tomorrow, we
will go shopping together to buy you a decent wardrobe, along with furniture to furnish
your room, which is still empty. You will sleep in my bed tonight, unless you object to
that.”

“Uh, not at all. You are too good, Jeanne.”
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“Bof! My goal is to create a charitable foundation here in Paris. | might as well

start by being generous now.”

The next morning, Nancy gave a detailed tour of her residence to Mai, showing
her in particular the room in the attic level that was going to be hers, which faced the
Charles-V Street and had two dormer windows. Mai didn’t miss the fact that her room
had been up to quite recently two separate rooms, the adjoining wall having been ripped
away to create a single room measuring eight by three meters. She found out at the
same occasion that the other domestics that lived in the residence occupied similar
rooms, much more spacious than what was considered the norm for servants. There
was even a large, comfortably furnished lounge reserved for the employees. What
however surprised the most Mai was the small steam-powered pump that now occupied
the old gardener’s hut, situated in a back corner of the courtyard. Workers were busy
welding in place copper pipes that linked the hut and the residence to a water tower that
was still under construction. Other workers were installing on the roofs a nhumber of
shallow basins made of tin, which were connected to the water tower by pipes.

“What is all this, Jeanne?”

“Progress!” replied Nancy, smiling proudly. “Once all this is completed, this
water tower and those water collecting basins will provide by gravity clean water to the
residence. My maids won’t have to carry anymore buckets full of water up and down
stairs, or to pump water from a well. This steam engine will in turn pump water up into
the water tower in periods of droughts, on top of heating a hot water tank. That hot
water will then circulate through the residence via copper pipes equipped with faucets. |
am planning soon to go to England, in order to open a bank account there. That will give
me the opportunity to go hire a British sanitary engineer, so that he could come install
flush toilets in my residence. My house may not be the biggest or most luxurious in
Paris, but | will make it the most comfortable.”

“And who thought about all this, Jeanne? You hired an engineer for this work?”

“No! | took care of the plans and calculations myself.”

Mai didn’t ask her where she got such knowledge, instead adding this to the growing list

of the surprising abilities of Jeanne.

Once the visit was completed, Nancy went out with Mai to go shopping in the

small carriage pulled by Pegasus, her personal horse. To the surprise and profound
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emotion of Mai, Nancy stopped her carriage in front of a boutique that specialized in
oriental imports. Tears came down on her cheeks when she saw the various pieces of
furniture, decorations and silk clothes that had come from her native country. Nancy
then spent without a second thought a small fortune to buy for Mai a complete set of
lacquered wood furniture for her room, plus a few Chinese art objects and multiple rolls
of embroidered silk. Mai couldn’t stop herself from openly crying as she looked at
herself in a mirror while wearing a splendid Chinese silk dress bought for her by Nancy.
“Thank you, thank you for everything, Jeanne.”
In response, Nancy gently put one hand on her shoulder as she still cried.

“Mai, consider me as a friend, and not as your employer.”
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Barricades in the streets of Paris, June Revolution of 1848.

CHAPTER 3 — MONARCHY, REPUBLIC AND EMPIRE

11:08 (Paris Time)

Wednesday, February 23, 1848

Hotel de Brinvilliers, 12 Charles-V Street
District of Le Marais, Paris

France

“MADAM! MADAM! THE NATIONAL GUARD HAS JOINED THE
BARRICADES IN MONTMARTRE!”
Jeanne, who was reading the morning newspaper, raised her nose as Leila Benchetrit,
her assistant-cook, appeared in the doorway of her private office on the upper floor of
her residence. Leila, who had gone to buy fresh bread, entered the office on a sign from

Jeanne.
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“Where did you hear this, Leila?”

“At the market, madam. Spirits are becoming hot in town and some are talking
of going to the Prime Minister’s residence to demonstrate.”
Jeanne/Nancy ‘B’, who already knew in detail what was to come, put down her
newspaper and got up from her sofa, her expression somber.

“Tell the other employees that | want to see all of them in the ballroom: | will
speak to them.”

“Right away, madam.”

As the Algerian woman walked away quickly, Jeanne pondered the present
situation. France was about to live through a revolution that would not only mark the end
of the reign of King Louis-Philippe The First and of his so-called ‘July Monarchy’, but
would also inflame revolutionary passions across the whole of Europe in the weeks and
months to come. While he had tried to reign with moderation, King Louis-Philippe was
afflicted with a most unpopular prime minister, Guizot, who was totally opposed to any
reform to the unjust current electoral system, on top of showing himself incapable of
dealing with the grave economic crisis France was living through, with the poorer
citizens suffering the most from the said crisis. The months to come were going to be
politically and socially unstable and she was going to have to act cautiously in order not
to put at risk her mission, which was to create and make prosper her future charity
foundation, on which the welfare of so many people would eventually depend. To
intervene herself politically in the various crisis to come, unless to bet on a winning

horse, would only put her fortune and maybe even her own freedom at risk.

When she entered the huge, eleven by ten meter ballroom of the upper floor, she
found assembled the six women and four men that made up her domestic staff. She first
looked around at the anxious expressions of her employees, which she had personally
selected with care for their honesty, intelligence and human decency.

"My friends, the next few days could become quite agitated and the streets of
Paris will be dangerous, especially now that the army is occupying the streets and that
the National Guard seems ready to face it in favor of those asking for reforms. | will thus
ask you to stay inside the residence and not to go out until further notice, and this for
your own safety. | am ready to offer safe lodging and food to your immediate families,

for those of you who are married and have children. However, please hurry and come
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back before darkness if you want to go get your families. Act quickly but cautiously.
Go!”
Her employees dispersed at once, with the exception of Li Mai, her personal assistant,
who stood there, unsure what to do. Jeanne walked to her and gave her a reassuring
smile.

“Don’t worry, Mai: everything will be fine.”

“But, what will we do if rioters, or even soldiers, come and attack the residence,
Jeanne?”

“We will not give them any pretexts to attack us, Mai.”

“But, you are a d’Orléans, Jeanne. Some may be hostile to you just because of
your apparent family link with the King.”
Jeanne nodded her head slowly at those words. Mai, on top of being a sensitive and
likeable teenager, had also proved many times that she was an intelligent girl.

“l will deal with that whenever the problem will show up, Mai. In the meantime,

let's go prepare our spare rooms for the families of our people.”

The four employees who were married and had children came back to her
townhouse just before noon with their loved ones and a few suitcases as the popular
agitation increased along the city’s streets. Jeanne received them with a warm smile,
showing particular affection to the sixteen children, whose age varied from nine months
to fourteen years.

“Come, my children! | have prepared a large common room for the boys and
another one for the girls. Aisha, Nadine, you are the two oldest of the lot. You will thus
sleep in the guest bedroom, which is empty at the moment.”

The thirteen year-old Algerian and the fourteen year-old Haitian thanked her before
being guided to their room by Mai, each carrying a bag containing a few spare clothes.
Jeanne took care herself of installing the other children, as well as the four spouses of
her employees. Once everyone had been accommodated, Jeanne locked herself up in
her private office and, taking out a key she always wore on herself, opened a large, solid
oak cabinet, revealing her personal arsenal. Taking out of the cabinet two Colt-Paterson
Model 1839 caliber .52 revolving carbines and two Colt DRAGOON caliber .44 revolvers,
plus gunpowder, bullets and loading accessories, she took fifteen minutes to carefully
load the four weapons. Those would give her a total of 26 ready-to-fire shots, a nearly

unthinkable amount of firepower for the time period, all with perfectly contemporary
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weapons. Then hiding in various places her loaded weapons, Jeanne next went to the

dining room, where she ate lunch with her assembled employees and their families.

The afternoon and early evening were tense, with seditious shouts being heard
at intervals from the street and with mixed groups of workers, students and small
merchants starting to patrol the streets, armed with improvised weapons and a few rare
firearms. Thankfully for Jeanne, nobody seemed to pay particular attention to her
residence then. She probably owed that to the fact that she was well known in this
district for her generosity and for her respect for the lower social classes, a respect that
was most atypical of other French aristocrats. However, at around ten at night, a short
but intense firefight could be heard from the direction of the district of Des Capucines.
Less than half a hour later, rioters started running up and down the streets, shouting out
indignant cries.

“THE SOLDIERS OF THE KING FIRED ON THE PEOPLE AND KILLED 52

MARTYRS! DOWN WITH GUIZOT!”
Those outraged cries rekindled at once the revolutionary fervor, which had quieted down
somewhat during the evening. Jeanne, imitated by the other adults in her residence,
watched from the upper floor windows of her townhouse as a small crowd of rioters
started building a barricade at the corner of their street, while the bells of churches rang
all across Paris.

My god! This is going to end in a bloodbath.” said Rosette Sans-Soucis,
Jeanne’s Haitian maid. Jeanne gave her a sober look.

“l truly hope that it won’t happen, Rosette. While Prime Minister Guizot has no
consideration for the lower classes, King Louis-Philippe is not the kind of man ready to
stay in power through massacres.”

Jeanne, who had discreetly sent robotic spy probes to various strategic points of Paris to
film those historical events for the benefit of the Time Patrol, also filmed the scenes
down her street with the help of a pair of micro-cameras hidden in her earrings. She
was thus able to film the passage of a funeral procession that passed under her
windows around one o’clock in the morning. A huge crowd carrying lit lanterns escorted
a cart full of dead people covered with blood. From the clothes worn by the dead, who
were mostly men, it was evident that the bodies were those of people of modest
condition, something that made Pierre Brunelle, Jeanne’s gardener and handyman,

grind his teeth.
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“The bastards! To shoot at the people like this. | hope that this Guizot bastard
will pay for that.”

“l believe that his position of power will not survive long after this, Pierre. The
King will have no choice now but to disassociate himself from him. Let's go to bed:

tomorrow may be a long day.”

The day of February 24 in fact proved to be full of news that brought joy to
Jeanne’s employees and to the insurgents of Paris. With his palace besieged by a huge
crowd of rioters, and not wanting to be responsible for another massacre, King Louis-
Philippe officially fired his hated prime minister and abdicated before fleeing his palace
under a disguise, on his way to exile in England. The King’s daughter, the Duchess of
Orléans, whom he had named as regent for the benefit of his nine year-old grandson,
then went to the Palais-Bourbon, the seat of the National Assembly, to proclaim her
regency and thus save the monarchy. However, the republican representatives were not
ready to play her game and colluded with the rioters to let the crowd invade the Palais-
Bourbon. It was not supper time yet when the news of the proclamation of a provisional

republican government circulated around Paris.

Jeanne greeted that news with an obvious satisfaction that surprised her
employees. As she was opening a bottle of Champagne to celebrate the republican
victory with them and their families, the young Michel d’Angelo, her stable boy, hesitantly
asked her what all the others were secretly wondering about.

“You are really happy to see the monarchy fall, madam? But, you are a
d’Orléans.”

Jeanne answered him with a big smile as she made the bottle cork pop out.

“l was born a Brissac, not a d’Orléans, Michel. Furthermore, | believe in
democratic values. The people IS France, whatever the aristocrats and big bourgeois
may think. Come on, let’s drink together for the people and for France!”

“FOR THE PEOPLE AND FRANCE!” Shouted in unison the men and women

while raising their glasses of Champagne.

The weeks to follow were turbulent ones, as much in the rest of Europe as in
France. Popular insurrections and riots shook in succession Vienna, Venice, Berlin,

Milan, Munich and Prague, while the provisional French government publicly proclaimed
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the abolition of the death penalty and of slavery, the creation of national workshops in
order to combat the widespread unemployment and the adoption of universal male
suffrage. Jeanne didn’t waste her time during those weeks. Operating anonymously
through a Paris stockbroker and using the troubled political situation across France and
Europe, she speculated actively on the stock markets while using her historical
knowledge from the future, buying stocks from companies which were going through
temporary lows and were being dumped by panicked owners. On top of the Paris stock
market, she also speculated on the London stock market, not wanting to put all of her
precious eggs in the same basket. By May 4, the day of the official proclamation of the
Second Republic in France, created after the national elections held on April 23, her
initial fortune had ballooned to nearly thirty million francs? split nearly evenly between
her accounts at the Bank of France and at the Midlands Bank of London. The
proclamation of the Second Republic did not stop her financial speculations, but Jeanne
did slow down her stock market activities in prediction of other important events due in
June. Those events were preceded on May 15 by a big popular demonstration meant to
support the Polish insurgents fighting to throw off the hold of Imperial Russia’s on their
country. The French National Assembly, composed in majority of right-wing
conservatives and hidden monarchists, then imposed its views on the more socialist
Executive Committee, which supposedly governed France but was in reality too weak to
oppose the National Assembly. Many moderate republican officials were then replaced
or even accused and imprisoned following the failed demonstration of May 15. The
repercussions of this turn to the right by the government did not take long to make

themselves felt around Jeanne.

10:18 (Paris Time)

Thursday, June 22, 1848

Hoétel de Brinvilliers

12 Charles-V Street, district of Le Marais

Paris

% In 1848, thirty million French francs was worth roughly 1.2 million British sterling pounds of the

time, or six million American dollars of 1848.
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Jeanne, who was starting to be worried about Mai and her two missing maids,
was partly relieved on seeing through the window of her private study her young
Chinese personal assistant come back at a quick pace and enter through the carriage
gate. Leila Benchetrit and Rosette Sans-Soucis were however still missing. Going
quickly down the grand staircase of her residence, Jeanne met Mai as she was about to
go up the stairs.

“Do you have news about Leila and Rosette, Mai?”

“Yes, Jeanne! Unfortunately, they are not good. Their husbands, who were
officially working at the national workshops closed yesterday by the government, will
now have to leave for the provinces, like all the other unemployed men over the age of
25. Leila and Rosette are desperate and don’t know what to do anymore. They are
asking for your help concerning their husbands.”

“And they will have it!” Replied firmly Jeanne. “Let’s take my personal cart to go

see them.”

Going out in the inner courtyard of the townhouse and walking to the stables,
Jeanne gave an urgent order to Michel d’Angelo, who was cleaning the stalls of
Jeanne’s three horses.

“MICHEL, HOOK QUICKLY PEGASUS TO MY PERSONAL CART: | HAVE TO
GO OUT AT ONCE.”

“RIGHT AWAY, MADAM!”

Not staying inactive herself, Jeanne helped Michel by pushing out of its garage the small
four-wheeled cart that she used for her informal trips in and around Paris. Six minutes
later she was rolling out with Mai, turning on Saint-Paul Street and driving towards Saint-
Antoine Street as fast as she could without risking to hit the numerous pedestrians
following the narrow streets. Jeanne soon arrived at an old and decrepit apartment
building where Rosette Sans-Soucis and her family were living. Telling Mai to stay in the
cart, Jeanne ran up the narrow, dirty stairs of the building, finally knocking on a door of
the second floor.

"ROSETTE, IT'S ME, JEANNE. OPEN UP!”

The worried face of her Haitian maid appeared a few seconds later as she opened her
door.

“Thank you from the bottom of my heart for coming, madam. To be frank, | don’t

know what to do right now.”
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Jeanne gave a quick look at Thomas, Rosette’s husband, who was sitting in a corner on
a rickety chair and who was holding his head in despair.

“What is happening exactly, Rosette?”

“Its that damn governmental decree, madam.” exclaimed Rosette on an
indignant tone. “Not content with closing the national workshops and thus throwing my
husband and tens of thousands of other workers back into unemployment, the
government has ordered that all the unemployed men over the age of 25 are to move to
worksites in various provinces. If my husband Thomas obey that edict, | will be
separated from him, maybe for good.”

“Has he received an official notice about that?”

“Not directly, madam, but the decree published in the newspapers orders the

unemployed to show up tomorrow morning at their old workshops, from which chariots
will carry them to provincial worksites. The youngest ones will be brought to army
barracks to be enrolled there. Can you help us, madam?”
Rosette’s pleading tone moved Jeanne, who already knew how much misery and even
blood that closure of the national workshops would bring. She however had an idea in
mind that could save Thomas. She thus looked at the dejected black man and spoke
gently to him.

“Thomas, when did you show up for the last time at your workshop?”

“The day before yesterday, madam.” answered Thomas in his Creole-accented
French.

“Thus on the twentieth, one day before the publication of the decree announcing
the closure of the national workshops. Excellent! Thomas, you will say to anyone
asking you that you were hired by me on a permanent basis on the evening of the
twentieth, and that you are thus not touched by the decree. As a precaution, | will ask
you to come lodge with your whole family in my residence, until | can make all this
official. By the way, you will really work for me, at my standard daily salary of three
francs per day.”

“You...you would do this for me, madam?” asked Thomas, not believing his luck.

“l would do it for any decent person in need, Thomas. Rosette, pack quickly a
suitcase for your husband: he will leave with me. Then, start packing more bags for the
rest of your family, so that | can pick you up in a couple of hours and bring you to my

residence for a few days: | anticipate that some difficult days are coming.”
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“Thank you, Jeanne! Thank you for everything! You are too good.” said
Rosette, tears in her eyes, prompting Jeanne in going to her to hug her.

“Nobody can be too good, Rosette: you can only be too mean.”

Ten minutes later, and with Thomas in the back of her cart with an old suitcase,
Jeanne took the reins and drove off, this time in the direction of the home of the
Benchetrit. There, she found the same situation as that with the Sans-Soucis and
applied the same solution, retroactively hiring permanently Omar Benchetrit and telling
Leila to start packing her family things. With both Thomas and Omar in the back of her
cart, Jeanne then went to see a notary that she knew well and who had socialist views,
asking him to produce hiring contracts with retroactive dates for Omar and Thomas. A
discreet bonus of 500 francs helped erase the few professional scruples of the notary,
who signed the contracts as a withess. On her return trip, Jeanne briefly stopped at the
homes of the two men, to start hauling their families’ bags to her residence. Two more
return trips were needed to pick up their wives and children and the rest of their limited
belongings, with Luc Rémillard accompanying Jeanne’s cart in her heavy haul chariot.
By the time that the families of all her employees were safely installed in her residence,

the popular agitation had grown to alarming levels.

Supper that night was a somber affair, with all realizing how difficult the next few
days could become. Jeanne did her best to calm the nerves of her employees and of
their families by singing and playing the piano and the guitar for them. She hid her own
anxiety, knowing thanks to historical hindsight how bloody the next few days were going
to be in Paris. Helping in late evening the mothers to put their children to bed for the
night, Jeanne thought on looking at the sixteen boys and girls that simply doing this
made all her efforts expended in this mission worthy. The smiles of gratitude from her
employees, which had nothing to do with simple servility, also warmed her heatrt.
Satisfied with herself, Jeanne/Nancy went to take a good hot bath and then slipped in

her bed, falling asleep quickly.

The first shots, coming from the poor districts on the Left Shore, echoed around
ten o’clock the next morning. Those isolated shots quickly became heavy exchanges of
gunfire as the workers of Paris built barricades all across the city and as the army went

on to brutally dismantle them and disperse the rioters. Contrary to the February
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Revolution, the government did not bow to the rioters and the National Guard stayed on
the government’s side. By the evening of June 23, Paris had turned into a battlefield.
The next day, June 24, proved even worst, prompting Jeanne in keeping her guests far
from the fagade’s windows during the day, fearing lost bullets. On the morning of June
25, the fighting closed in on her district. Jeanne was able to film in that afternoon the
brief firefight that opposed a full company of infantry to a group of rioters holding a
barricade erected at the corner of Charles-V and Saint-Paul Streets. The rioters, poorly
armed, still caused a few casualties to the soldiers before dispersing in disorder. Jeanne
ground her teeth together but kept filming discreetly as soldiers rounded up with much
use of rifle butt strokes a dozen disarmed rioters and made them stand against a wall
before summarily executing them. She suddenly became alarmed when about fifty
soldiers started coming slowly down her street, bayonets fixed, while knocking on doors
and then entering houses to search them. A poor man who made the mistake of
protesting too vigorously the searching of his house was simply shot on his doorstep.

Taking a quick decision, Jeanne left the window and walked out of her private
study to make a quick tour of her residence, ordering her staff and their families to
assemble in the ballroom and to stay there. She then took with her Luc Rémillard and,
after making sure he had no weapons on him, went down with him in the tunnel formed
by the carriage gate of her residence. Once in front of the solidly locked double doors of
the gate, she looked gravely at the ex-legionnaire, a tough, solid man of 32 who had left
the Foreign Legion because of a wound to his left arm.

“Listen to me carefully, Luc, and don’t protest. At my signal, you will unlock the
pedestrian door and will let me go out, then will immediately close and lock back the
door. You will open it again when | will give three widely spaced knocks. If soldiers then
follow me inside, do not oppose any resistance and do not object to their presence. The
lives of all of our people here are at risk.”

Rémillard in turn looked at her with worry. Jeanne was presently wearing a splendid
aristocrat’s dress, plus a set of jewels that was worth a fortune.

“But, you risk being killed by going out like this, madam.”

“l am the least at risk here, Luc. Trust me: | know what | am doing.”

Then getting close to the pedestrian door embedded into the left carriage door of the
gate, she listened for a moment before signaling Rémillard.

“Now, Luc!”
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While mortally worried for her, the man obeyed her and quickly pulled the three heavy
bolts locking the thick wooden pedestrian door, then pulled the door opened to let
Jeanne pass. She quickly stepped outside in the street, letting her coach driver and
security guard close and lock the door behind her. A group of soldier walking down the
street towards her residence and being less than fifteen paces from Jeanne raised their
muskets at once on seeing her.

“DON’T MOVE! HANDS IN THE AIR!”
Her heart beating furiously and hoping to hell that the soldiers would not simply shoot
her without questions, Jeanne slowly raised her hands up in the air while speaking in a
firm voice.

“l am Lady Jeanne d’Orléans. | want to speak with your commanding officer.”
The soldiers looked at each other in indecision, with one of them finally talking to his
NCO.

“Shit, she’s an aristocrat! What do we do, Sergeant?”

“Uh, | think that we better let the lieutenant decide. LIEUTENANT!”
A young officer whose saber was stained with blood approached at a quick step on
hearing the call.

“What is it, Sergeant? Who is this woman?”

“She says that she is an aristocrat, Lieutenant. She came out of that carriage
door.”

“This is my residence, Lieutenant.” offered Jeanne, then taking a chance. ‘I am
Lady Jeanne d’Orléans and | came out to ask your soldiers to show restraint if they have
to search my residence. | can assure you that | am alone with my servants and their
families and that you will find no rioters inside.”
The lieutenant approached Jeanne and examined her visually from head to toe, noting
her rich dress and jewels. Impressed by her appearance and beauty, he finally bowed
politely to her.

“Searching your residence will not be necessary, Lady Jeanne. You may now
return inside. Have a good evening, madam.”

“Thank you and good evening to you too, Lieutenant.”
Going back to the carriage gate, Jeanne knocked three times on the pedestrian door,
slipping inside as soon as Rémillard opened it. She sighed with relief as the man

pushed back in place the heavy bolts of the door.
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“Ooof!l That was tense! Thankfully, that young lieutenant proved to be
polite...and reasonable.”
Rémillard looked at her with something approaching adoration.

“Madam, your bravery would be worthy of a legionnaire.”

“Bofl Some would call this simply a typical display of aristocratic arrogance.”

Replied Jeanne, smiling.

The end of the insurrection that would be known in the future as ‘The days of
June’ was marked the next day, June 26, by the fall of the last barricades in the suburbs
of Saint-Antoine, which bordered the district of Le Marais, where Jeanne lived. Despite
the end of the fighting, Jeanne insisted that her employees and their families stay inside
her residence for another few days, alluding to the forcible searches and police sweeps
that would probably follow. The next days proved her right and brought many bitter
news to the poorer people of Paris. A number of newspapers considered to be left-
leaning were closed by the government and the rights of assembly were severely
curtailed. To the 4,000 civilians killed during the insurrection had to be added 1,500
other persons summarily shot without trial, while 25,000 more people were arrested in
the days and weeks to follow. Of those 25,000 persons arrested, 11,000 were
eventually condemned to long prison terms or were deported to Algeria. On the side of
the government forces, the losses amounted to 1,600 killed. All this brought a harsh turn
to the right by the government, which was already too right-leaning to the taste of the
Parisian workers. Feeling like a vulture for profiting financially from such a tragedy,
Jeanne kept to her mission profile and bought at bargain prices millions of francs worth
of shares at the Paris stock market, knowing that the societies whose shares she was
buying and that had brutally dropped in value due to the insurrection would eventually
regain their true value. As a consequence, her personal fortune ballooned again, to
reach a total of over 49 million francs by August of 1848. That in turn provided her with
a steady annual revenue from interests and dividends of over two million francs. Jeanne

was now in a good financial position to create her charitable foundation.

16:55 (Paris Time)
Wednesday, September 20, 1848
Charles-V Street, district of Le Marais

Paris
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As their carriage turned into the Charles-V Street, Alexandre Dumas The
Younger looked quickly outside through the window of his door to examine the facades
along the short, narrow street. He then looked at his father, sitting to his right, asking
him a question with a slight smile on his lips.

“Do you know well that Lady Jeanne d’Orléans, Father?”

Alexandre Dumas The Elder, successful writer, author of such famous novels as ‘THE
THREE MUSKETEERS’ and ‘THE COUNT OF MONTE CRISTO’ and an incorrigible
skirt chaser, smiled at the insinuation in the question from his son.

“Not as well as | would like, which is unfortunate for me: she is a decidedly
appetizing young woman. She invited me once already in the last months, in the
company of other writers and artists. While very young, she is remarkably well educated
and possess a sharp intelligence. She is rich, but lives rather modestly for her means
and supports a number of charitable works.”

“She is thus a person | should like.” Said the third passenger of the carriage, a
frail but pretty woman in her forties. Alexandre Dumas The Elder nodded his head and
smiled to his ex-mistress, with which he was still in very good terms and which he was
escorting to this evening reception.

“l believe so, my sweet Mélanie, even though Jeanne d’Orléans definitely has an
adventurous side to her.”

“Oh? What do you mean, Father?” Asked his son, attracting a malicious smile
on the face of the writer.

“You will soon see, Son.”

The carriage then slowed down, to stop in front of Number 12, Charles-V Street.
Alexandre Dumas The Elder stepped out first and helped Mélanie Waldor come out
before going to pay the driver of the rented carriage. As his son was also coming down,
another carriage turned into the street and stopped behind their own carriage. Intrigued,
Alexandre The Elder watched as a tall, well dressed young man came out of the newly
arrived carriage, followed by a young woman wearing an elegant evening dress. As the
two carriages were rolling away, the two groups found themselves together in front of the
carriage gate of Number 12. Alexandre The Elder saluted the young couple with his top
hat.
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“Let me present myself: Alexandre Dumas The Elder. This is my son, Alexandre
The Younger, and this is Miss Mélanie Waldor, a good friend of mine. | presume that
you were also invited to this reception given by Lady Jeanne d'Orléans?”

“Effectively, Monsieur Dumas.” replied the young man in a French with a strong
American accent. “lI am Doctor Thomas Evans, dentist, and this is my wife Agnes. Uh,
you wouldn’t happen by chance to be the famous writer Alexandre Dumas, author of
‘THE THREE MUSKETEERS’?”

“In person!” replied proudly the writer. A pedestrian door then opened in one of
the carriage doors, pulled from the inside by a man dressed in a valet uniform.

’If you may come in, ladies and gentlemen. Lady Jeanne is expecting you.”

The five guests entered at once by the pedestrian door, then were guided to an entrance
door on the left side of the tunnel leading to the inner courtyard. To the surprise of the
guests, a young and beautiful oriental teenager wearing a magnificent Chinese
embroidered silk dress greeted them with a deep bow inside a wide vestibule.

“If you may follow me to the lounge, Lady Jeanne is waiting for you there with the
guests that have already arrived.”

As Alexandre The Younger climbed the stairs of the grand staircase behind the Chinese
girl, he bent sideways to whisper to his father.

“She is really cute, that young Chinese.”

“She certainly can make a man get an appetite, Son. She is the personal
servant of Lady Jeanne, who can speak Chinese, by the way.”

Alexandre The Younger opened his eyes wide, not a little impressed.

“Really? The people who can do so in Paris are rare indeed.”

“And it's not her sole talent, | assure you.”

Having climbed to the upper level, the group passed a double door and entered a
very comfortably furnished lounge that featured a large fireplace and two tall windows
giving a view of the inner courtyard of the townhouse. The lounge was furnished in First
Empire style and measured about seven meters by five meters. Thomas and Agnes
Evans fixed at once with curiosity the tall young woman, nearly a teenager, who then got
up from one of the sofas. She was as tall as Thomas and looked very athletic, with
tanned skin and long silky black hair framing a pretty face with gleaming green eyes.
Her floating, 1810 style dress, let her muscular shoulders uncovered and, while out of

fashion, appeared very comfortable, contrary to the dress with crinoline cage that the
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American woman was wearing and which was both heavy and cumbersome. Agnes
Evans opened wide her eyes on seeing the fabulous set of jewels worn by the young
woman, whispering to her husband in English.

“She is rich, no doubt about that.”

Jeanne went to them, while a man and a woman in their forties got up from their sofa.

“Welcome to my house, my friends. For those who don’t know me yet, | am Lady

Jeanne d’Orléans. However, call me simply Jeanne. Already present are Monsieur
Victor Hugo and the Baroness of Dudevant, better known under her pen name of
George Sand.”
The newcomers presented themselves in turn, then sat in the sofas forming a rectangle
in a corner of the lounge. A butler then showed up with a tray supporting cups of
Champagne, while a black servant went around with a plate of appetizers. With all her
guests now served, Jeanne smiled to Thomas and Agnes Evans, speaking in perfect
English to them.

“Do you feel comfortable enough to converse in French, Mister and Misses
Evans?”

“Be reassured, Lady Jeanne.” replied in good French Thomas. “Learning
French as a second language is common in the good society of Philadelphia. We will
manage.”

“Excellent! However, do not hesitate to ask if you need something translated in
English. With all the cultural luminaries present here tonight, the conversation will be
flying quite high, especially with a member of the French Academy present among us.”
Victor Hugo smiled at that barb thrown at him.

“Do not worry, my dear Jeanne: | will not act like a literary critique tonight.”

“No?” replied with a malicious smile Alexandre Dumas The Elder. “Your
Esmeralda® would have loved to meet my dashing d’Artagnan.”

“As far as my Esmeralda is concerned, | believe that our hostess would have
been perfect to play her role, Monsieur Dumas.”

Alexandre The Younger, who had been discreetly admiring a large painting hanging from
a wall facing him, pointed the artwork with one index.

“Talking of our hostess, is this you in this nude portrait, Lady Jeanne?”

% Esmeralda : Name of the main character in the famous novel ‘THE HUNCHBACK OF NOTRE-
DAME’, written by Victor Hugo.
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“It is me indeed.” Recognized Jeanne, smiling, making Thomas Evans and
Alexandre The Younger pay a detailed attention to the painting. I asked the painter
who did it, a disciple of the method of the famous master Mathieu Le Nain, to show me
as | am in real life, and not according to the old beauty canons of the Renaissance
masters. | never understood why men of earlier centuries preferred overweight women
who were as white as cadavers.”

“Because they were the signs that marked you as a rich aristocrat, Jeanne.”
replied Victor Hugo, attracting an unconvinced expression on the face of his hostess.

“Hum. Nobility and beauty, be they corporal or moral, are not the same in my
mind. | always loved to live in the wide open spaces and to exercise physically. | don’t
think that | have anything to envy in all those livid fat women we see in museum
portraits.”

Agnes Evans had to give a discreet elbow in the ribs to her husband, who was admiring
a bit too much to her taste the nude portrait of Jeanne d’Orléans. She then spoke to
their hostess.

“Lady Jeanne, from the decoration of your residence, you seem to like old
things...”

“Except in love.” interrupted Jeanne with a smile, making her guests burst out in
laughter. “I am sorry to have interrupted you like this, Agnes, but | couldn’t resist. Yes, |
do have a taste for history, which | study diligently. Take this residence, for example. |
was lucky enough to be able to buy it a year ago. It was built in the early 17" Century
and was the residence of the Marquess of Brinvilliers, who was executed in 1676 for
poisoning a number of people. Unfortunately, her residence was then neglected along
the years and | found it in a rather pitiful state, even though its structure was perfectly
sound. Instead of having it renovated on the lines of a single style, | decided to furnish
each main room to a different style and period. | also possess a varied historical
wardrobe, as you can see tonight. | frankly find today’s female fashion both horrible and
uncomfortable, especially these crinoline cages and corsets. You should try once an
antique Greek dress: it is very comfortable and also quite elegant. But enough about
history: let’s talk a bit about the present. Mister Evans, how is your dental practice doing
in Paris?”

“Fairly well | must say, Jeanne.” replied Thomas. “We arrived in Paris last
November and, while my appointments agenda is still not full, | have enough customers

already to be able to live comfortably.”
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“So, you would still have some place left in your agenda for new customers?”
“Are you in need of dental care, Jeanne?”
Jeanne smiled widely, showing perfect teeth.

“Me, no! | was looking for a dentist using the latest techniques and who would
be ready to examine and treat the young occupants of a Paris orphanage that | am
helping financially. Doctor Brewster, whom | contacted at first, was already too busy but
he gave me your name and address. | am of course ready to pay for your services in full
if you accept to care for these orphans.”

Thomas nodded his head at that: he now understood why he had received an invitation
from a perfect stranger.

“To help your orphans this way would please me most, Jeanne. You can count
on my services.”

“Thank you very much, Thomas. We could further discuss this in detail later
tonight, if you wish so.”

Jeanne then looked at Alexandre Dumas The Elder.

“My dear Alexandre, when could we hope to see the last parts of your last novel,
‘THE VISCOUNT OF BRAGELONNE?”

The writer smiled with pride as the other guests listened on intently, apparently all
interested by his answer.

“Well, the second part, titled ‘LOUISE DE LA VALLIERE’, should be published
next month. As for the third part, ‘THE MAN WITH THE IRON MASK’, | should be able
to finish it in about a year.”

“Decidedly, you make us endure a cruel wait, my friend.”

Agnes Evans then had a question for the writer.

“Monsieur Dumas, | loved your novel ‘THE THREE MUSKETEERS’, but | have a
guestion about one of the characters in your novel, Milady de Winter. Is her character
based on a person who really existed in the 17" Century?”

“Aaah, the beautiful and sinister Milady de Winter.” said Dumas in a thoughtful
tone. “In truth, | sketched that character along fictitious lines when | wrote my novel.
However, one of my historical research assistants has since found a few obscure
references in the archives on King Louis XIV concerning a mysterious Marquise de
Saint-Laurent, who seemed to have been some sort of secret agent for Cardinal
Mazarin. According to some, the Cardinal called her ‘Milady’ and there are also

allusions that she had been marked with a red hot iron, like my Milady. Curiously, other
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vague notations pretended that this Marquise de Saint-Laurent was a lover of d’Artagnan
and even of King Louis XIV. The historical information on that woman are very limited
and fragmentary, but | now think that the character of ‘Milady’ in my novel had after all
some historical roots. That Marquise de Saint-Laurent must have been a fascinating
woman.”

Jeanne, who had tensed up on hearing the name ‘Marquise de Saint-Laurent’, forced
herself to keep a neutral expression.

“Your assistant didn’t find more information about that mysterious marquise,
Alexandre?”

“Unfortunately no, my dear. This Milady seemed to have purposely stayed as
discreet as possible during her stay in the court of King Louis XIV, something that would
be normal for a spy employed by Cardinal Mazarin. Actually, | would picture her like
you, Jeanne: you are a young woman out of the ordinary, if | could go with the little you
told me of your life.”

“Oh, | would love to hear your story, Jeanne!” said at once Agnes with
enthusiasm, bringing a forced smile to Jeanne’s lips.

“Oh, | am not so extraordinary, really, except for my athletic physique. | was
born a Brissac and am the nineteen year-old daughter of a couple of ruined aristocrats
who took a ship to the Guadeloupe over two years ago with the hope of rebuilding their
fortune there. Unfortunately, pirates intercepted and took our ship in the Caribbean Sea,
killing my parents and taking me prisoner. The pirate ship then sank in a storm off the
Guadeloupe but | was able to swim to the coast. That is when | met my late husband,
Sire Pierre d’Orléans, who possessed a large sugar cane plantation.”

While speaking, Jeanne showed a small portrait hooked to a wall of the lounge. It
showed a solidly-built, handsome man in his early thirties.

“Pierre d’Orléans was a man the kind of which we unfortunately see too rarely:
generous, intelligent, strong but also kind and gentle. We quickly fell mutually in love
and | married him in 1846. Unfortunately, he died a few months later of a tropical fever,
leaving me his plantation and fortune. | then decided to return to France and sold the
plantation. Since then, | have been using my newfound fortune to help others by
supporting charity works. Well, that's me in a few words.”

“Words that are too brief to properly tell a story as fascinating as yours, Jeanne.”

replied Alexandre Dumas The Younger. “How long were you prisoner of those pirates?”
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“Three long weeks. To be frank, | would rather not talk about that episode of my

life.”
Alexandre The Elder gave a warning look to his son, who then held his next question.
The other guests easily guessed what kind of treatment Jeanne, a beautiful teenager,
could have endured from these pirates and they had the good taste not to ask about that
subject. The Baroness of Dudevant was the one to ask the next question after taking a
sip of her Champagne.

“And how do you use your time, apart from supporting charity works, Jeanne?”

“I manage my fortune, mostly. | keep a close eye on the economic and political
situation, in order to better invest my money and to make it fructify. | also train physically
every day, in order to stay in top shape. | must say that | am a born athlete.”

“You certainly seems to be in perfect health, Jeanne.” Said Thomas Evans,
making her nod her head.

“I am! Unfortunately, today’s women’s fashion is very restrictive for any woman
trying to practice sports in public. | thus transformed a room on the ground floor into a
small private gymnasium, so that | could exercise in private.”

“You said that you follow closely the political situation, Jeanne.” said Victor
Hugo, who was a member of the National Assembly. “What do you think of the events
of this year?”

“That way too much blood has been spilled to date, Victor. The small people,
who live in scandalous poverty and work for a pittance, have legitimate demands,
demands that too many rich or well-off people dismiss while getting fat on their backs.
Do not however think that | am engaged in politics: | simply am a humanist who detests
seeing people being exploited and treated unjustly.”

“Louis-Napoléon Bonaparte, who has political opinions quite similar to you on
that subject, was elected to the National Assembly a few days ago. | wonder if, this
time, he will leave his refuge in England and return to take his seat.”

“l think so, Victor. He is said to be very popular with the majority of the people
and he has the support of the Republicans. Especially, he is not threatened anymore
with arrest if he returns to France.”

“His return will certainly please the countless mistresses and lovers he left
behind in France.” said Mélanie Waldor, a slight smile on her face. "It is said that he
even made two kids with the daughter of the commander of the Fort of Ham, where he

was jailed until his escape in 1846.”



77

Many guests laughed with Jeanne at Mélanie’s remark, while Thomas Evans shook his
head with incredulity.

“l must say that the way Frenchmen collect mistresses, even when they are
married, is making many talk in the United States. Do the French women really accept
so easily such rivals around their husbands?”

“Aaah, but where would be poetry and theatre plays without all these spicy
stories, Doctor Evans?” replied humorously Alexandre Dumas The Younger. “France
has a long and proud tradition of making its people cuckold.”

The whole group then burst into loud laughter at this declaration. Alexandre The
Younger eyed Jeanne, young and desirable in her dress with large cleavage.

“And you, my beautiful Jeanne? You are young, rich and beautiful. You are thus
a prime candidate to become the mistress of many men of substance in Paris. Are you
planning to remarry soon?”

“To get married, no! To continue dating men, most probably!” declared Jeanne
while grinning, attracting more laughs. She however became serious before continuing.

“Please understand something, Alexandre: | came back to France so that | could
use my fortune to help the people in need. To marry would legally give control of my
fortune to a husband who would then be free to spend it according to his own whims,
which would probably not be the same as mine. Remember that in France, as well as in
England, a married woman belongs to her husband and that she has no legal rights to
possess her own things without the permission of her husband. On the other hand, an
adventure or two with dashing young men won’t hurt my fortune.”

More laughs came out when Agnes Evans, red with embarrassment, fanned herself with
one hand on hearing Jeanne.

“Dear god! Should | keep my husband under key during our stay in France?”
Jeanne made a face while making a show of eying Thomas Evans from head to toe.

“Hum, that may be a good idea, my dear Agnes.”

The stunned expression of the American dentist, along with the scandalized look of his
wife, made the French present burst out in laughter again. Jeanne then used the fact
that the atmosphere was now fully relaxed to invite her guests to proceed to the dining

room.

After a meal featuring exotic Chinese, Algerian and Creole dishes, Jeanne led

her guests on a guided tour of her residence, tour which finally ended in the huge



78

ballroom, where a piano sat near a display case containing an assortment of musical
instruments. Sitting at the piano, Jeanne then played a couple of melodies while singing
along, impressing and pleasing her guests with her musical talents. The quality of her
piano playing particularly surprised the Baroness of Dudevant, who had been until
recently the mistress of Frederic Chopin.

"My god, Jeanne, have you taken piano lessons from Monsieur Chopin?”

Jeanne shook her head as she got up from the piano stool to go grab a guitar.

“Not at all, my dear. | learned to play the piano at a young age, before going to
the Guadeloupe. | also have a gift for guitar playing, an instrument that is said to be very
popular in the United States.”

She proved her gift with more singing while playing her guitar, dancing along with her
tunes. Unknown to her guests, the repertoire she played included a number of musical
pieces and songs from future times, but adapted to earlier centuries. The guests, who
had already been surprised by the extent of Jeanne’s technological knowledge,
demonstrated when she had shown them her steam engine and the sanitary plumbing

facilities installed in her residence, could only marvel at the range of her talents.

The reception came to an end at around ten o’clock at night, with Jeanne’s
guests leaving by rental carriage or, in the case of the Baroness of Dudevant, who lived
outside of Paris, aboard Jeanne’s saloon carriage, driven by the loyal Luc Rémillard.
Victor Hugo, who was the last to leave, kissed Jeanne’s hand as he was about to step
out.

“Thank you again for having invited me, Jeanne. The evening was most
pleasant. | would love to be able to return the favor in the coming days.”

“Thank you for the thought, my dear Victor. | however have to leave for England
tomorrow, to go take care of my investments there and also to inspect a few orphanages
that | am planning to support. | will however advise you once back in Paris.”

The playwright gave her an admiring, fond look then.

“Jeanne, if all the rich people could be as generous and kind as you, the little
people would be really happy. Good night my dear.”

“And good night to you, Victor.”

Going out in the street with the playwright and author, Jeanne watched as Victor Hugo
climbed into the carriage that had waited for him and waved her hand as it started rolling

away. Going back inside, she thought about her trip to England tomorrow. On top of the
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goals she had described to Victor Hugo, she had something else to do, something that
could assure her of some very high level support in the future for her charitable

organization.

12:16 (London Time)
Saturday, September 23, 1848
Dining room of the Empire Hotel

Port of Dover, England

Louis-Napoléon Bonaparte, accompanied by his current mistress, Harriet
Howard, and by their three young boys, was about to select a table in the dining room of
their hotel when Harriet discreetly pulled his left arm sleeve to attract his attention.

“Louis, | already met before the young woman sitting alone at the table near the
windows to our left. Let me just speak with her quickly.”

Louis looked in the direction she indicated and raised an eyebrow in immediate interest
at the beautiful young woman sitting at a corner table. From what he could see of her
clothes, the girl seemed richly dressed and also wore expensive jewels.

“And who is she exactly, Harriet?”

“Her name is Jeanne d’Orléans. She is a rich philanthropist whom | met at the

Bank of Midlands yesterday. We then had a cup of tea together and talked a bit.”
Louis tensed up at the mention of the girl's name: he owed his years of jail time and exile
to the government of King Louis-Philippe, himself in exile in England since last February.
He was thus understandably reticent when Harriet came back to him to say that the said
Jeanne d’Orléans was inviting them to her table.

“Uh, she does not have family links to King Louis-Philippe, | hope?”

“Not at all!"” replied his English mistress, a young actress of great beauty who
had inherited a fortune left to her by her previous lover and who was financially
supporting Louis. “She was born a Brissac and her late husband, whom she married in
the Guadeloupe, never set foot in France. Come, Louis! You too, my little ones!”
Taking by their hands the two youngest boys, Harriet led them to Jeanne’s table,
followed by Louis and the third boy. Jeanne got up from her chair to greet them,
revealing the fact that she wore a skirt that only went down to her calves, rather than
down to the floor, as current fashion dictated. She however wore a pair of knee-length

boots made of shiny black leather that completed her expensive but unorthodox outfit.
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Louis, a man of small stature standing a mere 166 centimeters, looked up with surprise
at Jeanne’s 183 centimeters, with shoulders wider than his own shoulders. She had an
eminently feminine body, if one overlooked her muscles and tanned skin. Louis however
quickly regained his composure and saluted her with his top hat.

“Let me present myself, miss: Louis-Napoléon Bonaparte, at your service.”

“And | am Jeanne d’Orléans. Pleased to meet you, Monsieur Bonaparte. And
what are the names of those three cute boys, if | may ask?”

While keeping to himself the fact that all three boys were illegitimate and that the oldest
one was from Harriet's previous lover, Louis proudly presented the children to Jeanne,
who had bent over to smile to them.

“With pleasure, Lady Jeanne. The oldest, Martin, is six. You then have
Alexandre Louis Eugéne, five, and Louis Ernest Alexandre, who is three.”

“Hello, little ones!” said Jeanne, attracting timid responses from the boys, with
Martin’s one made in English. Straightening up, Jeanne pointed her table to Louis and
Harriet.

“Please, have a seat! It would please me to be able to eat with you.”

“You are too kind, Lady Jeanne.”

“Please, simply call me Jeanne.”

“In that case, just call me Louis.”

“Deall”

Once they were all sitting, and with their orders taken by a waiter, Jeanne smiled
to Louis.

| suppose that you are taking the ferry for Calais that is departing this afternoon,
Louis?”

“Exact, Jeanne. Me and Harriet are moving to Paris, now that | have been
elected to the National Assembly and that it is finally possible for me to take my seat.”

“And you have a residence waiting for you in Paris, | presume?”

“Uh, not really. We were planning to take a suite at the Westminster Hotel until
we could find an adequate house to buy.”
Jeanne immediately shook her index at those words.

“Forget the hotel for you, my friends. | am offering the hospitality of my own
residence on Charles-V Street, in Le Marais, and this for as long as it takes you to find a

permanent place.”
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“That is most generous on your part, Jeanne, and | sincerely thank you for your
offer, but do you have enough place for all of us without having to tighten up?”

“l have ample room in the Hotel de Brinvilliers, Louis.”

“The Hétel de Brinvilliers? Isn’t that the old residence of the infamous Marquise
de Brinvilliers, the poisoner?”

“Effectively!” replied Jeanne, smiling. “But don’t worry: you will be able to eat in
my home without choking, unless you try to swallow too big a piece.”
Jeanne’s joke made Harriet giggle, while Louis fixed with hungry eyes Jeanne’s chest,

which she had pushed up with her arms while speaking.

22:57 (Paris Time) / 21:57 (London Time)

Port of Calais, France

The group formed by Jeanne, Louis-Napoléon Bonaparte, Harriet Howard and
the three boys walked down the walkway to the quay with sighs of relief at leaving the
small steam ship that had brought them and twenty other passengers across the stormy
waters of The Channel. Louis-Napoléon, who had suffered badly from seasickness
during the trip, nearly kissed the quay after stepping on it.

“Thank you, God! | am decidedly not destined to be a sailor.”

He then looked around him to orient himself in the dark, the quay being poorly lit by a
few rare oil lamps.

“You said that your carriage would be waiting for you at the port, Jeanne?”

“Correct, Louis. In fact, | can now see my carriage coming up at the entrance to
the quay.”

Louis-Napoléon nodded his head with approval when the big two-horse carriage stopped
in front of their group. It had four doors, was painted a lustrous royal blue and gold and
its four wheels had steel coil spring independent suspensions and rubber rims.

“A German-style saloon carriage? You certainly offer yourself the best there is,
Jeanne.”

| actually had it built to my own specifications, my dear Louis. Let’s install the
boys first, so that they could sleep: the poor kids are about to drop. LUC, | WILL TAKE
CARE OF MY GUESTS. LOAD THE LUGGAGE IN THE MEANTIME.”

“RIGHT AWAY, MADAM!”
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Jeanne climbed in the passenger cabin as Luc Rémillard climbed down from his
sheltered driver’s bench to start loading in the rear trunk of the big carriage the dozen or
S0 suitcases and chests of the group. Watched by the curious eyes of Louis and Harriet,
she removed two safety pegs before sliding out from the rear section a sort of internal
platform that covered the baggage trunk, extending it over the rear seats and anchoring
it to the top of the middle side jump seats. She then took out from a storage box situated
under the rear seats a rolled, thin mattress, a few wool blankets and three pillows, laying
them out on the extended rear platform.

“Here you are! By temporarily sacrificing the rear seats, this system of retracting
bed allows two adults to sleep comfortably during long trips. Come on, boys! Come up
and get into bed!”

The three boys eagerly obeyed her, climbing aboard with the help of Louis, to then
undress before slipping with delight under the blankets. Harriet kissed the three boys on
the forehead once they were installed.

“Sleep well, my little ones.”

Louis was further surprised by the conception of the carriage when he sat in one of the
two cushioned forward seats, which faced aft, finding them to be uncommonly
comfortable. The seat cushions were made of royal blue velvet and seemed to contain
springs inside their padding. The seats were also equipped with padded armrests and
head-high padded back cushions.

“My god, | love this carriage design. | should order a similar one.”

“Wait, you haven’t seen everything yet, Louis.” replied Jeanne. “The front and
rear seats can be reclined, on top of being fixed to spring suspensions of their own. You
and Harriet will be able to sleep on the way, like your children.”

“They can recline? How?”

“Press your back against your seat and push, while raising this little lever under
your right side armrest. To put it back straight, you will then only need to squeeze the
lever again while taking your back off the seat.”

Jeanne smiled to herself as Louis and Harriet tried their reclining seats, a concept from
the future that however needed only a primitive technology well within the capabilities of
this time. She then climbed down from the cabin to help Luc finish loading their pieces
of luggage. Once that was finished, she climbed back in the cabin and sat on one of the

central, forward-facing seats. Harriet, who had reclined her seat, sighed with
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contentment when the carriage started rolling, the noise of the wheels of the pavement
muffled by the rubber rims.

“Louis was right: we should get a carriage like this one. What a contrast with that
horrible ferry boat.”

“| must say that the passenger facilities on our ferry were rather minimal.” said
Jeanne, attracting an indignant reply from Louis.

“Minimal? How about nonexistent? In truth, that crossing exhausted me, on top
of making me sick.”

“Then, feel free to catch some sleep, Louis. You too, Harriet. | will wake you up
once we will be at my place.”

“You are decidedly too good, Jeanne.” said Harriet, making Jeanne shrug.

It is in my nature to help others, Harriet.”
Giving up to her fatigue, Harriet then let herself go to sleep in her padded, reclined seat,
soon imitated by Louis-Napoléon Bonaparte. Now the lone one awake in the cabin,
Jeanne fixed for a long moment the small man, thinking about all the events that were
going to happen around the future French emperor in the coming months and years. A
few discreet but well-informed counsels given at key moments by her to Louis would
probably be sufficient to avoid many tragedies and much human suffering during the 23
years to come. However, Jeanne/Nancy understood too well the consequences of
giving such counsels to Louis-Napoléon Bonaparte, or to anyone else from this time
period. Trying to avoid future tragedies by changing history would only create new ones,
on top of completely screwing up known history and preventing her own future origin
from happening. That would also prevent the formation of the Time Patrol and would
leave her a person that would never be born. Human history was drenched with blood
and tears but she could not change in any significant way the history of this period. All
that she could do was to do acts of charity to help a few hundred poor people who would
stay anonymous in history. In that, the friendship and support of the future emperor
could only help her in her projects. Later, in about a hundred years, her charitable
foundation would then be able to help in its full capacity those multitudes of unfortunate

people in the 20" Century who deserved help.
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Jeanne d’Orléans

CHAPTER 4 — AMNESIA

21:12 (London Time)
Saturday, March 11, 1854 ‘A’
Hyde Park, London

England

The loud crack of lightning falling nearby made Lady Carmelia Smythe jump with
fright as her carriage was rolling down Park Lane. Her son Gordon then put a protective
arm around her, smiling reassuringly.

“Don’t worry, Mother: that one fell at least one mile away. Besides, lightning will
strike one of the park’s statues first, not our carriage.”

The distinguished, 54 year-old woman looked up at her son and caressed his chin
tenderly. A tall and very handsome young man, Gordon was wearing a striped dark blue
suit and overcoat tonight instead of his uniform of captain of the 8" Hussars, which was
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truly a shame: he was so dashing when in uniform. Gordon was Carmelia’s only child
but he had made her rightly proud of him. Her only disappointment was that he was still
resisting the advances of the young, respectable ladies Carmelia kept presenting him,
like tonight at the reception given by Lord Carver. Gordon had still not completely come
over the deaths of his young wife Megan and of his newborn son less than three years
ago. His most persistent objection to hopeful ladies was that, while well bred and
proper, they lacked character and were often vain and boring. Carmelia had to
recognize that Gordon’s wife had been a real firebrand, owing probably to her Irish
bloodline. Finding another woman like her that was not from hopelessly low class was
proving to be quite a challenge.

The voice of Thomas, their foot servant and carriage driver, came up above the
drumming of the rain on the roof of the carriage as they were approaching the Duke of
Wellington’s triumphal arch.

“Lady Carmelia, there is a lady walking in the rain near Wellington’s arch. Should
| offer her a lift?”

Carmelia frowned at that: what kind of lady would be walking alone at night in such
weather?

“Does she look like a proper sort, Thomas?”

“Hard to say from this distance, madam. I...”

A blinding flash accompanied by a terrifying detonation cut off the driver, who then had
to fight hard to regain control of his terrified horses. On her part, Carmelia literally
jumped in her son’s lap from the surprise and fright. A strange, tickling sensation ran
through her body for a second, while her hair and that of Gordon puffed out.

‘MY GOD!” Shouted the driver. “THAT WAS A CLOSE ONE: IT STRUCK THE
TOP OF THE DUKE'S STATUE!”

The driver's remark made Gordon open the door on his side of the carriage to look out.
After a quick look he closed his door and knocked sharply on the wall of the carriage to
attract the driver’s attention.

“THOMAS, THAT WOMAN IS LYING ON THE ROAD NEAR THE ARCH. GET
TO HER, QUICKLY!

Both Gordon and Carmelia were pushed back in their bench seat as the driver yelled at
his horses and the carriage took up speed. Gordon jumped out in the rain as soon as

they came to a stop. Looking out by the window of the door, Carmelia saw Gordon and
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Thomas pick up a woman lying still on the pavement. Opening the door, she held it
open as both men carried the woman to the carriage and labored to get her inside. The
stranger was very tall for a woman and, while not apparently overweight, appeared to be
guite heavy, making Gordon swear as he pulled her inside and sat her on one of the two
benches.

“Bloody hell! She must be made of stone!”

“Gordon, watch your language!” protested Carmelia as she examined the young
woman. The stranger’s dress and coat, of rich and fine make, was burned in many
places, proof of how close to the lightning strike she had been. Part of her black hair,
twisted into a bun behind her head, had been burned, filling the carriage with an acrid
smell. Carmelia couldn’t help notice the necklace, broche, earrings and rings worn by
the stranger: they appeared to be very expensive jewels.

“Well, whoever she is, she must be from a high class.”

“That’'s not important right now, Mother.” replied Gordon, a bit annoyed. “Let’s
get her to our home so that she could be treated. THOMAS, GET HOME AT THE
DOUBLE
The young man held the unconscious woman in a sitting position as the carriage started
moving again. Going through the arch and down Grosvenor Place, they turned onto
Grosvenor Crescent, arriving within minutes at Gordon’s townhouse on Belgrave
Square. Alerted by Gordon’s shouts, two servants came at a run out of the four story
building and helped him take the young woman out of the carriage. Taking the stranger
in his arms, Gordon shouted at the driver as Carmelia got out of the carriage and ran
inside to escape the driving rain.

“THOMAS, GET DOCTOR PORTAL AND BRING HIM HERE AS QUICKLY AS
YOU CANY”

“‘RIGHT AWAY, SIR!”

Walking quickly inside with his load as the carriage sped away, Gordon went through the
front hall and the large reception lounge, then climbed the main staircase to the first
floor. Carmelia and two maids were already ahead of him, waiting in one of the guest
bedrooms. As soon as he lay the still unconscious woman on the wide bed, his mother
shooed him out of the bedroom.

“The poor girl’s clothes are all wet. We have to undress and dry her before the

arrival of Doctor Portal. Just send him upstairs as soon as he arrives.”
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‘I understand, Mother. Could you check if she has any papers or things that
could identify her, though? Her relatives will undoubtedly get worried about her.”

“A sensible thought, Gordon.” replied Carmelia, smiling. “lI will keep you

informed.”
She then closed the door in her son’s face and returned to the side of the bed, where the
two maids had already started to take off the wet clothes of the stranger. Grabbing the
woman'’s overcoat first, Carmelia searched it, quickly finding a purse in a large pocket.
Opening it, she was disappointed to find no papers inside that could have helped identify
her. Her eyes bulged though at the sight of a large assortment of banknotes and silver
and gold coins, plus a set of keys.

“My god! There is over four hundred pounds in here!”

That made the two servants stop and look at her in shock.

“Four hundred pounds!” exclaimed the younger maid, Judith. “She must be a
very rich woman.”

“She must be!” added Clara, the other maid, while raising the woman'’s inert right
hand to let her mistress look at it. “Look at that emerald and diamond ring, madam.”

“A rich woman indeed.” agreed Carmelia. “She must belong to a prominent
family. Let’s dry her quickly, girls.”

The two maids had to be helped by Carmelia when they removed the dress with its
flounced skirt.

“God, she is really heavy for her size.” said Clara. “She must be all muscles.”
They soon saw that for themselves when they removed her wet undergarment and
Judith passed a towel over the stranger’s nude body to dry it.

“Not an ounce of fat on her but look at those muscles.” wondered the young
maid. “She reminds me of an acrobat girl | saw once in a circus.”

“A circus girl with expensive jewels and four hundred pounds in cash?” replied
Carmelia, dubious. Judith didn’t answer back, waiting for Clara to laboriously turn the
woman on her belly before continuing to towel her dry. A multitude of old, faint scars
covering the woman’s back, buttocks and legs made her hesitate and stop. While
obviously dating back many years, they were still fairly easy to see.

“Sweet Mary! What happened to her?”

Bending over to have a better look, Carmelia nearly immediately recoiled from surprise

and shock: those were whip marks! Looking again more closely, she was then able to
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see a number of burn marks on her back and buttocks. Turning laboriously the woman
on her back, Carmelia saw similar whip and burn marks on her chest and belly.

“My god! This poor woman was tortured once, horribly.”

“Tortured, madam?” said Clara, shocked. “Why, and by whom?”

‘I don’t know! Forget about that and cover her with the bed sheets. Judith, bring
her clothes downstairs for drying.”
Carmelia had a last look at the young woman as the maids covered her. While beautiful
and shapely, her shoulders were broad and she was easily close to six feet in height.

She may be rich but she certainly didn’t look like a typical aristocrat.

Gordon noticed the puzzled look on his mother’s face when she came down the
staircase and joined him in the lounge. Walking quickly to her, he gallantly took her
hand and guided Carmelia to a sofa, sitting beside her and looking into her eyes.

“Is something wrong? Has her situation deteriorated, Mother?”

“No, Gordon. She is still unconscious but her breathing is strong and regular. |
didn’t find anything on her that could help identify her, except that she had four hundred
pounds in cash and expensive jewels on her.”

“Then, she must be an aristocrat.” proposed Gordon. Carmelia hesitated before
replying slowly to that.

“Maybe, maybe not. Gordon, why would anyone torture a young woman?”

“Torture?” said Gordon in a disbelieving tone. “Was that woman tortured?”

“She was flogged and branded extensively all over her torso and buttocks a few
years ago. The scars are faint but still visible. Again, why would someone torture a
woman?”

“Uh, to get answers, probably to make her say where her gold is.” proposed
Gordon, at a loss for any other answer. His mother looked gravely at him then.

“Gordon, you may have a point there. That woman is obviously rich, so someone
could indeed have tormented her to get at her money. Poor girl!”

A notion then went through Gordon’s mind, raising doubts in it.

“On the other hand, maybe the bastards who tortured that girl were not after
money.”

“What do you mean? What else could it be?”

“Information... secrets, | don’t know really!”
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“She could be a spy?” said Carmelia, horrified. Gordon then shrugged, truly at a
loss.

‘I don’t know! | was just speculating. Look, why don’t we let to that poor girl the
benefit of the doubt and wait until she wakes up to ask her a few questions?”

“Alright, that sounds fair enough to me.” replied Carmelia while rising from the
sofa, helped by Gordon. “l will go put her money and jewels in a safe place now: we
don’t want one of our maids to rob that unfortunate woman.”

“Mother, you should have more confidence in my maids. Clara and Judith are
honest women. However, in view of the sum that girl had on her, your idea is still a good
one. Here is the key to the secure drawer of my work desk.”

“Thanks, Gordon!”

Gordon watched his mother go upstairs again, then resumed his pacing around, his
mind boiling over Carmelia’s remarks. Doctor Portal, followed by a drenched and
shivering Thomas, showed up ten minutes later, his medical bag in one hand.

“Where is this woman, Mister Smythe?”

“Upstairs!” Answered Gordon, taking the doctor's coat. “My mother will show
you to her.”

He then looked up and around in time to see Carmelia appear in the staircase.

“Mother, could you show the good doctor to our guest?”

“Of course! This way, Doctor.”

As the doctor climbed the stairs, Gordon faced Thomas, who was still wearing his wet
overcoat.

“Well done, Thomas! Go to the kitchen and warm yourself up with a hot cup of
tea in front of the stove. Take this as well for your diligence.”

The servant looked down at the gold coin Gordon had taken out of a pocket and grinned
before accepting it.

“It is always a pleasure to serve a true gentleman like you, sir.”

“The pleasure is mine, Thomas. Now, go warm yourself.”

Letting the happy driver go to the kitchen, Gordon ran up the stairs to the first floor and
went to the door of the guest bedroom, knocking lightly on it. His mother cracked the
door open a bit and looked at him.

“'m sorry, Gordon, but you can’t enter now. The woman is not decent at this
moment.”

“Could you let me in when she will be?”
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“I will. Be patient, though.”

Carmelia then closed the door, prompting Gordon to pace impatiently in the hallway.
The door opened again after fifteen minutes and his mother motioned him to come
inside. Gordon did so and found Doctor Portal sitting on the bed, holding the right wrist
of the still unconscious young woman. Grabbing a chair near a dresser, Gordon put it
besides the bed and sat on it, contemplating for a moment the face of the young woman.
She was certainly beautiful by any standards.

“How is she, Doctor?”

Portal put down the woman’s wrist before looking at Gordon, uncertainty on his face.

“She will live, Mister Smythe, but she suffered a severe shock and is in a coma.
The next few hours will be crucial: if she wakes up soon it will be a good sign. If not...”
Gordon took a few seconds to digest the doctor’s statement.

“Uh, what about the scars on her body, Doctor?”

Portal shook his head as he looked at the comatose woman.

“They were quite a shock to me, Mister Smythe. They are effectively marks from
horrible tortures suffered by this poor woman years ago. From their severity and density
of pattern, | would say that they were not sustained simply as some form of punishment
ordered by a court. Whoever tortured her went at it for hours, maybe days, and probably
wanted some kind of answers. She probably passed out a number of times during that
ordeal. There was also a scar from a long gash made by a blade weapon on her belly.
She however looks extremely fit and strong and is otherwise in good health. In fact, she
is by far the most fit woman | ever saw.”

“What could she be then, Doctor? She doesn’'t exactly fill the mold of an
aristocrat.”

“Quite! The only thing we can do for the moment is to let her rest and wait for her
to wake up by herself. Make sure to note the hour she will wake up, though: the length
of her coma will be critical for my diagnostic.”

“Then we will keep a vigil at her bedside.” decided Gordon, getting a nod from his
mother. “Could | interest you in staying overnight, Doctor? | have a second guest room
available.”

“I am afraid that | will have to pass on your generous offer, sir: | am hosting
guests at my own house tonight.”

“Oh! In that case | will let you know when that poor woman wakes up. How

much do | owe you, Doctor?”
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Portal stopped Gordon as he was searching his pockets for money.

“I will wait until | finished treating her before presenting my bill, sir. Have a good
night, sir and madam.”

“Let me at least get my carriage driver to give you a ride home, Doctor.”

“A kind thought, sir, which | will accept gladly.”
Escorting Portal out of the bedroom, Gordon was back in after a few minutes, closing the
door before looking at his mother.

“I will take the night vigil, Mother. You can replace me in the morning, after you
have rested.”
Carmelia hesitated for an instant while glancing down at the young woman in the bed:
the stranger was naked under the bed sheets.

“Alright, but let me get a night gown for her first: we don’t want her to wake up
and think that she was abused in any way.”
Gordon gave her a pained look at those words.

“Mother, | am not that sort of bastard.”

“Of course not, Son! | just want that girl to feel secure.”

‘I understand. While you get the gown, | will get myself an extra oil lamp and a

good book.”

Going to his study, Gordon took the lit oil lamp on his work desk and used it to
scan the rows of books filling the wall shelves. A well educated man, he always enjoyed
reading and could do so in Latin and Greek as well. He finally grabbed a thick book on
the life and death of Joan of Arc, his favorite heroine, and returned to the guest bedroom
only to find its door blocked by his mother, who signaled him to halt.

“You will have to wait a bit: Judith and Clara are busy putting a night gown on
her.”

She then looked at the book in his hands and smiled.

“Still stuck on Joan of Arc, | see?”

“‘Hey, is it my fault if she was such a brave girl, even if she was bashing on
English soldiers? Besides, you know that | am attracted to women of character rather
than to those spoiled aristocratic girls | keep bumping into.”

“I noticed!” replied his mother rather frostily.
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Gordon had to cool his heels another few minutes before the two maids left the
bedroom and he was allowed in by his mother. Putting a chair besides the bed, he
moved the bedside table so that he would be between it and the bed, then put the oil
lamp on the table and sat in the chair. Before starting his reading, he admired the face
of the sleeping woman: a physical attraction towards her was now growing quickly in
him. His secret hope was that she would prove as attractive of character as she was
physically. Since he still had over three weeks of leave left, he should have ample time
to find out about her. With a sigh, he opened his book and started reading.

Hours later, having gone through one third of his book, Gordon rubbed his tired
eyes and, putting down the book on the bedside table, rose from his chair to stretch his
legs a bit. Taking out his pocket watch, he saw that it was merely one thirty in the
morning. This was going to be a long night indeed. Turning around to face the bed,
Gordon nearly did a double take from surprise: the young woman was now looking at
him with dazed eyes. She then spoke in a weak voice as he was hurrying to her side of
the bed.

“Ou suis-je*?”

Silently swearing at himself for knowing only half a dozen words of French, Gordon knelt
beside the bed and gently took one of her hands. His hope now was that she could
speak English.

“You are in my home, miss. You were nearly struck by lightning and have been
unconscious for hours. Can you understand me?”

“Yes.” She replied weakly in English, bringing a feeling of relief to Gordon, who
smiled down at her.

“Good! A doctor already examined you a few hours ago. You suffered a severe
shock. Can you tell me your name, so that we could advise your relatives?”
The woman was about to speak when she froze, a growing look of despair and horror
appearing on her face.

“l...I don’t know my name! | can’t remember who | am!”
Patting the hand of the now distraught young woman, Gordon spoke to her softly, trying

to reassure her.

*ou suis-je? ‘Where am 1?’ in French.
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“That is quite normal after the kind of shock you suffered, miss. You will probably
remember everything back after a good night's sleep. The best you can do now is to
rest. | will post myself outside in the hallway to leave you some privacy.”

The quickness and fierceness of her reaction to his words came as a shock to him: a
look of sheer despair appearing on her face, she grabbed his right arm with a strength
that truly surprised Gordon.

“‘No! Don’'t go! Don’t leave me alone!”

Gordon looked down into her beautiful green eyes and saw genuine distress in them.

“Alright, miss, | will stay. Now, calm down and rest.”

Followed by her eyes, Gordon sat back in his chair and picked up his book to resume his
reading. He soon saw from the corner of one eye the woman go back to sleep. Then
staring at her, he pondered how he would handle an amnesiac French woman but
decided to leave that problem to Doctor Portal later. The French embassy would
probably have to be contacted as well at one point. She wasn’t wearing a wedding ring
when she had been picked up, even though she wore three rings on other fingers. Now
feeling really tired, Gordon decided to replace his straight chair by the easy chair near
the dresser. Switching them around as silently as he could, he then got himself a thick
wool blanket and installed himself as comfortably as he could. He was asleep in less
than a minute, dreaming about charging on his war horse and saving a tall, beautiful

French woman.

06:37 (London Time)
Sunday, March 12, 1854
14 Belgrave Square, London

Gordon was awakened by progressively more vigorous shakes and opened his
eyes, to find the French woman standing in front of him, dressed in a night gown that
stopped at her knees. She then asked him something in French that he didn't
understand, making him shake his head apologetically while replying in English.

“I'm sorry, miss, but | don’t speak French.”

The young woman, who looked to be in her early twenties, hesitated a bit, then switched
to a fluent English.

“Could you tell me where | am and what | am doing here, mister?”
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“But, | already told you when you first woke up, miss.” said Gordon, both
surprised and alarmed: if she couldn’t remember such a recent event, then her mind
must have been affected quite severely. “My name is Gordon Smythe and you are in my
London home on Belgrave Square. Me and my mother picked you up in Hyde Park after
you were nearly struck by lightning. Can you remember your name now?”

The woman’s green eyes wandered around as she seemingly concentrated. She finally
sat back heavily on the edge of the bed and answered him in a soft, discouraged voice.

“l...I can’'tl What am | going to do now?”

Gordon threw away his blanket and got to his feet, then took her hands to reassure her.

“Do not worry, miss. You are safe in my home and can count on the full support
of both me and my family. You must be hungry by now. Would you like to have
breakfast?”

She answered by nodding her head sheepishly. Gordon then showed her the door.

“Then let’'s put one of my robes on your first: a lady such as you should be
dressed properly in public.”

“How do you know that | am a lady and not some tramp?”

Her question made Gordon smile.

“Tramps don’t go around wearing expensive jewels and with over four hundred
pounds in cash in their purses.”

She instinctively raised a hand to her throat, searching for a necklace. Gordon quickly
reassured her then.

“Don’t worry, miss. Your valuables are in a safe place. Just tell me when you
will need them and | will get them for you. This way, please.”

As he was leading her towards his bedroom, she looked at her left hand and slowed
down, forcing him to stop and turn around.

“Tell me, sir, was | wearing a wedding ring?”

“No, miss. You did have three rings on other fingers, though.”

“Then | must be single.” she said after a pause. Gordon nodded and, getting to
his bedroom, opened the door and invited her in. Going directly to the main closet and
opening it, he pulled out a warm burgundy robe made of thick wool, along with a pair of
sheepskin slippers. He still had his back to her when she spoke, excitement in her
voice.

“You're in the Army, mister?”
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Gordon then realized that she must have spotted his Hussar’s uniform, visible inside the
closet. Smiling proudly, he took his uniform out to display it to her.

“I'm a captain in the 8" Royal Hussars, presently garrisoned in Winchester. | am
right now on a long overdue leave.”

“It is a nice uniform.” said the woman while detailing the golden cordons and
embroidering on the vest. She then stared for a moment at the two medal ribbons sewn
on the left breast of the vest. “You served in India and Afghanistan?”

Gordon raised an eyebrow at that, not a little surprised and impressed: few people knew
well enough military ribbons to identify those two service ribbons. As for women,
Gordon had never met one who knew much about military ribbons.

‘I have effectively served in those two countries, miss. How come you know
those ribbons?”

She hesitated while concentrating and trying to remember. She finally shook her head
sadly.

‘I don’t know. The only thing that | know is that | seem to be familiar with things
that are military and about war.”

She then looked around the closet, apparently searching for something.

“l don’t see your combat uniform, though.”

Giving her a dubious look, Gordon put back his uniform in the closet and handed her the
robe and slippers.

“Miss, that uniform is meant for parades as well as for the field. You should know
that if you are really familiar with the Army.”

She somehow seemed to have troubles with that notion, looking perplexed as she put on
the robe and slippers.

“You use such a flashy uniform in the field? Wait! What year are we in?”

“l believe that we are still in 1854, miss.” Replied Gordon sarcastically. The
shock from the near lightning strike had decidedly been more severe than he feared on
her. “To be exact, we are on Sunday, March twelfth.”

“1854... The Crimean War, of course.” She muttered to herself, making Gordon
tense up.

“Which war, miss?”

“But, the Crimean War, you know! The one between England, France and the

Ottoman Empire on one side and the Russian Empire on the other side.”
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Gordon was speechless for a moment, staring at her. The situation in the Balkans was
tense and the Russians had been fighting with the Turks for a few months now but
England and France, while diplomatically supporting the Turks, were not yet at war with
Russia.

“Miss,” he said coldly, “where did you get this fancy notion of a war between us
and Russia?”

‘I don’t know!” she replied vehemently. “It just popped in my head when you
mentioned the year 1854.”

“The year 1854...you are speaking as if it was already history, miss.”

“It feels like it to me.” she said, her tone heating up and obviously getting irritated

by his skepticism. “The Crimean War was so primitive in terms of tactics and weaponry!
l...”
She then stopped speaking, realizing how odd her words had been. On his part, Gordon
was starting to seriously wonder if her mental state could make her dangerous. He
finally resolved to watch her closely for the time being, in case she did something
regrettable.

‘I see. Well, let's forget this, uh, Crimean War, and let's go downstairs to have
breakfast.”

“As you wish, sir.” she replied, obviously unrepentant. Whoever she was,
Gordon could see that she had to be a woman of strong character.

“Please, call me Gordon, not sir. You are my guest, remember?”

She understood at once from his tone that he meant as much to remind her that this was
his house as much as meaning that he was ready to care for her. Taking a deep breath
to calm down, she then managed a smile to him.

“You are right, Gordon. Please excuse me if | have irked you.”

“No offence taken, miss. Please follow me.”

They walked downstairs together but in silence. Gordon was still going over
what she had said, while she seemed to go be going through her own mind to make
sense of what was in it. Carmelia, having breakfast already in the dining room,
immediately noticed the frost between the two as they entered the room. She got up as

Gordon presented her to the young woman.
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“Miss, this is my mother, Lady Carmelia Smythe. Mother, | would like to present
our guest properly but, unfortunately, she seems to be amnesiac because of her
accident.”

“Oh dear! | am sorry to hear that, miss.” said Carmelia before going to the young
woman and kissing her on both cheeks. “Doctor Portal will come to examine you further
today. In the meantime, feel at home here.”

“Thank you, madam.” replied the woman before sitting at the table with Gordon.
Carmelia called Judith and ordered her to serve breakfast to Gordon and the stranger,
then gave a tentative smile to the young woman.

“Can’t you remember anything about yourself, miss?”

“The only thing that seems to be a fact about me is that | am French, Lady
Carmelia, as | spoke first in French on waking up. | am not sure about anything else for
the moment.”

She looked down for a moment at her hands, devoid of rings.

“My rings and jewels, was there anything about them that could help identify me?
Maybe my name was engraved on them.”

Carmelia and Gordon looked at each other: they had not thought about that possibility.
Gordon rose from his chair at once.

“I will go get her jewels and purse to show them to her. Hopefully they will be
able to jog her memory a bit.”

‘A good idea, Gordon. Ask in passing as well to Thomas to go get Doctor
Portal.”

“I will, Mother.” replied Gordon before leaving the dining room. Carmelia, now
alone with the stranger, discreetly detailed her while sipping on her tea. Judith soon
brought a tray with a cup of tea, English muffins and jam, serving the young woman and
Gordon’s empty place, then returning into the kitchen. The stranger first ate in silence,
obviously preoccupied. Carmelia could understand well her state of mind, as being
amnesiac had to be a most unsettling experience. If found by unscrupulous men, that
beautiful stranger could then have ended in some dire predicament indeed. She was
young and beautiful, with a firm and generous chest, large hips and long athletic legs.
Many men would have had little scruple to abuse such a woman. Carmelia felt pity for
her. Clara then showed up and bowed respectfully to Carmelia before presenting a
rolled newspaper to her.

“The morning paper, madam.”
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“Thank you, Clara.”

Carmelia barely had time to look at the titles on the front page before Gordon came back
and sat, putting on the table besides the stranger her jewels and purse.

“Here you are, miss. You may count your money if you wish so.”

The stranger gave him a funny look then but didn’t speak yet, taking instead her purse
and opening it. Emptying it on the table, she looked briefly at the large collection of
banknotes, gold and silver coins, then grabbed the set of keys to examine it closely.

“One key here seems to be for a bank safety deposit box, with the number 138

on it. There is unfortunately no indication about what bank it is from. There is also
another numbered key, possibly for a hotel room, again without a name or address on it.
The other five keys could be for a house somewhere.”
She next examined her jewels, which included a pair of emerald and diamond earrings
matching with a rich necklace, bracelet and broche, plus three rings. One of the rings
bore a coat of arms with a fleur-de-lis in it. That ring got the young woman excited at
once.

“I recognize that coat of arms: it is that of the French House of Orléans.”

“You are sure, miss?” Said Gordon, suddenly hopeful that they were finally
getting somewhere. She nodded her head somberly.

‘I am. My head seems to be full of all kind of historical details and knowledge
and this ring woke up the name of Orléans at once. | must be related to that family line.”

“Well, that is one good lead we could follow, miss. What about that gold ring? |
see some strange inscriptions on it.”

Taking the plain gold ring, which seemed of rather primitive manufacture, the woman
appeared surprised as she looked at the inscriptions engraved around the ring.

“Cuneiforms?”

“Cunei what?” Said Gordon, mystified.

“Cuneiforms. They were the writing system used by ancient Sumerians, in
Mesopotamia.”

‘How ancient were those Sumerians?” Asked Carmelia, having a poor
knowledge of ancient history. The young stranger answered her while still looking at the
ring.

“The Sumerians date as far as 5,000 years or more ago and were the first to
develop a writing system. This is weird: | can actually read those cuneiforms.”

“You can?” nearly exclaimed Gordon. “What do they say?”
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She read apparently without difficulty, surprised by her own linguistic skills.

“‘May the great Ninshoursag, Goddess of the earth, protect Sarai, daughter of
Shoudou-Usur, great servant of the mighty Rim-Sin, King of Ur and Chaldea.”

She had a puzzled expression on her face as she put down the ring on the table while
both Carmelia and Gordon looked at her with disbelief.

“This is an ancient family ring from 5,000 years in the past?” asked Carmelia,
quite dazzled. “How did you get it?”

“‘Uh, | don’t know.” Said sheepishly the young woman, who then slowly put the
ring around her left middle finger. “It however fits my finger perfectly.”

Carmelia saw that she was right and looked at her son.

“Would many people know how to read those cuneiforms, Gordon?”

“Very few, | suppose. | could go to the British Museum some day and ask an
expert there. Our friend is however obviously well versed in history, which would be
another good reason to visit the museum.”

“And dressed in what? Her dress was extensively damaged by the lightning
strike.”

“Talking of my clothes, could | see them later?” Asked the young French woman.

“Of course, my dear! But take the time to eat your breakfast first.”

While Carmelia started reading the morning newspaper, Gordon took a sip of his
tea and bit in a muffin. The French woman however took the time to put her other rings
and jewels on, then quickly counted her money and returned it with the key ring into her
purse, which she pocketed. Carmelia suddenly saw a title that attracted her attention.

“Gordon, it says here that England and France just signed a military alliance pact
with the Ottoman Empire against Russia. We may be going to war again, against
Russia.”

Gordon strangled on his tea at those words, nearly making him spit it out and attracting a
reprobate look from Carmelia.

“Gordon, watch your manners!”

Gordon, still choked up, took a few seconds before he could speak, pointing to the
French woman.
“Mother, she predicted that war this morning.”

The young woman nodded somberly as Carmelia stared at her.
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“Your son is right, madam. | somehow knew about this already. | also know that
a terrible war will follow in the Crimea and around the Black Sea. War will be declared at
the end of March.”

“But, we are now only in mid-March.” said a stunned Carmelia. “How could you
know this?”

‘I don’t know, madam. Things are still quite confused in my head.”
Thinking for a second, Carmelia gave the newspaper to Gordon, who started reading it
avidly, then rose from her chair.

“If you may excuse me for a moment, | will be back shortly.”
She was back at the table after about ten minutes. In her hands were a pen, an ink
bottle, some sheets of paper and a thick book. Sitting down first, she showed up the
book to the young woman.

‘A French-English dictionary and lexicon.” She explained. “l do speak a
passable French but | will need it for what I'm going to do now.”

“What are you up to, Mother?” asked an intrigued Gordon.

“You will see shortly, Son.”
Alternatively searching in the book and scribbling on a sheet of paper, Carmelia finally
presented one page of writing to the French woman.

“I wrote down common French female first names, in no particular order. Could
you scan them and tell us if one of them feels familiar to you?”
Her expression somber, the French took the sheet of paper and studied it for a minute
before pointing out one name.

“‘Jeanne! That one is the only one to awake a feeling inside my head.”

“Then, do you mind if we call you Jeanne for the time being?” asked a satisfied
Carmelia.

“It is the best alternative for the moment, madam.”

“Then Lady Jeanne it is. After breakfast we will see if your dress can be

repaired.”

They were rising from the dining table when Doctor Portal showed up with
Thomas. Looking first at Jeanne, he then bowed his head politely to Carmelia.
“Good morning ladies, sir. | am pleased to see that the young lady is up and

apparently well.”
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“Apparently is the word, sir.” said Jeanne. “l can’t remember who | am or where |
come from.”

“‘Oh! | was afraid of that.” replied Portal, who then looked at Gordon. “At what
time did she first wake up?”

“At one thirty this morning, Doctor.”

“Then she was out for only a little more than four hours. That is good news
indeed.”

“‘What do you mean, Doctor?” asked Gordon anxiously. Portal stared at Jeanne
as he answered calmly.

‘It is my experience with victims of trauma who suffer from amnesia that the
persons who wake up and stop feeling disoriented within a day normally recover all or
nearly all of their past memories. The memories of their general knowledge will come
back quickest, normally within days or at most a few weeks. The memories of their
personal experiences and of their identities will however take more time, typically many
months. Some never recover their identity but those are the exceptions.”

“Months?” said Jeanne hesitantly. Portal nodded sadly.

“l am afraid so, miss. Your memories will come back gradually as time goes by.
Seeing a familiar person, object or place also often helps in reviving souvenirs. If you
may, | would like to examine you in private.”

“As you wish, Doctor.” she replied, discouragement in her voice, before following
Portal out of the dining room. Carmelia and Gordon then exchanged worried looks.

“The poor girl will need prolonged support to go through this. Are you ready to
help her out, Gordon?”

“A true gentleman wouldn’t do otherwise, Mother. | am not due back at my
regiment before April fourth anyway. That gives me a full three weeks to actively take
care of Jeanne. | suppose that you could take care of her after that.”

“Of course, Son! By the way, your father is giving a reception next Saturday
evening. You could bring Jeanne with you then.”

Gordon smiled at the idea of dancing with the beautiful and statuesque Jeanne in his
parents’ manor. She may be a bit strange but she was attractive as hell.

“That would please me a lot, Mother. We will be there.”

“Good!” said Carmelia while getting up. “I will now go see if | can salvage

Jeanne’s dress. Otherwise we will have to find her new clothes in a hurry.”
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“If need be | know a Jewish tailor who would be willing to work on a Sunday.”
volunteered Gordon, getting a scandalized look from Carmelia.

“That man would work on God’s day of rest?”
Gordon shrugged as he replied to her.

“Hey, we do work during the Sabbath.”

“Hmm, true! We'll see!”

Leaving Gordon to finish his breakfast, Carmelia went to the laundry room
adjacent to the kitchen, where Jeanne’s clothes were suspended. A quick inspection
showed her that Jeanne’s overcoat and hat, bearing extensive burn marks and even
holes, were beyond repair. While burned in a few spots, the French woman’s dress
could still be worn if absolutely necessary but was finished as a proper attire for a true
lady. Gordon’s Jewish tailor may yet come handy after all. Going back to the dining
room, Carmelia found Gordon in the process of reading the morning paper. He looked
at her as soon as she came back in.

“So, what’s the verdict?”

“Jeanne could use her dress to go to the tailor shop but that’s about all it is good
for now. Her overcoat and hat are write-offs.”

“Well, that does it! | will bring her to that tailor shop as soon as Doctor Portal is
finished with her.”

As if he had called the Devil, Portal showed up just then, Jeanne in tow. Both sat at the
table, with Jeanne keeping a sullen silence as Portal spoke to Gordon and Carmelia.

“Her burns, which were light anyway, are healing very well indeed. As for her
mind, | made her pass a few simple tests. She is not yet fully out of the post-trauma
period and has some difficulty still on remembering details. That should however return
to normal by tomorrow morning. Her past memories should return...in time.”

“Should...” said Jeanne softly while looking despondently down at her hands.
Gordon’s hands then covered hers gently.

“Do not despair, Jeanne. We will help you through this.”

“Thank you! | owe you and your mother so much.”

Doctor Portal patted her shoulder as well while getting to his feet.

“Please have faith, miss. You will remember your past. It is only a question of

time.”

Gordon rose as well, ready to escort him to the door.



103

“Thank you for your help, Doctor. How much do | owe you?”

“Please let me pay him!” suddenly cut in Jeanne. “Itis not as if | am poor, after
all.”

“But, it is nothing to me, my dear Jeanne.” replied Gordon, taking his wallet out.
She in turn got to her feet and stopped his hand, looking straight into his eyes.

‘Please, Gordon. | may not know who | am but | know that | am a proud woman.
| don’t want to be a burden on you.”

Gordon returned her stare for a moment. His heart racing, he realized then that he
couldn’t refuse anything to this woman, that he would not let her go ever if he could help
it. He nodded his head slowly, speaking softly to her.

“Alright, Jeanne. Do as you wish.”

Jeanne smiled to him, then faced Portal while fishing her purse out to pay him. While
she paid Portal, Carmelia examined her discreetly with a new eye: she had seen
Gordon’s look and realized that he was rapidly falling in love with her. She was certainly
extremely attractive and her manners and behavior up to now had been those of a well
educated woman, but her past was still a total mystery. For all they knew about her she
could be a thief or, God forbid, one of those celebrated French high flight courtesans.
Carmelia promised herself to keep a close watch on that woman, in case her only son
fell for the wrong woman. Gordon then escorted Portal to the door, coming back after a
minute and taking out his pocket watch, glancing quickly at it.

“Half past seven. How about a quick tour of my house, Jeanne?”

“‘Why not?” she replied good-naturedly, presenting her arm to Gordon, who
gallantly took it. He led her first into the kitchen, where they encountered Clara and
Judith, who were busy washing dishes in a wooden tub full of water.

“Jeanne, may | present you my two maids, Clara and Judith.”

Both servants did a curtsy and shook hands with Jeanne, who noticed the
Mediterranean looks of the plump Clara.

“Are you of Italian descent by chance, Clara?”

“Yes miss!” answered the maid timidly. “l was twelve when my parents
emigrated from Milan.”

That brought a warm smile to Jeanne’s face.

“Aah, Milano! Come va la tua familia?”
It was then Clara’s turn to smile widely.

“Molto vene, signora. Gracie!”
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Gordon and Judith exchanged surprised looks as Jeanne and Clara launched into an
animated exchange in Italian, speaking for a good minute. Jeanne finally hugged Clara
before facing Gordon.

“Sorry about delaying the tour with my chatter.”

“‘Don’t be! You're putting me to shame with your abilities. How many languages
do you speak?”

She concentrated for a moment, her face reflecting growing puzzlement as seconds
went by.

“Er, | can’t explain how, but | seem to have the knowledge of dozens of
languages in my head.”

Gordon and both maids stared at her with disbelief.

“‘Dozens? But that’s unheard of!” protested Gordon.

“Try me!” replied Jeanne, smiling.

“Alright, you asked for it!” said Gordon, getting into the game. He first tried out
his Greek and Latin on her, to which Jeanne replied perfectly. That didn’t surprise him
too much, since she seemed to have received a good classical education. Having
served nearly six years in India, Gordon next spoke haltingly a few sentences in Hindi
and was stunned to be corrected by Jeanne, who obviously spoke the language much
better than him. Now backed up to his last linguistic notions, he said the few words he
had heard and registered while fighting Afghan rebels. Jeanne winced on hearing him.

“My God, Gordon, where did you learn your Pashto? That was about the crudest
collections of insults | ever heard.”

“Oh?! What did | just say?”

Jeanne then translated for him, making both maids gasp while Gordon reddened with
embarrassment.

“Blast! No wonder that Afghan chieftain got mad at me. And | thought that | was
greeting him.”

That made Jeanne break out in laughter.

“You did greet him alright, Gordon. Now, how about continuing that tour?”

“Good idea!” he agreed, anxious to have his Pashto words forgotten. He next led
Jeanne into the laundry room, where he pointed at her suspended dress and overcoat.

“I'm afraid that your clothes are beyond repair.”

Jeanne examined them, then shook her head sadly.

“I'm afraid that you are right. | will need to visit a tailor shop urgently.”
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“That is precisely our next stop after touring the house.” replied Gordon jovially.
“I know a Jewish tailor who is open on Sundays.”

“Excellent! Let’s hope that he will have something that fits me.”
Gordon didn’t say a word then, eyeing her up and down instead. Few women he knew
were as tall and broad-shouldered, yet feminine, as Jeanne was. Fitting her was
definitely going to be a problem. Skipping the pantry, Gordon led Jeanne back through
the kitchen and the dining room, ending up in the main lounge. There, she looked at the
rows of shelves full of books covering two of the walls, nodding her head in approval.

“You seem to be a well educated gentleman, Gordon.”

“Not as educated as you, | would say.” he retorted, getting a malicious look from
her.

‘I haven’t found out yet what | am, remember?”

“l am a patient man, Jeanne.”
That got him a devilish grin from her.

“You would like to explore my inner self with me? You cheeky devil!”

“Ahem! Let’s visit the first floor now, shall we?”
Followed by Jeanne, Gordon went up the main staircase and guided her around the first
floor. Apart from Gordon’s bedroom and office, two guest bedrooms occupied that level,
along with a washroom. In the latter, Gordon proudly showed the sink, bathtub and
toilet.

“We have tap water around the house and everything is connected directly to the
sewer system. Very few areas of London have such services yet.”

“What about hot water?” asked a seemingly unimpressed Jeanne. A
disappointed Gordon kept his tone neutral as he answered her.

“The maids of course still have to bring hot water from the kitchen. Let’'s go to

the second floor now.”

Jeanne became a lot more excited when Gordon led her inside his exercise
room, previously a large study that he had converted himself. She looked happily
around at the suspended punching bag, weights and padded benches and at the floor,
covered by a thick wool carpet.

“This is great! Could | use this room in the days to come?”

“You are welcome to it, Jeanne. Do you practice sports normally?”



106

‘I must be! The sight of this room awakened an urge to exercise in me. Yes!
You have sabers and rapiers t00.”

“Of course! | am an army officer, remember?”

He watched Jeanne with interest as she picked up a saber from a wall and, taking it out
of its scabbard, did a few practice passes with it. He had to recognize that she looked
quite proficient with it.

“Could | try you in a friendly saber duel some time in the future?” she asked with
a big smile, amusing Gordon.

“If you wish. | have to warn you though that | am considered one of the best
swordsmen of my regiment.”

“Then we have a deal.” she replied before putting the saber back in place.
Gordon then led her out of the exercise room, showing her next a guest bedroom and
two servants’ bedrooms before going up to the third floor. Three more servants’
bedrooms, a washroom, a storage room and a knitting room occupied that floor. The
knitting room was well lit by two large windows, a detail that pleased Jeanne.

“That room is just what | may need to fit my new wardrobe.”

She then faced Gordon, pointing an index at him.

“And don’t even think about paying for my new clothes! You do that and | get the
hell out of here.”

“Alright, alright, | get the message.” Protested Gordon, throwing his hands up.

“Then, how about visiting that tailor of yours?” proposed Jeanne, her feigned

severity changing to joviality.

09:33 (London Time)
Piccadilly, St-dJames’ District

While walking side by side with Jeanne, Gordon was seriously starting to suspect
that his regretted late wife, Megan, had been tame compared to this Jeanne. Wearing
her expensive jewels with her damaged dress and a borrowed shawl, she made for a
curious sight that had attracted many side looks and snide remarks from well-to-do
passersby. Jeanne had ignored it all, acting as if she had not noticed the attention she
attracted. Gordon knew better by now, for Jeanne had demonstrated quickly a powerful
sense of observation during their walk from Belgrave Square. During that relatively short

walk, she had already saved Gordon in extremis from a runaway cart, then had foiled a
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young pickpocket who had tried to get away with Gordon’s wallet. Only Jeanne’s pleas
had saved the young teenager from being handed to the police by Gordon. She then
had stared into the boy’s eyes before letting him go, taming him first into presenting his
sorriest excuses to Gordon. To top the cake, she had then given a shilling silver coin to

the stunned boy, making Gordon nearly choke with reprobation.

Gordon, with Jeanne still holding his left arm, finally turned on Sackville Street
and stopped in front of a small shop. Trying the entrance door first and finding it locked,
he then stepped back from it and looked at the upper floor windows, shouting loudly over
the din of the street traffic.

“‘“NATHAN! NATHAN! IT'S GORDON SMYTHE. | NEED YOUR SERVICES
URGENTLY.”

A middle-aged, bespectacled and bearded man soon showed his head at one of the
windows and looked down at Gordon and Jeanne.

“It's Sunday, sir. My shop is closed.”

Gordon was about to insist when Jeanne put one hand on his shoulder.

“Let me handle this, Gordon.”

She then shouted in a foreign language at the tailor, who answered her after going over
his surprise, then disappeared from the window. Gordon stared at Jeanne, who was
smiling with satisfaction.

“What language did you use?”

“Yiddish!” she said, pointing at an inscription in the store’s fagade. “There is
writing in both Yiddish and Hebrew there.”

“‘Don’t tell me that you know Hebrew as well.” said Gordon in disbelief. Jeanne
nodded soberly and pointed at the facade of a store across the street, where an
advertising board in Arabic was visible.

“l do, Gordon, no kidding. | can also read that Arabic sign over there.”

“‘Damn!” muttered Gordon, overwhelmed by her linguistic talents. “I’'m starting to
feel like a moron compared to you.”

That made her look tenderly at him in a way that made him melt. She caressed his
cheek while speaking softly to him.

“Gordon, you are anything but a moron. You are in fact a very tolerant and kind
man for your time.”

“For my time? Why did you say that, Jeanne?”
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She froze for a moment, thinking over the choice of words she had used but coming up
blank and confused.

“l...I don’t know. It came up unconsciously.”

The noise of bolts being pulled and of the shop’s door opening prevented Gordon from
asking her more questions then. Urged on by Nathan, both of them got quickly inside
the shop, with the tailor then locking the door behind them.

“‘Some people take exception at a Jew working on a Sunday.” explained Nathan
apologetically, getting a nod from Gordon.

‘I know. Anti-Semitism is unfortunately all too common. The lady here had an
accident yesterday and she has no wardrobe left save for this burned dress. Could you
help her out?”

The tailor eyed critically Jeanne, noting her uncommon height and wide shoulders.

“The lady is of unusual built but | will do my best. This way, please.”

Nathan led them to the back of his shop, where a few dresses were on display on top of
dummies. Taking a measuring tape, he noted down Jeanne’s principal measurements,
then compared them to those of the displayed dresses. He shook his head in frustration
after a few minutes while pointing at two of the dresses, flounced affairs designed to be
worn with crinoline cages.

“Those two dresses were made for, uh, large ladies and are the only ones big
enough to accommodate the shoulder and chest sizes of the young lady. They are
however too short for her. Modifying them will take time.”

Jeanne, examining the two dresses closely, smiled at the tailor after a moment.

“I think that | have a solution for this problem: let me try them without those stupid
crinoline cages. Whoever invented those damn things should have been hanged
anyway.”

“Of course!” replied Nathan, looking at the wide bottom extremities of the
dresses. “Without the cages, they will go much further down. They will be somewhat
loose and will float around, though.”

“l don’'t mind.” Said Jeanne resolutely. “l need a quick fix until you can fit me
with custom dresses anyway. Where can | try them?”

“My daughter will help you out. MIRIAM! MIRIAM! COME HERE AND HELP
OUT THE LADY.”

As a young woman in her early twenties appeared from a backroom, Gordon noticed a

change of expression on Jeanne’s face.
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“Is something wrong, Jeanne?” he whispered to her.

“No, not really.” she said hesitantly. “The name of that girl sounded very familiar
to me but | can’t say why. This amnesia is so frustrating.”

“Like the doctor said, your memories will come back in good time.”

“Yeah! In the meantime | feel like an empty shell.”
Miriam then led Jeanne in the backroom so that she could try the two dresses, leaving
Gordon to ponder her last words. He was not sure how he would have reacted to finding
himself an amnesiac but Jeanne was showing a remarkable coolness in the face of her

present, dire situation.

Gordon waited patiently for a good twenty minutes before Jeanne reappeared,
wearing a burgundy red and gold dress. It was a bit large at the waist but was of the
correct length and her wide hips quite made up for the crinoline’s absence. Being a ball
dress, it had a deep cleavage that gave a tantalizing view of her generous chest.
Gordon immediately felt a physical reaction as he looked at her.

“Mister Meir is going to adjust it at the waist later on. What do you think,
Gordon?”

“Why, you are just delightful like this, my dear Jeanne.”

She smiled with contentment at those words, making her even more appetizing to
Gordon.

‘I am sure that you say that to all the amnesiac girls you meet. Let me try the

other dress now.”
She returned in the backroom, emerging again after ten minutes. She was now wearing
a white and pink city dress with a buttoned collar more appropriate than the other dress
for everyday wear. After being complimented by Gordon, she put on top of it a beige
overcoat that fit with the dress she wore. A small pink hat was then picked up by
Jeanne, who tried it in front of a mirror.

“Not bad overall.” she pronounced then. ‘It should do until | could get a full
wardrobe done. Let me just try some spare underwear.”

That part didn’t go exactly as well as the rest. When she got out of the backroom,
wearing a white bodice that was too short for her, her breasts popped out as soon as
she raised her arms, making in turn Gordon’s eyes pop out of their sockets. Covering
quickly her breasts, the embarrassed Jeanne then ran back in the dressing room. She

finally resolved her problems by having Nathan Meir cut the bodice in two at the waist,
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turning it into a two-piece undergarment. Adjusting and putting the last touches to
Jeanne’s new clothes took another hour. Promising Meir to come back on Monday to
order custom-fit clothes, Jeanne paid the tailor and left the shop, Gordon following her
with his arms full of boxes. She had already thrown away her original, ruined dress and
was wearing her new city dress and overcoat. As Gordon was flagging down a Hansom
cab, Jeanne got close to him and spoke in a low voice.

“I'm sorry about the earlier incident in the shop. | hope that | didn’t embarrass
you.”

“Me, embarrassed?”
His smirk got him a playful elbow in the ribs from Jeanne, who rolled her eyes in mock
exasperation.

“‘Men! They will never change.”

Gordon felt her to be a lot more relaxed and self-assured as they rode home in
the horse cab: the promenade seemed to have had a good effect on her mind. Deciding
to test her, he had her recall the name of the preceding street as their cab reached each
street corner. To their combined delight she remembered them all, something she would
have been incapable of only a few hours earlier. In her happiness, Jeanne planted a
kiss on Gordon’s cheek. Seeing that it had troubled him, she smiled apologetically to
him.

“I'm sorry if | did something inappropriate, Gordon. Please excuse me.”

“No need to excuse yourself, Jeanne. It’s just that parts of you reminds me of
Megan, my late wife.”

“l...'m sorry. | didn’t know that you were a widower. Did she die a long time
ago?”

“Less than three years ago, while in labor. | lost my newborn son at the same
time.”

“Again, I'm sorry.”

They then kept silent for the rest of the way. Carmelia was in the lounge when they
entered Gordon’s home. Seeing the boxes in Gordon’s hands and the new dress worn
by Jeanne, she let go her bible and came to them. She frowned when she noticed the
absence of a crinoline under Jeanne’s dress.

“Didn’t they have crinolines at that tailor’s shop?”
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“They did, madam, but everything was too short for me so | had to improvise.
Besides, there is nothing wrong with my hips, right, Gordon?”

‘I wouldn’t change a thing in you, my dear Jeanne.” he answered
enthusiastically, getting a suspicious look from his mother.

“Uh, | was going to attend the early afternoon service at Saint Paul’'s Church after
lunch. You are both coming as well, | suppose.”

Gordon hesitated, glancing at Jeanne.

“Mother, Jeanne is French, thus probably Roman Catholic as well. Bringing her
to a Protestant church may be inappropriate.”

“Well, we are all good Christians, aren’t we?” replied Carmelia while looking at
Jeanne, who searched her mind for a moment before speaking slowly.

“l do seem to know the bible’s history very well. | can also recall various prayers
in a multitude of languages on top of Latin.”

“‘Multitudes?” said Carmelia, intrigued. Gordon then jumped in on the
conversation, patting proudly Jeanne’s shoulder.

“Didn’t | tell you that Jeanne is a linguistic genius, Mother? She already
demonstrated her knowledge of ten languages.”

“Ten?!”

“That is besides the point.” said Jeanne, a bit embarrassed by Gordon’s
admiration towards her. “As you said, madam, | am a good Christian and will be glad to
accompany you to the church.”

“Perfect! Then let's have lunch!” pronounced Carmelia, both satisfied and
relieved: a high flight prostitute could be a practicing Christian but was very unlikely to be
an intellectual and a linguist as well. While quite unorthodox, Jeanne was proving to be

a respectable lady after all.

14:26 (London Time)

Saint Paul’s Church, Wilton Place
Knightsbridge-Belgravia District
London, England

Carmelia left the church slightly disappointed: while Jeanne had followed without
difficulty the service and had recited all the prayers without hesitation, her heart clearly

had not been in it despite honest efforts on her part to fully participate. She was a
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competent churchgoer but obviously not a devout one. When they reached the foot of
the church’s steps, Gordon took hold of one of Carmelia’s hands.

“Mother, ride the carriage home. | am going to bring Jeanne to the British
Museum.”

“The British Museum? Why?”

“‘Jeanne seems to have an interest in history and foreign places. | am hoping
that a visit there will help awake some souvenirs in her mind.”

‘Hmm, not a bad idea actually.” agreed Carmelia, who then smiled to Jeanne.
“Well, | hope that your visit will be entertaining as well as educative. Have a good
afternoon, Lady Jeanne.”

“‘“And you as well, madam.” replied Jeanne politely, curtsying. Gordon then
helped Carmelia get in Thomas’ carriage and waved at her as it pulled away. He next
flagged one of the number of Hansom horse cabs waiting outside the church for
potential customers. Thankfully the weather was bearable, the air being cold but rain
being mercifully absent despite the overcast sky. He helped Jeanne into the carriage
that stopped in front of them and sat beside her. He smiled with satisfaction at seeing
her eagerness as they rode towards the British Museum: she definitely seemed to be

enjoying the idea of visiting that most cultured institution.

There was a dense crowd of visitors inside the museum when they arrived, the
institution being one of the few places apart from churches to be opened in London on
Sundays. Going up the steps of the Greek style South Fagcade, Gordon and Jeanne
turned left once inside and climbed a flight of stairs, entering the Assyrian Transept
Room. The joyful expression on Jeanne’s face as she admired the colossal winged lion
stone gates from Nimrud warmed Gordon’s heart. Getting close to her, he gently took
hold of her right hand. She in turn pressed his hand and smiled to him, sparkles in her
green eyes.

“Thank you so much for bringing me here, Gordon. This place is awakening a
mass of souvenirs in me.”

“So you visited this museum before, right?”

She shook her head at once, then pointed at the stone artifacts.
“It is more than that, Gordon. | actually remember those antiquities as if | lived

with them.”
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Moving along with the other visitors nearly filling the gallery, they stopped in front of a
group of stone obelisks and clay bricks bearing inscriptions. Gordon saw Jeanne
suddenly freeze with surprise as she looked at a clay brick covered with strange signs.

“Gordon,” she said excitedly, “I can read this!”

“What?” replied Gordon, completely stunned.

“I tell you, | can read these inscriptions.”

As the other visitors around them and a museum guide nearby listened on with growing
disbelief, Jeanne started reading aloud in a strange language, then translated the text in
English for Gordon’s benefit.

“This commemorates the restoration of the ziggurat of Nimrud by King
Shalmaneser the Third.”

Moving to face an obelisk, she spoke again in Assyrian, then in English.

“This obelisk celebrates the victorious campaign in Syria of the Assyrian King
Ashur-Nasir-Pal the Second.”

An overwhelmed Gordon looked at the terse label at the foot of the obelisk: it only said
‘Assyrian obelisk, Ninth Century B.C.". There had been no label in front of the brick.

“Bloody hell, Jeanne, how could you be able to read this?”

“I don’'t know!” replied Jeanne, looking sincere. She then seemed to think about
something and looked at the gold ring on her left middle finger. “My ring...it bears
cuneiforms, like this obelisk. Maybe | learned Assyrian at the same place as | got my
ring.”

She didn’'t see the museum guide nearby walk away hurriedly as a richly dressed old
man with an arrogant face sneered at her, while the old woman holding his arm looked
contemptuously at her.

“That woman is obviously making this up to attract attention, Bertha. Let’s leave
that lunatic alone.”

Anger rising at once in him, Gordon stepped between the man and Jeanne and stared
down at the pompous couple.

“Sir, you just insulted my friend. | will ask you to excuse yourself with the lady
forthwith!”

“And why would | do that?” replied the old man, trying to hide his fear as he faced
off the much bigger and younger man. “No woman could know this writing system, so

she is obviously lying. As for you, know that | am Lord Spencer, Earl of Islington.”
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Gordon was about to retort to that when Jeanne stepped forward, drilling the aristocrat
with her green eyes.

‘I don’t care what you think of me, sir, as you are of no consequence in my

opinion. Being a man or an earl doesn’t make you superior to me, on the contrary. If
you want, we can get one of the museum’s historians and see if | really made up that
Assyrian text. Then | will expect either an apology or a duel with the weapons of your
choice...against me!”
Gordon was about to protest when Jeanne’s hand gripped his left arm with surprising
strength, signaling him to keep quiet. As for the earl, he was too surprised to answer at
first and, seeing the fierceness in Jeanne’s eyes, decided that retreat was the better part
of valor this time. Whispers and amused comments went around the crowd of visitors as
Lord Spencer, red-faced, walked away with his wife, not daring to look back. Facing
Jeanne and taking hold of her shoulders, Gordon chided her in a low voice.

“‘Jeanne, why did you risk a duel with that man? | was there to protect you if
need be.”

Her eyes didn’'t waver as she stared back at him.

“Gordon, | know that | would have won easily against that pompous ass. Now,
please forget him and let’s continue our visit.”

“Alright, but on one condition: that you be more discreet when translating ancient
texts. I...”

The obvious truth then struck Gordon like a ton of brick.

“An archaeologist! You must be an archaeologist of some sort.”

“Me? Why?”

“Think about it, Jeanne! You know at least a dozen languages, including a few
ancient ones; you have a keen interest in history and old artifacts; have obviously
traveled a lot and seems to be a strong, rugged type. What else could you be?”

She didn’t speak at first, thinking over Gordon’s words. She finally smiled and kissed
him on the lips.

“You must be right! You’re a genius, Gordon. How could | ever thank you?”

“‘By guiding me around the museum.” he replied maliciously. Jeanne’s eyes
sparkled with amusement at those words.

“You have a deal, my dear Gordon.”

15:48 (London Time)



115

Egyptian Sculpture Gallery

British Museum, London

Sir Arthur Waddel, Curator of the British Museum, had been discreetly following
the lady whom an excited museum guide had pointed to him twenty minutes ago,
listening to the discreet lectures she was giving to her companion about the various
artifacts of the museum. To his total bemusement, she had proven to have a vast and
detailed knowledge of history, easily qualifying her in Waddel's mind as an expert
historian. She also had demonstrated fluent mastery of such ancient languages as
Assyrian, Etruscan, Old Greek, Latin and now Egyptian hieroglyphs, both ancient and
Demotic types. Right now she was treating her companion to a translation of the
Rosetta Stone, which bore texts in old hieroglyph, Demotic hieroglyph and Coptic, while
a fascinated crowd of visitors listened on. The truly incredible part was that she had not
made a single mistake yet, being in fact better at reading hieroglyphs than Waddel
himself. Having seen and heard enough by now, Waddel accosted the couple as they
were about to go up the Southeast staircase to the upper floor of the museum. Bowing
his head, he shook hands first with the man.

“Good afternoon, sir. | am Sir Arthur Waddel, curator of this museum. May |
compliment your friend on her extensive historical expertise?”

“You may, sir.” replied the man, obviously pleased. “This is Lady Jeanne, a
recent acquaintance of mine.”

Waddel then kissed the woman’s hand and smiled to her. She was certainly a more
agreeable sight than the average historian.

“Just Lady Jeanne, miss?”

“For the moment, yes, I'm afraid.” she sighed. “l was nearly struck by lightning in
Hyde Park yesterday and since then can’t remember who | am. My friend Gordon, who
found me unconscious in Hyde Park, brought me to this museum after he saw my
interest for history, in the hope of awakening souvenirs in me. It did work, as | believe
that | must have been an archaeologist.”

“You certainly have the expertise to claim such a title, Lady Jeanne. | am truly
sorry for your unfortunate accident. Can you remember anything about yourself now?”
His question made her shake her head sadly.

“Nothing! A doctor told me that it could be months before | start remembering my

identity, if ever.”
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“A true shame! Lady Jeanne, | would be truly honored if | could tour the rest of
the museum with you and your friend. We could also examine together a few pieces
recently received from the Middle East that are not on display yet.”

“That would be fantastic, sir!” she replied, overjoyed. “I accept with pleasure.”
Gordon felt as proud as a peacock as they resumed the tour, Jeanne’s hand hooked to
his arm. He couldn’t wait to tell Carmelia what kind of gem they had found yesterday.
Jeanne certainly outshone by a few orders of magnitude the collection of high-born twits
his mother had been pushing on him up to now.

20:09 (London Time)
Sackville Street, St-James’ District

“God, I'm stuffed!” pronounced Gordon as he stepped out of a Lebanese
restaurant with Jeanne. Their visit of the British Museum had gone well past closing
hour, with Jeanne actually having translated an old Sumerian tablet still in the museum’s
workshop. That had stunned Sir Waddel, who had claimed that nobody else had been
able to decipher Old Chaldean before. Yet, Jeanne had made it look like child’s play.
With both of them being famished by the time they left the museum, Gordon had gone
along with Jeanne’s proposal to stop at this restaurant, something he certainly didn’t
regret now. Jeanne patted her own belly as they turned into Piccadilly.

“I'm certainly full myself. How about walking the rest of the way to your home to
help digest our loads?”

“A good idea.”

She waited a few seconds before speaking again while walking besides him.

“Gordon, | know as little about you as you and | know about myself. Would you
mind telling me a bit about yourself?”

“There isn’t much to say, really. | was born on May third of 1826 on my family’s
estate of Twickenham, was educated by a private preceptor and enrolled in the army as
a cornet in 1844. | first served here in the Eight Hussars for two years, then was
transferred to the Seventh Hussars in India, where | fought Indian and Afghan rebels and
bandits. | was brevetted lieutenant there and married Megan four years ago. Then, she
died during labor, along with our baby. I thought that | would go insane with grief but
somehow got over it, mostly. | was transferred back to England in May of last year.

Well, there | am! Not much to it, as you can see.”
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Jeanne stopped and faced him while holding him by one arm, speaking very softly while
staring in his eyes.

“Gordon, you are a lot more than not much. | have known you for less than a day
but you already proved to be honest, kind and a perfect gentleman. May | also say that
you are very handsome.”

His heart now beating faster, Gordon put his hands on her cheeks, admiring her smooth
but resolute face.

“‘Jeanne, | am still nothing compared to you.”

“And | would probably be nothing now if you wouldn’t have saved me yesterday.”

“But you did save me this morning from a runaway cart.”

Gordon saw her smile in the darkness. She then took one of his hands and pulled him
along.

“Let’s not do more comparisons about ourselves. Now, continue about your life.
Which regiment are you in now?”

“In the Eight Hussars, of course. Didn't | tell you that already this morning?”

“Me and my damn memory!” she muttered while shaking her head in frustration.
Gordon then saw a look of horror suddenly appear on her face as she braked to a halt.

“Jeanne, what’s wrong?”

“Balaklava...The charge of the Light Brigade!” she said in a near whisper, then
hugging him while looking at him with tears in her eyes. Gordon could only hold the
shaking woman clinging to him.

“Jeanne, don'’t be afraid! I’'m here. What is happening?”

“Gordon,” she said in a choked voice, “I can’t explain this but | just had a memory
flash about that Crimean War | told you about this morning. At a place called Balaklava,
the British Light Cavalry Brigade will charge down a valley ringed on three sides by
Russian guns. It will be a massacre and the Eight Hussars will be part of the charge.”

“But, that’s in the future!” protested Gordon, both shocked and incredulous.
“How could you predict this?”

“I don’t know!” she answered in a desperate tone. “Call it a premonition, a vision,
anything. | just know that it will happen.”

Gordon then realized that, whatever she had just seen inside her mind, she was afraid
for him to the point of despair. Tightening his hold, he kissed her neck tenderly, getting

a kiss on the lips in return. They stayed glued together for a long moment, getting
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sympathetic smiles from a passing couple in the process. Jeanne finally stepped back
while still holding his shoulders.

“Let's forget the future for the moment, Gordon. We have the present for
ourselves.”

“Then let’'s go home.” he replied softly, presenting his left arm, which she took.

They then walked more slowly and deliberately, as lovers would do.

Walking alongside Green Park, they eventually came up to Hyde Park Corner.
Looking around him, Gordon then had an idea and veered right towards the park, still
leading Jeanne.

“'m going to show you the spot where we found you. Maybe it will help you
remember from where you were coming.”

“A sensible idea. Good thinking, Gordon.”

They soon stopped just past the Wellington Arch, with Gordon pointing at a spot on the
pavement in the darkness.

“This is where you lay unconscious after lightning struck the arch.”

“‘My God! | was lucky not to be fried on the spot. I...”

She suddenly stopped speaking and looked around her nervously.

“Gordon, there are men around us.”

Gordon tensed up immediately, not wasting time in wondering how Jeanne could have
seen hidden men or if she was even right. Hyde Park at night was notorious for
harboring thieves and pickpockets and both of them could be in real danger right now.
Adrenaline rushed through his veins when he saw four men leave their hiding places and
converge quickly on them. Moonlight reflected on at least two blades as the men
positioned themselves two paces to the front and back of the couple. Gordon could now
see that one of the bandits held a single shot pistol, while another had a short truncheon
in his right hand. The man with the pistol pointed his weapon at Gordon and spoke in a
raspy voice.

“Hand over your money and your valuables and you won'’t get hurt.”

Gordon, not wanting to put Jeanne at risk, was about to comply when the French woman
surprised everybody by jumping forward and kicked away the man’s pistol, making the
weapon discharge harmlessly skyward. Jeanne followed up by kneeing the surprised
bandit in the groin, making him collapse on his knees. The nearest other bandit reacted

too slowly and had his knife lunge parried by her before being savagely punched in the
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plexus by Jeanne while she pushed an ear-splitting yell at the same time. As the second
bandit collapsed, gasping for air, she turned on the third bandit, also armed with a knife.
Feeling shame at standing by like this and doing nothing while Jeanne performed her
heroics, Gordon took on the man armed with a truncheon, dodging a furious swing
before delivering a powerful right hook to the jaw that made the bandit stagger on his
feet. A second hook sent the man down on his posterior. A right uppercut under the
chin then took Gordon’s assailant out. Gordon turned around in time to see Jeanne
violently twist her opponent’s right arm, making the man drop his knife, before slamming
down her elbow on the man’s twisted elbow. Gordon heard the noise of the articulation
breaking just before the thief screamed horribly. Jeanne then picked up the man’s knife
in time to face the man who had a pistol, enraged and now holding a knife. Totally
fascinated by her now, Gordon watched Jeanne hold her knife with the cutting edge
facing outward and down, using it to parry the first lunge from the bandit. Now realizing
that he was facing a dangerous opponent, the bandit stopped pushing forward, instead
thrusting his blade at her. She easily beat off his attacks, fencing with her knife in a way
Gordon had never seen before. One lightning-quick swing of her blade and the bandit
emitted a gurgling sound while holding his sliced throat and collapsing to his knees.
Gordon’s shout of triumph suddenly turned into one of alarm when he saw the second
bandit Jeanne had taken on get on his knees and reverse his hold on his knife,
preparing to throw it.

“JEANNE, WATCH OUT TO YOUR LEFTY”
He then started to run, trying to interpose himself between Jeanne and the knife-wielding
bandit, but was too late. A blade swished through the night air and the banding
collapsed backward, a knife in his throat. Repeated whistle blows could now be heard in
the distance as Gordon looked with disbelief at the dead thieves, then at Jeanne. She
was barely breathing faster than usual and didn’t appear bothered by the corpses and
the blood around her one bit.

“‘My God, Jeanne, how did you do all this?”
There was no reprobation in his voice then, just awe. With the adrenaline flow cutting
out now, she got out of combat trance and looked quickly around her.

“Hell, | don’t know! It was all pure reflexes, Gordon.”

“Some reflexes! Someone trained you damn well.”

“I wish | knew who.”

Both of them then saw two men in overcoats and top hats running towards them.
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“Peelers®, at last!” announced Gordon. Jeanne hurriedly dropped the knife in her
hand to the ground at those words and walked to Gordon, speaking in a low voice.

“‘Don’t tell them my role in this, please. They would never believe me anyway
and your mother could get some weird ideas about me if this splashes over the
newspapers’ front pages.”

He couldn’t help smile in amusement at that and took hold of her.

“‘Jeanne, | am the one having weird ideas about you now. Alright, | will tell the
police that | did all this carnage.”

“Thank you, Gordon. You are sweet.” said Jeanne, following those words with a
gentle kiss. The first policeman then arrived at the scene, a truncheon in his right hand,
and contemplated the four bandits sprawled on the pavement, one of which was
screaming with pain and holding his right elbow.

“Bloody hell! What happened here?”

Gordon then stepped forward and spoke calmly.

“Those four men tried to rob me and my lady friend. | defended myself. Please

let me present myself: Captain Gordon Smythe, of the Eight Hussars Regiment.”

He saw the policeman grin in the dark as the second policeman arrived.
“Well done, sir! It seems that those ruffians attacked the wrong person tonight.”
“They sure did!” replied Gordon, glancing discreetly at Jeanne while repressing a

smile.

21:35 (London Time)
London Metropolitan Police headquarters
Great Scotland Yards

London

Inspector John Wren shook hands with both the man and the woman and invited
them to take the chairs in front of his desk. Sitting himself behind the desk that half filled
his small office, he detailed the couple for a moment, noting the expensive jewels on the
woman and the high quality clothes of the man. The latter was a bit over six feet tall,
had black hair and eyes, a mustache and looked strong and fit, as befitted a cavalry

officer. The woman, also around six feet in height, was unusually broad-shouldered and

® peelers: Nickname given to the old London policemen.
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strong looking but was beautiful and very shapely. Wren’s trained eyes saw bloodstains
on the woman’s right sleeve but none on the man’s clothes. While surprised, he didn’t
raise that subject, only grabbing a sheet of paper and a pen before looking first at the
man.

“I'm sorry if we had to bring you and the lady here, sir, but two men are dead and
| must take care of a few formalities.”

“We perfectly understand and don’t mind it, sir.”

“Then, may | have your name first, sir?”

“Certainly! |1 am Gordon Smythe, captain in the 8" Royal Hussars. My house is
at number fourteen, Belgrave Square.”
Wren wrote that down, then looked at the woman.

“And your name, miss?”

“That may be a problem, Inspector: | am an amnesiac and can’t remember yet
who | am. Gordon calls me Jeanne because the name sounded familiar to me.”
She then told how she had become an amnesiac and how Gordon had been sheltering
her. That left Wren thoughtful for a moment, measuring the implications of this.

“So, Lady Jeanne, you may have friends or relatives looking for you at this
moment.”

“If I have any here in London, yes. | was planning to come here on Monday
anyway to report myself. | guess that this incident saved me the trip.”

“It did, miss. | will post a notice about you afterwards.”

“Thank you, Inspector.” she said, sounding relieved.

“You are welcome, Lady Jeanne.”
Wren then looked back at Gordon.

“Could you now describe the incident with those thugs, starting at where you
were coming from?”

“Certainly, Inspector.”
Gordon then spoke slowly for a few minutes, letting time to Wren to scribble down the
information, with an occasional question here and there to clarify a point. At the end of
it, Wren looked at him inquisitively.

“So, you took on four armed men single-handedly and defeated them, sir?”

“Actually, | tripped one man who was going to attack Gordon in the back.”
Volunteered Jeanne. “l then sat on him and held him down until Gordon could deal with

him.
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“| seel”

Reading back his notes, Wren noticed a small discrepancy and looked up at the man.

“Captain Smythe, you said that you and Lady Jeanne left the British Museum at
about seven O’clock, yet the museum closes at six. Could you explain this?”

Gordon smiled then and took hold of Jeanne’s right hand.

“l can, Inspector. The curator of the museum, Sir Waddel, had invited us to stay
late so that he could use Jeanne’s linguistic and historical expertise to help translate
some ancient texts. You see, sir, | believe now that Jeanne must be an archaeologist of
some sort.”

Wren rose an eyebrow in interest at that: this case was becoming more intriguing by the
minute. He then rose from his chair and smiled at his visitors.

“If you may excuse me for a moment, | will just go check on something and will
be back soon. Would you like some tea in the meantime?”

“That would be kind of you, Inspector.” replied softly the woman. Nodding his
head, Wren called in an assistant and put him in charge of serving tea to the couple,
then left the office and went downstairs to the interrogation rooms. There, he found
Junior Inspector Charles Medhurst as the latter was leaving an interrogation room, while
two policemen led away one of the two surviving bandits.

“So, what do you have, Charles?”

The young man looked at a notepad in his hand before answering Wren.

“Well, you will be happy to learn that that bastard of Jack Hill was one of the two
dead men.”

“Good!” exclaimed Wren with glee: Hill had been on the run for four months now
after escaping from prison. His sinister record included the murder of a policeman,
numerous aggravated assaults, rapes and countless robberies. There was in fact a
reward of 500 Pounds Sterling for his capture. Medhurst then went on.

“The other dead was Michael Kelly, a long-time associate of Jack Hill. Of the two
others, one is named Peter Robinson and has a history of petty theft. The other one is a
Bob Cole, a new one for us. Cole was the one you saw being returned to the cells.
Robinson had his right elbow dislocated, by the way.”

“Ouch! That must hurt!” said Wren, wincing. Medhurst smiled and delivered his
punch line.

‘Indeed! Robinson said that a woman did that to him, apart from cutting Hill’'s

throat and pinning Kelly in the throat from five paces away.”
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“WHAT?”

“My own reaction exactly, sir.” said Medhurst, deadpan. “He must be lying, of
course.”
Wren then gave a jaundiced look at his subaltern.

“Think, Charles! What would other criminals think of Robinson and of his
accomplices when learning that a single man defeated the four of them?”

“Uh, they would probably be considered with contempt, sir.”

“What if a woman defeated them?”
Medhurst paused, seeing Wren'’s point.

“They would most probably become the butt of London’s jokes, sir.”

“Then, why would Robinson tell such a story, unless it was true?” asked Wren
forcefully.

“But,” protested Medhurst, “no woman could be this dangerous, sir!”

“Charles,” said Wren patiently, “did you see the woman involved in this incident?”

“Uh, no sir!”

“Well, | have now in my office a six foot tall lass with wider shoulders than you
and with bloodstains on her right sleeve. What do you say to that?”

“But, this is unheard of!” protested the junior inspector. “Who is that woman
anyway?”

“A French archaeologist, if she and her companion are to be believed. Where is
Robinson now, by the way?”

“In the infirmary, sir, getting his arm treated. Sir, you don’t really believe that bit
about a woman defeating three men, do you?”
Wren sighed in exasperation then: nobody would effectively believe that, even if it was
the obvious truth. As much as he hated hiding the truth, he was going to have to paint
over that part of this case.

“Alright, book both Robinson and Cole on charges of attempted armed robbery.”

“What about assault, sir?”

“Who assaulted who, Charles?” replied Wren cynically before walking away.

Wren found the couple still waiting patiently in his office, sipping tea and chatting
casually. Taking back his place behind his desk, he smiled at both the man and the

woman.
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“Good news! One of the dead robbers was a Jack Hill, a dangerous felon on the
run. The 500 Pounds Sterling reward on him is now yours.”

“Five hundred pounds?” exclaimed the Hussars’ captain. “That’s quite a sum for
a felon.”

“What did this Hill do to warrant such a reward, Inspector?” asked Lady Jeanne,
curious.

“His criminal record is quite thick, Lady Jeanne, but the highest charge was the
murder of a policeman.”

“Did that policeman leave a family behind, Inspector?”

“As a matter of fact, yes. He had a wife and five young children, which | met at
the funeral of our poor agent. Why do you ask, Lady Jeanne?”

She didn’t answer directly, instead asking another question after a short pause.

“Could | have the name and address of that policeman’s widow, Inspector?”
Wren nodded his head gravely as Gordon Smythe gave a tender look at Lady Jeanne:
he could see already what she had in mind.

“l certainly can get that information for you, Lady Jeanne. If you may both sign

this declaration about the night's events, | will then get you both the reward and the
information on that widow.”
Once both had signed the paper Wren presented to them, with Jeanne hesitating before
simply putting down ‘Lady Jeanne’ as a signature, the inspector then led them out of his
office and through a series of corridors. He finally stopped in the accounting and
administrative offices of the Metropolitan Police. It took twenty minutes to Wren to get
the two duty clerks to deliver the cash reward and sign it out, plus finding the name and
address of the policeman’s widow requested by Jeanne. Presenting the large purse
containing the 500 Pounds Sterling to the couple, Wren repressed a knowing smile when
Lady Jeanne took it without hesitation. He then gave her a piece of paper, which she
read aloud.

“Elizabeth Hatfield, apartment 23, 286 Mansell Street, Tower Hamlets.”

She then looked with dismay at Wren.

“That whole area is a living dump! Is this woman getting a pension from the
Metropolitan Police?”

“A very small one I'm afraid, Lady Jeanne.” Replied sadly Wren. “Her husband

was quite junior in the service and didn’t draw much of a pay for starters. Misses
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Hatfield had to move to her present address when she couldn’t afford her old place
anymore.”
Gordon and Jeanne looked at each other at those words.

“Could we visit her tomorrow, Gordon?”

“I will escort you there with pleasure, my dear Jeanne.” replied softly Gordon
before looking at Wren. “Please don'’t forget to put up a notice about Jeanne, Inspector,
so that relatives searching for her could trace her.”

“I will, Captain. You are now free to go. Thank you again for your help and
assistance in capturing those bandits. Let me guide you to the exit and get you a
carriage.”

“You are most kind, Inspector.” said Gordon, then offering his arm to Jeanne
before following Wren. John Wren went back to the administrative offices after bidding
goodbye to the couple, filling a report on Lady Jeanne and giving it to the duty clerk
before returning to his office to formalize the case against Robinson and Cole. Unknown
to him was the fact that his notice about Lady Jeanne was going to be inadvertently

misfiled and lost by the clerk.

23:12 (London Time)

14 Belgrave Square, London

Carmelia ran to Gordon as soon as he entered his house with Jeanne, kissing
her son on one cheek.

“My God, where have you been? | was getting scared to death about you two.”
Gordon took the time to hug his mother before smiling down to her.

“We had a few adventures today, me and Jeanne. We are just back from the
Metropolitan Police headquarters, where we testified against a group of robbers who
attacked us in Hyde Park. Don’t worry about us: we were unhurt and those bandits are
now out of the circulation. First, let me reintroduce you to our guest.”

He then took Jeanne’s hand and looked proudly at the French woman as he spoke.
‘I am happy to have in my house Lady Jeanne, expert archaeologist and

linguistic genius.”

08:46 (London Time)
Monday, March 13, 1854
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14 Belgrave Square

London

Carmelia, still half asleep, entered the kitchen and found Clara in the process of
boiling water for making tea on top of the pot-bellied stove.

“Ah, good! Tea is just what | need now, Clara. Are Gordon and Lady Jeanne up
yet?”
With the maid’s back to her, Carmelia didn’t see Clara’s knowing smile then.

“Yes, madam. They are washing up now.”
Not catching on to this, Carmelia sat sleepily at the small dining table of the kitchen, with
Clara soon serving her tea and English muffins with jam. As she ate, Carmelia thought
about Lady Jeanne. A woman of such rare aptitudes and a rich one to boot should have
been quite well known around, yet she had never heard of a woman, French or
otherwise, who remotely resembled Jeanne. The question of whether or not Jeanne
was really single also nagged her mind. She wouldn’t have minded seeing Gordon court
her except for the fact that so little was known about Jeanne, if that was her real first

name.

The object of her concerns showed up half a hour later, led by a happy-looking
Gordon.

“Good morning, Lady Carmelia.” said Jeanne amiably.

“Good morning, Lady Jeanne. | hope that you slept well.”

“l did, madam. That walking around yesterday really relaxed me.”

“You find meeting four robbers at night relaxing?”
Jeanne took Gordon’s hand and smiled tenderly to him while answering.

“Why worry with such a man at my side?”

“‘My son was right, Lady Jeanne.” said Carmelia proudly. “You do have a way

with words. Please sit down and have breakfast.”

Carmelia chatted with Jeanne and Gordon for another twenty minutes before
getting up from her chair.

“If you will excuse me now, | have to dress and pack: Thomas is driving me back
to our family manor in Twickenham this morning. Don’t forget that you are invited to a

reception next Saturday, Lady Jeanne.”
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“I will be there, Lady Carmelia.”

“Excellent! Sir Charles will be most delighted to meet you.”
Carmelia then left the kitchen. Jeanne glanced at Gordon, who had a smile on his face.

“You, mister, look like the cat who was just left alone in the house with the
canary.”

“A good comparison indeed! So, what’s next today?”

“I first go to Mister Meir's shop and get fitted for a new wardrobe. We then visit
that poor Misses Hatfield. If there is still time left after that, | will do more shopping.”

“Shop, shop, shop! Women only have that in mind.” said Gordon jokingly,
earning a friendly slap on the shoulder.

13:41 (London Time)
Mansell Street, Tower Hamlets District

London

Gordon looked around him with dismay as he helped Jeanne get out of the
Hansom cab: the street was crowded, filthy and stank like a sewer, while the multistory
brick townhouses lining the narrow street reeked of poverty and neglect. The people
circulating in the street were a pitiful, ragged lot with little but despair and resignation on
their faces. Escorting closely Jeanne to the door of number 286, Gordon had to run a
gauntlet of emaciated children begging for money and had to screen Jeanne from seeing
a drunken man busy urinating against the wall of the building. The noise level inside the
building proved nearly as high as in the street, with children playing and running
everywhere and with adults shouting at each other. Gordon now understood why
Jeanne had chosen not to wear her expensive jewels today, keeping only her gold ring
with cuneiform engravings on. Going up the wooden staircase to the first floor, they
came up to a door with a number 23 painted on it. The wails of a baby could be heard
inside as Gordon knocked on the door. A small boy, maybe three or four years old,
opened the door after a moment, looking up at Gordon and Jeanne with curiosity.
Gordon smiled down to him, getting a timid smile in return.

“Hello, boy. Is your mother in?”

“Yes!” said the boy, not moving.

“Uh, can we see her?”

“Thomas,” shouted a woman from inside the apartment, “let the man in!”
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The boy opened the door wide and let Gordon and Jeanne in, then pushed the door
closed, slamming it violently and attracting a concert of invectives from across the
hallway. The couple was now inside a tiny two-room apartment crowded beyond belief.
The room they were in obviously served as a kitchen, dining room, lounge and
washroom and was no bigger than nine feet by twelve feet. Gordon could look inside a
similarly sized bedroom filled with three beds, a crib and an old dresser. A woman in her
late twenties was sitting in a rocking chair, holding a baby and looking at Gordon and
Jeanne with suspicion. The red-haired woman had once been beautiful but misery and
hardship had marked her face and her body had thinned to a ghost of its former self. A
toddler girl with hollow eyes was playing at the woman’s feet, soon joined by little
Thomas. The pot-bellied stove sitting in a corner of the room was empty and the whole
apartment was cold and damp. Gordon swallowed the lump in his throat as he surveyed
the miserable place: he had heard of the poor living conditions in the eastside districts of
London but had never visited them because of their reputation as high-crime areas. He
could see Jeanne’s eyes becoming moist as the woman in the rocking chair addressed
him.

“Can | do something for you, sir?”

“Uh, yes. Are you Misses Elizabeth Hatfield?”

“I am!” she replied cautiously. Gordon then walked to her and, taking gently her
right hand, gallantly kissed it.

“‘Madam, | am pleased to bring you good news.”
The woman sighed at those words and smiled weakly.

“That will be a nice change, sir. What is it?”

“First of, your husband’s killer is dead. He tried to rob us last night and met his
match.”
Elizabeth Hatfield was silent for a moment, looking past Gordon at nothing in particular.
She then spoke with bitterness in her voice.

“l don’t want to sound ungrateful, sir, but that will not give me back my Francis.”

“No, but we can help you escape this miserable life, madam. There was a 500
pounds reward for the capture of Jack Hill: that reward is now yours.”
Elizabeth looked up with disbelief at Gordon.

“You said 500 pounds, sir?”

“Yes, madam.” said Gordon, who had decided by now what he was going to do

next. “Do you know how to cook?”
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“Of course, sir!” replied the woman, puzzled. “Why do you ask?”

“Because | am offering you to move with your children to my house in Belgrave
Square, to work for me as an assistant cook. Do you accept?”

Tears appeared nearly at once in Elizabeth’s eyes as she tried to answer Gordon. She
only could nod her head in agreement as she started crying silently. Jeanne
immediately knelt beside her, caressing the woman’s dirty hair.

“‘Please don’t cry, madam. This is your chance to offer a decent life to your
children. By the way, we were told that you had five children. | see only three of them
here.”

Choking off her tears, Elizabeth stared into Jeanne’s eyes.

“Mary and Peter are working at the garment factory up the street, madam.”

That shocked both Jeanne and Gordon: those children could not be more than ten years
old, judging from the age of their mother.

‘How old are your two children, madam?” said Jeanne, nearly afraid to ask.
Elizabeth answered in a near whisper.

“Mary is seven, while Peter is six. Without their earnings we would be starving.”
Cold rage filled Gordon as he digested that information.

“‘Madam, lead me to that factory: we are getting your kids out of there. Jeanne
can take care of your three youngest children in the meantime.”

“Let...let me get my shawl first, sir.” said the overwhelmed woman, then handing
her baby to Jeanne before rising from her rocking chair and talking down to the two
children at her feet.

“Thomas, Helen, be nice with the lady while | am gone. | am going to get Mary

and Peter.”
Both children nodded silently their heads and went back to their playing. Their mother
took a ragged shawl from a wall hook and left the apartment, Gordon on her heels.
Going down to the street level and leaving the building, she turned right on Mansell
Street and walked up two blocks before stopping in front of a dilapidated brick building
similar to the others they had passed. She then looked hesitantly at Gordon, examining
him from head to toe.

“Why are you doing this for us, sir? We never met before.”

“‘No, we didn’t, but | believe in simple Christian charity, madam. Unfortunately,
many people seem to have forgotten that concept. Let’s go in and get your children

now.
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Elizabeth stared into his eyes for a moment, then turned around and entered the
building. They found themselves in what looked like an apartment building crudely
converted into a garment sweatshop. A small, fat and rude-looking man blocked their
path as they walked towards the staircase, looking cautiously at Gordon before staring at
Elizabeth.

‘What do you want, Misses Hatfield? You know that visits are not permitted
during work hours.”

‘I am here to take back Mary and Peter, Mister Grant.” replied Elizabeth, trying to
sound resolute. “They will not be working here anymore.”

‘May | remind you that you still owe me last month’s rent, madam?” said the
man, unsympathetic. “Your kids will work here until you can pay your rent.”

“Bloody hell, man!” swore Gordon, stepping between Elizabeth and Grant and
staring down angrily at the man. “Do you have to be such a bastard about this? How
much does she owe you?”

“One pound and four shillings.”

“What? You charge her this much for such a dump?”

“If she’s not happy about it, then she can always move out...once she pays her
rent.” replied the unmoved man. Gordon gave him a black look while taking out his
wallet, extracting three one pound gold coins and throwing them in the man’s face.

“Here is your money, mister! Consider this month’s rent covered as well. Pray
that | find those two children in a good state.”

Pushing aside the red-faced man, Gordon followed Elizabeth up the staircase all the way
up to the third floor. Once there, the woman started calling out for her children.

“‘“MARY! PETER! WHERE ARE YOU?”

A young girl ran out of a room nearly immediately, smiling.
“Mother! How come you’re here?”

Elizabeth took the girl in her arms and hugged her tearfully.
“I'm taking you and Peter out of here for good. Where is your brother, Mary?”
“They moved him to the boiler room in the basement, Mom.”

The little girl then looked up at Gordon.

“Who is that man, Mom?”

“A gentleman who has come to help us, Mary.”

Before Gordon could present himself to the girl, a burly man emerged from a room,

holding a wooden stick.
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“Mary, you little tramp, get back to work before I...”

“Before you what?” shot back Gordon, advancing quickly on the man and taking
away his stick before breaking it in two. The man had one look at Gordon’s muscular
bulk, then retreated inside a room without a word, attracting a caustic remark from the
Hussars officer.

“Bloody coward! Only brave enough to beat kids up.”

Turning towards Elizabeth and Mary, Gordon smiled down at the girl.

“‘Hello Mary! I'm Gordon Smythe. How about leading us to your brother now?”

“Yes sir!” answered timidly the girl before running down the staircase. The trio
found little Peter in a gloomy basement room, shoveling coal with another boy into the
furnace of a steam boiler. Gordon gave a warning look at the man watching the boys as
Elizabeth hugged Peter.

“We’re taking the boy out of here. Don'’t interfere!”

As they left the basement and exited the factory, Gordon surveyed the children’s clothes:
they were not much more than rags and were woefully inadequate for the cold, damp

March weather. A stop later at a clothing store was definitely in order.

Going back to the Hatfield’s apartment, they found there that Jeanne had already
bundled up the family’s meager wardrobe inside a blanket.

“No sense delaying your move out of this hole.” Explained the French woman,
sweeping one arm around her. “As for your other belongings, they are not worth
salvaging. Don’t worry: | will provide you with all that you will need. Are we all ready?”

“Wait, please!” said Elizabeth, who then went to her bed and searched for a
moment under the mattress before pulling out a large silver badge.

“‘My husband’s police badge.” she explained in a soft voice, close to tears.

16:41 (London Time)
14 Belgrave Square, London

Elizabeth Hatfield was in a near state of shock when the Hansom cab
transporting her family and their two benefactors stopped in front of a luxurious
townhouse. The cab was filled with boxes from the wildest shopping spree she had
witnessed in her life, courtesy of Lady Jeanne. The 500 pounds of the reward was still

intact, kept inside Elizabeth’s coat pocket, itself part of the brand new clothes she was
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wearing. All of her children were similarly attired in new garbs and each held a new toy
as well. Helped down by Gordon, she then took baby Harry as Jeanne handed him to
her. Shouted orders from Gordon brought out of the house a foot servant and a maid,
who helped bring inside the Hatfields’ new acquisitions while Lady Jeanne led the family
inside. A plump maid who was waiting for them inside smiled with delight at the sight of
the children.

“‘Bambinos! Que vene!”
Lady Jeanne then engaged in a short conversation in a foreign language with the maid,
who ran to a room at the end of the hallway, apparently all excited and happy.

‘What language did you just speak, Lady Jeanne?” asked Elizabeth, intrigued.
Jeanne gave her a big grin.

“ltalian. Clara seems to love children, like most Italians do, in fact. | just asked
her to heat up water for your baths.”

“Our baths?”

“Of course! If you are going to start a new life here, you might as well start it
clean. Besides, a nice-smelling baby is so much more fun to cuddle, right, Harry?”
The baby boy giggled as Jeanne tickled his feet, making Elizabeth feel warm inside: she

still couldn’t believe her luck in meeting such kind strangers.

20:53 (London Time)
Third floor bedroom
14 Belgrave Square

Gordon watched on, fascinated, as Jeanne was singing a soft ballad in some
ancient language in order to put the Hatfield children to sleep. She was also playing soft
music from the box lyre she had found this morning in an antigue shop. Seeing her
sitting besides the big bed with four children in them, looking tenderly at the kids while
singing, made Gordon dream about the day when he would have children of his own. To
have them with such a wonderful woman as Jeanne would be bliss indeed. Elizabeth
Hatfield, standing besides Gordon in the doorway of the bedroom, looked up at him and
whispered in order not to disturb Jeanne’s performance.

“You are lucky to have such a wife, Mister Smythe. She has so many talents.”
Gordon couldn’t help smile in amusement then: somehow, they had not yet have time to

explain to Elizabeth who Jeanne was.
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“Jeanne is a guest here and not my wife, Misses Hatfield. | will tell you later
about her. But you are right about her: she is indeed full of unusual talents.”

“Not your wife? But...you look like such a perfect couple. You should marry her
while you have a chance, sir.”

“That’s in the books, madam.” Replied softly Gordon while eyeing Jeanne.

23:58 (London Time)
Master bedroom

14 Belgrave Square

Gordon sighed as he stopped turning around in his bed and opened his eyes in
the darkness of his bedroom. He just couldn’t sleep, not with the face and body of
Jeanne constantly in his mind. Finally making up his mind, Gordon jumped out of bed
and groped for his robe in the dark, putting it on as he walked to the bedroom’s door.
Opening it, he stepped in the hallway and had to come to an abrupt stop: Jeanne had
been about to knock on his door and was now nose to nose with him, her fist raised and
ready to knock. Both smiled at each other.

“Uh, hi Gordon!” she whispered in the dark, her sparkling white teeth showing.
“l...I was kind of restless and couldn’t sleep.”

“How curious! Me too!”

Both were silent for a moment. Gordon’s hands moved first, taking hold of her waist
before caressing her back. Jeanne then slowly glued herself to him, her hands roaming
as well while she exchanged a long kiss with Gordon. They finally parted, both of their
hearts racing.

“Gordon, the truth is that I'm lonely in my bedroom. Could | stay with you for the
night?”

“Jeanne, | was about to ask the same thing.”

Without thinking further, Gordon grabbed Jeanne and lifted her in his arms, then walked
back inside his bedroom while she giggled.

“Aren’t we supposed to do this only once married?”

Stopping besides his bed, Gordon stared into the French woman’s green eyes.

“Jeanne, you just need to answer one question: will you marry me once you will

have regained your memories of yourself?”

“Yes!”
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Her answer had been a whisper, but it had come out instantly and passionately. Kissing
her while she was still in his arms, he then laid her on the bed. Both shed their robes
and underwear quickly before Gordon lay on top of her.

“Jeanne, | don’t care what your real name could be or what you were before. |
just know that | will love you all my life.”
She caressed his face and kissed him before replying very softly.

“Gordon, | can only be eternally grateful that a man such as you found me first in
that park. Without you | would probably have gone insane.”

“Then, let’s celebrate our reunion the proper way.” Said Gordon before starting a

round of love session with her.

07:14 (London Time)
Tuesday, March 14, 1854
Master bedroom, 14 Belgrave Square

London

Gordon kissed Jeanne awake, bringing a radiant smile to her face.

“Good morning, my dear. Did you sleep well?”

“Like a baby.” she replied softly, kissing him back. Both then stayed besides
each other in the large bed, exchanging caresses. Gordon noticed a puzzled look
appear on her face after a minute or so, making him curious.

“Something is bothering you, Jeanne?”

“Yes: my mind! It seems to be playing tricks on me.”

“No wonder: you’re amnesiac.”

“That's not what | meant, Gordon. Things are coming back to my mind
constantly since yesterday, but not what | would expect from remembering my identity.”

“What kind of things?” Said Gordon, now intensely curious. Jeanne thought her
words over carefully before answering.

“The kind of general knowledge that Doctor Portal said | would remember first,
like about languages and objects | learned to use, historical events and general
knowledge about the world and sciences.”

“That seems normal stuff to me, Jeanne.”

“Not if they include things such as flying machines and weapons that could

destroy whole cities in one mighty blast, Gordon.”
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Shocked and surprised, Gordon rose on one elbow while staring at her.

“Flying machines? But, that's impossible! Your imagination must be playing
tricks on you.”

“Gordon,” said cautiously Jeanne, not wanting to scare him away from her, “the
pictures that now appear in my mind are quite graphic and detailed, as if | was living
among those machines. When | tried to understand the machines or tools | pictured in
my mind, answers and some scientific and technological knowledge came to my mind as
well.”

“Such as?”

“‘Well, while thinking about a flying machine called an aircraft, | wondered what
made it able to fly. A series of scientific principles and technical concepts then popped
up in my mind, answering my questions in such detail that | think that | could build at
least a rudimentary flying machine.”

“But, no such machine exists, Jeanne. Where would you have learned such
knowledge?”

“I wish | knew, Gordon, since that would probably help me remember who | am.”

“Did you learn anything else unusual from those souvenirs?”

“A lot, actually, much of it that would be considered impossible today, like
submersible ships and guns that fire repeatedly before needing to be reloaded.”

Gordon did his best to hide his dismay then, looking down gravely at Jeanne.

“And what do you think all this means, Jeanne?”

“I believe two things right now, Gordon. First, | believe that those things really
exist, or existed where | came from, wherever that is.”

“And second?” asked Gordon, swallowing hard. Her eyes then became moist as
she got close to him.

“That, whoever | am or wherever | come from, | still love you, Gordon.”

08:22 (London Time)
Dining room

14 Belgrave Square

Clara couldn’t help notice the preoccupied look on her master's face as she

picked up his now empty tea cup and plate. He had hardly spoken six words in the half
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hour since he had come down from his bedroom. Lady Jeanne was also noticeable by
her absence.

“Excuse me, sir. Is Lady Jeanne coming down for breakfast this morning?”

“Uh, | don’t think so, Clara.” he answered absent-mindedly. “She is going to do
some shopping all by herself this morning. How are Misses Hatfield and her children
doing, by the way?”

“Just fine, sir.” said the maid, grinning. “Her kids are so cute! They are finishing
breakfast now in the kitchen.”

“‘Good! When they are finished, show Misses Hatfield around the house. Tell
her also that she will start helping you in the kitchen tomorrow morning. | will take her to
the bank after lunch, so be ready to baby-sit her kids for an hour or two.”

“To the bank, sir?”

“Yes, Clara. Misses Hatfield has a rather large sum given to her by Lady Jeanne
that she has to put to safety. No sense either in missing on potential return interests
from a savings account.”

“You are right, sir. One should always get the utmost from one’s money.”
Jeanne then chose that time to walk in the dining room, fully dressed and with her new
overcoat on. Going to Gordon, she bent down and kissed him quickly before starting to
walk out.

“I’'m going to tour Saint James’ District, Gordon. I'll be back for lunch.”

“Have fun!” replied Gordon, watching her leave before getting up and looking at
Clara. “I'll be in my study if anybody needs me, Clara.”

The maid in turn watched him leave the dining room. With a beautiful woman as a guest
and with a family of six now in, the household’s atmosphere had changed drastically

from the quiet, routine rule of a mostly absent single man like Gordon Smythe.

09:30 (London Time)
67A St James’ Place, London

Neville Black had a last look at his pocket watch, then decided that it was
opening time and pocketed back his watch before leaving the back room of his gunsmith
store and walking to the entrance door to unlock it. To his surprise a young woman was
waiting on the sidewalk in front of his store, looking through the facade window. Female

customers were a rarity indeed in any gunsmith store. She came in as soon as Neville
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unlocked the door, exchanging a polite greeting with him before avidly looking around
his display cases. The woman, wearing fine jewels and being very tall for her gender,
was quickly attracted to the counter displaying pistols. Moving to that counter, Neville
cleared his throat to attract her attention.

“Ahem! Are you looking for something in particular, miss?”

‘I am!” she replied in a clear, agreeable voice. “Do you have any American-

made Colt revolvers, sir?”
That made Neville raise an eyebrow in surprise: very few of his customers knew about
Colt weapons, them being so new. She must have heard stories about them from
someone returning from the United States. Moving to the end of the counter, he bent
down and fetched some guns from the lower tablets.

“You are in luck, miss: | acquired a few Colt models from Mister Colt himself
when he was exposing his guns at the 1851 Great Exhibition. | can’t say that they are
big sales items, though. | sold only one of them in three years.”

“That’'s because your other customers didn’t know a good pistol when they saw
one.” replied resolutely the woman, nearly getting Neville to make a remark of his own
on women and guns. He did manage to keep it to himself, though, and was about to
present each of the Colts to her when she surprised him again. Pushing a whoop of
delight, she took hold of a particular gun and smiled with satisfaction.

“A Dragoon! Excellent! Do you have a second one like this, by chance?”

“Uh, | have a few others in my back store.”

“Then, bring three more Colt Dragoons, if you have that many, sir.”

“Three more, miss?” said Neville, having a hard time believing his ears.

“Yes! | need two for a friend of mine and two for me. If you have the reloading
accessories and any tools that go with them, then | will take them too, along with at least
500 percussion caps, six cans of fine grain powder and a reserve of already molded .44
caliber bullets, Minié type if possible.”

“Good God, miss! Are you planning on attending a war?” exclaimed Neville. He
then found himself the target of the woman’s unflinching green eyes.

“As a matter of fact, maybe, sir.”

Deciding that he didn’t want to antagonize further that customer, Neville went inside the
back store and got her extra revolvers, percussion caps, accessories and bullets.

Putting the lot on the counter in front of the young woman, he smiled to her.
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“l guess that | will have to get more of these from the United States now. Each
gun case for the Colt Dragoons include a spare six-shot cylinder, by the way. Anything
else, miss?”

“Yes! | will need holsters, both belt and saddle types, for these guns, along with
belts and ammunition pouches.”

“Then, this way please.” answered the gunsmith while pointing at a corner of his
shop where leather products were displayed. The woman followed him there and
examined the items as he described them.

“These holsters here will fit your Colt Dragoons. You also have here various
types of belts and pouches that will go with these holsters. What waist size is your
friend, miss?”

She eyed Neuville critically before answering.

“He’s taller than you but has about the same waist size as you, | would say.”

“Then this one should fit him.” He said while grabbing a belt and adding it to the
holsters she had selected. The woman grabbed a few matching pouches as well, then
shocked Neville by taking another belt and trying it around her own waist after slipping
two Colt Dragoon holsters and two pouches on it.

“This will do just fine for me.” she pronounced resolutely, ignoring the gunsmith’s
stunned look. “Do you have fighting knives as well, sir?”

“Knives? Uh, yes miss, right here.”

The woman looked for a moment at his knives display and quickly decided on a huge
American Bowie hunting knife. Taking it and its scabbard, she then smiled at him.

“Well, | think that I'm nearly done here. Since you got Colt revolvers, would you
also happen to have models of Colt-Paterson revolving carbines or rifles?”

“In fact, | do, miss, but to be frank they sell even less than Colt revolvers. They
have a bad reputation for unreliability and accidents.”

“Oh?” said the young woman. She then concentrated for a moment and frowned
with apparent frustration. “l can’t remember anything about that, but you certainly must
know better than me about it. Could | see them anyway?”

“Certainly, miss.” said the gunsmith, who walked behind his counter and took two
rifles from a well filled wall rack, putting them on the counter in front of Jeanne and
pointing at each weapon in turn while speaking.

“First, | have this Colt-Paterson Model 1836 revolving cylinder rifle. It has a

caliber of .69 inch and has a seven-shot cylinder. The weapon above it is a Colt-
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Paterson Model 1842 carbine. Its cylinder can hold eight shots of .55 caliber. The main
complaints about those Colt-Paterson weapons are their unreliability, their tendency to
spit lead and hot gases from the gap between the barrel chamber and the front of the
cylinder and the possibilities of having chain firing, when all chambers ignite at once
when you fire a shot.”

“Those are serious problems indeed, sir. Are those complaints founded in your
opinion, though?”

‘Well, the lead and gas spitting is definitely a problem in these weapons,
especially in the bigger, more powerful .69 caliber. The reliability could be better but, in
the hands of a caring professional, these guns can be devastating, even if they are a bit
fragile. As for the problem of chain firing, | believe that it is due to the fact that many
shooters are not careful enough to cover with grease the front of the loading chambers
once the powder and balls are in place. These weapons are by the way the only
production repeating long guns you will find on the market now, anywhere. If you are
looking for heavy firepower, then those are the things you want.”

The woman nodded while eyeing the two guns, then grabbed the smaller, .55 caliber
carbine and examined it from up close.

‘Do you have a set of spacer gauges, sir? | would also need a tool set for
dismantling this gun.”

“Uh, sure, miss!” replied the surprised gunsmith before going into his back store.
He was back after two minutes with the gauges set and the tools, putting them on the
counter. The woman first checked with the gauges the spacing between the face of the
loading cylinder and the back of the barrel. She was apparently unimpressed by what
she saw.

“The spacing is effectively quite large. It will lose quite a lot of energy from the
powder through that gap.”

“l could always fit a thin plate to diminish that gap, miss. It would be maybe half
a day’s work.”

“You could, sir?” asked the woman, smiling. “Could you as well fit a flash guard
plate around the lower half of the cylinder, so that my left arm is protected during firing?”

“Certainly, miss. In fact, that modification is one that is often requested with
those weapons.”

“Perfect! Let me just finish my inspection of this carbine and | will then pay for

my acquisitions.”
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Watched closely by the gunsmith, the young woman quickly dismantled the carbine, then
checked the internal mechanisms before reassembling the weapon, all the while
showing the assurance and flair of a person expert in gun handling. She finally looked
and smiled at the gunsmith.

“I will take this carbine, sir. If you have spare cylinders, | will take them as well,
along with a full accessories kit, two cans of powder, one can of percussion caps and
what you have in .55 caliber Minié bullets. | will come back on Friday to pick up the
carbine once you have a filler plate fitted to it. You may add up my bill now.”

“Yes miss!” said the happy shop owner, who then went to his cash register and
added up her bill. The young woman didn’t flinch when he told her that it all came to a
total of a bit over 37 Pounds Sterling, a sum many Londoners would find quite
impressive, it representing months of salary for an average worker. The woman actually
added even more to that bill, selecting a pair of leather saddlebags in which she stuffed
her new acquisitions, minus the carbine. She then left the store, the heavy bags slung
over her right shoulder. The shop owner watched her walk away from a window, then

shook his head in amusement: that woman had to be his most unusual customer ever.

11:28 (London Time)
Private study, 14 Belgrave Square

Gordon sighed with relief as he closed the accounting book and put down his
pen. He always hated doing his household accounting, finding it boring and making him
feel like a cheapskate. However, as his mother kept telling him, Sir Charles Smythe
would not be part of the top shareholders of the prestigious East India Company if he
had neglected his accounting chores. Gordon was putting back on the lid of his ink
bottle when someone knocked on the door of his study.

“Come in!”

His heart accelerated when Jeanne stuck her head inside, a charming smile on her face.

“Hi, Gordon! | have a few things for you with me. Could you close your eyes for
a minute?”

“Sure, my love!” replied Gordon, closing his eyes and straightening in his chair, a
smile of anticipation on his face. If the few days with her had taught him something, it
was that Jeanne loved making other people happy, a trait that only endeared her more

to him.
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“You can look now.” said Jeanne from behind him after a moment. Doing so,
Gordon saw two closed wooden cases now sitting in front of him on his desk.

“What are these, Jeanne?”

“Open them and look!” she answered in an encouraging tone. Gordon did so,
revealing two big revolvers and their accessories. Taking one of the revolvers, he
examined it with growing happiness.

“A pair of six-shot pistols. They are real beauties.”

“These are American-made Colt Dragoon .44 caliber revolvers. | also have a few
more things to go with them.”

She then lined on the desk the belt, holsters, pouches, powder and ammunition. Gordon
got up from his chair and kissed Jeanne for a long moment before looking into her eyes.

“These revolvers are magnificent! Somehow | think that my pair of Adams single
shot .577 caliber pistols will take an early retirement. Thank you, Jeanne.”

“Actually, you could say that those guns are as much for my benefit as for yours,
Gordon. They will help you stay alive while in combat and thus also help me keep you.”
His happiness suddenly tempered by those last words, Gordon eyed cautiously Jeanne.

“I suppose that you are referring to that war in Crimea you predicted?”

“You suppose right, Gordon.” she said somberly. “l keep remembering more
details about it all the time.”

“‘Jeanne, to remember something you have to either live it or see something
about it, yet this war still hasn’t happened. What you see must be visions from the
future.”

“‘Maybe that’'s what they are, Gordon. It however doesn’t change the fact that
they make me worry about you. You are too good a man to lose.”

Softened up by her declaration, Gordon stepped to her, hugging her for a long kiss.
When they parted, Gordon sighed while looking into her eyes.
“And you are too good a woman to pull away from, Jeanne. Come downstairs

and let’s have lunch: we have to escort Misses Hatfield to the bank this afternoon.”

13:39 (London Time)
Midland Bank

Prince’s Street, The City
London
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Gordon, Jeanne at his left side and Elizabeth Hatfield behind him, swept his right
arm around as they entered the large main hall of the Midland Bank.

“The Midland Bank, repository of my family’s wealth and the best bank in
London, notwithstanding what the Bank of England across the street may say about it.”
The trio then took place in one of the short waiting lines of customers. Chatting about
the sights they had seen while riding in Thomas’ carriage, now parked outside the bank,
they only had to wait five minutes before their turn at the service counter came. A clerk
in his mid forties, thin and balding, smiled at Gordon and his two female companions as
they stepped forward.

“Good day, Mister Smythe! | see that you had the pleasure of meeting Lady
Jeanne D’Orléans.”

While Gordon froze up, thunderstruck by the clerk’s words, joy filled Jeanne’s face.

“You...you know me, sir? What name did you say again?”

“But...your name: Lady Jeanne D’Orléans. You are our biggest account holder.”
replied the clerk, surprised by their surprise. “Is something wrong, miss?”

“Not anymore!” said Jeanne before hugging and kissing happily Gordon. “l can’t
believe it! I'm finally going to know who | am.”

While hugging Jeanne, Gordon looked at the puzzled clerk.

“We need to see the bank’s director, sir. Tell him that this is most urgent and
important.”

“Uh, yes sirl”

As the clerk hurried to one of the offices behind the service counter, Gordon gently took
hold of Jeanne’s face and kissed her.

“Jeanne D’Orléans: a beautiful name for a beautiful woman.”

Taking her hand, he led her and Misses Hatfield through a wicket and past a few bank
employees desks. They were approaching a wood and tainted glass door when the
clerk who had greeted them at the service counter emerged from that door. Stopping
cold at their sight, the clerk then stepped aside, holding the door open for them.

“The director will see you now, ladies and gentleman.”

Jeanne took the time to slip a gold coin in the clerk’s vest pocket before going inside.

“I owe you a big one, mister. Thank you for remembering me.”

“What did | do to deserve this, miss?” said weakly the puzzled employee, getting
a grin from Gordon.

“Like Lady Jeanne said, you remembered her.”
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He then followed Jeanne and Elizabeth Hatfield inside the office, where the bank director
greeted them and shook their hands. Sir Kenneth Maple was a jovial, rotund man with
long whiskers and moustache. Offering chairs to his visitors, he then took place behind
a huge desk of polished wood, sitting in a leather padded armchair. He immediately
noticed the expectation on the faces of his visitors and looked questioningly at Gordon.

“‘How may | help you today, Mister Smythe?”

“It is Lady Jeanne that you can most help, Sir Maple.” answered Gordon while
putting a hand on Jeanne’s shoulder. He then spent a couple of minutes explaining to
him how Jeanne had become amnesiac and had been sheltered by him. The director
nodded gravely his head at that story, shifting his gaze to Jeanne.

“You were indeed very lucky, Lady Jeanne. You could have been robbed while
unconscious and then end up a lonely, destitute woman without memories. Your fate
could have been quite grim, miss.”

“I know, sir.” replied softly Jeanne, bowing her head. “That’s why | am grateful to
have met such a gentleman as Gordon. This may sound silly, sir, but could you tell me
about myself?”

“By all means, Lady Jeanne. Let me just get your account file first, please.”
Gordon felt Jeanne’s hand search for his hand and then press it anxiously as Sir Maple
left momentarily the office. The director returned within minutes with an inch thick file full
of papers, receipts, account updates and cashed checks, putting the lot on his desk and
sitting down. Taking a particular sheet from the file, he cleared his throat before reading
from it.

“This is the account opening form you filled five years ago when you first came
here. Your...”

“Wait!” interrupted Jeanne. “Could | have something to write all this down first?”

“Of course, miss!” replied the director, then searching in a desk drawer and
taking out a few blank sheets of papers, putting them on the of the desk nearest to
Jeanne, along with an ink bottle and a pen. Jeanne then shifted her chair close to the
desk and dipped the pen’s tip in the ink bottle as Sir Maple resumed his reading in a
slow, deliberate voice.

“As | was about to say, your full name is Jeanne Marie Céleste D’'Orléans. You
were born as Jeanne Marie Céleste de Brissac in Brissac, France, on June thirteen of
1831. You married the Chevalier Pierre Alphonse D’Orléans in the French overseas
Territory of the Guadeloupe in 1846 but your husband died of a tropical fever in 1847
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and you had no children. Both of your parents are dead according to the information you
gave on this form.”

Gordon felt relief on hearing this: Jeanne’s true marital status had been increasingly
bothering him, what with his project to marry her. Feeling much better now, he listened
on as the bank director continued.

“Your official residence in France is listed here as the Hotel de Brinvilliers, at
number 12 Rue Charles-V in Paris. Your official occupation is as founder and head
administrator of a philanthropic organization, the d’Orléans Social Foundation, based in
Paris. From what | know of that organization, it is dedicated to charity work directed at
the poor and the socially disenfranchised. You opened a local office in London last year,
while your foundation has other offices in Italy, Germany and Holland.”

“Good God!” uttered Elizabeth Hatfield, impressed. “No wonder Lady Jeanne
helped me: she could nearly qualify as a saint with this pedigree.”

Sir Maple gave Elizabeth an amused look.

“Actually, many members of London’s high society call her less flattering names,
such as socialist revolutionary, mad visionary and stock market shark.”

“Stock market shark?” said Gordon, not having expected such an epithet for
Jeanne. Sir Maple grinned at that and referred to one of the financial information sheets
in Jeanne’s file.

“That’s right, Mister Smythe. Lady Jeanne seemingly started investing heavily in
the stock markets on her return from the Guadeloupe, both in France and in England,
using the fortune left by her dead husband. She hired an experienced stock trader here,
who regularly comes to this bank to make deposits and withdrawals to and from a
corporate account belonging to her foundation. The rumor at the London stock market,
where | personally trade from time to time, is that Lady Jeanne is the one truly calling the
shots and that her instincts on the trading floor are impeccable. Right now, Lady
Jeanne’s London portfolio of shares and bonds is valued at approximately one and a half
million pounds, while her personal account at this bank actually stands at a meager 873,
912 pounds. Lady Jeanne also has of course another bank account and stocks portfolio
in Paris rumored to value over four million pounds in total. | have here the bank address
and account number in Paris.”

While Jeanne recovered quickly from her surprise and then scribbled down all that
information on paper, Gordon’s mind boiled up: Jeanne’s fortune eclipsed by far that of

his own family and actually made her one of the richest women in Europe, if not the
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richest. Sir Maple gave Jeanne the address of her bank in Paris and the number of her
bank account, then spoke cautiously.

“Since you became amnesiac, Lady Jeanne, | should remind you of a point of
British law pertinent to you. According to it, women are not recognized as full legal
persons. Married women in particular have no rights to private ownership, with their
husbands automatically becoming owners of all their possessions on marriage.”

“But, that’s preposterous!” exploded Jeanne with indignation. “You said yourself
that | support a number of charitable works. How am | supposed to continue doing that if
all my wealth is forcibly stripped away from me when | marry?”

Sir Maple gave a cautious look to Gordon before answering.

“For the moment, the British laws regulating the rights of women do not apply to
you, Lady Jeanne, as you are both single and French. If you however marry in England,
those laws will apply, unless you arrange some special legal measures.”

“Such as?”

“You could always transfer the money you have in England to a corporate
account, with you as sole signatory authority for its use. You could also, in the case you
marry in England, have your husband sign a legal waiver leaving you in charge of your
fortune. That last measure would however be open to legal challenges in British courts
and is not foolproof. As for your money in French accounts, it is out of reach of British
law. I'm sorry if | had to raise such a subject and | certainly didn’t want to infer anything
bad about Mister Smythe, who is both a good customer and a personal friend of mine,
but, in view of your immense fortune, | thought it my professional duty to warn you about
these laws.”

“You did well to warn her, Sir Maple.” cut in Gordon, his face sober. “To be frank,
| already proposed marriage to Lady Jeanne after being conquered by her personality,
even though | didn’t know who she was. The last thing | would want to do is to abuse
her confidence and strip her of her fortune. | am ready any time to sign a waiver to my
rights to her fortune if we marry. Your professional honesty is a credit to you, sir.”

Sir Maple nodded his head at that compliment, then looked back at Jeanne.

“Your last account entry dates from last Friday and was incidentally the first one

since January 26 of this year. You took out 600 pounds then and changed some French

Francs as well. | thus presume that you just arrived from France on Friday.”
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“That could be a useful information for later on, sir.” agreed Jeanne politely. “Do
you by chance have an address for me in London? | have no clue where | resided here
before | became amnesiac.”

“Unfortunately, none, Lady Jeanne. You are known to live rather modestly for a
woman of your wealth and use middle scale hotels while in London. | do have however
here the address of the local office of your foundation, along with the names of its local
representative and of your stockbroker.”

“Those | will certainly note down, sir.”

“Finally, I can tell you that you have a vault safety box in your name here, miss.
Would you have with you your box key by chance?”

“Wait a minute!” replied Jeanne, frantically taking out her purse and searching
inside it. She shouted in triumph as she took out a small key attached to a key ring and
showed it to the bank director. “Could this be it, sir?”

Kenneth Maple grinned after examining the key.

“This is definitely one of our safety box keys. This is decidedly your lucky day,
Lady Jeanne. If you will now excuse me for a moment, | will go get your deposit box.”
The director then left the office for a second time. Jeanne hesitated a bit, then counted
out 200 pounds out of the remaining cash left in her purse and handed it to a stunned
Elizabeth Hatfield.

“You would make me very happy if you would add this to the account you are
about to open, Elizabeth. There is plenty more where it came from.”

After some hesitation, the widow took the money, tears filling her eyes.

“Lady Jeanne, you are simply too good to be true. How could | ever repay your
kindness?”

“By raising healthy and happy children, Elizabeth.” said Jeanne softly. Gordon, a
lump in his throat, rose from his chair and gently took Elizabeth’s right arm.

“Please come with me, Misses Hatfield. | will escort you to the service counter
so that you can open a savings account.”

He then bent down and kissed Jeanne as he walked by her.
“You are the best woman any man could hope for, Jeanne. | love you!”

“I love you too, Gordon.” she replied before returning his kiss.

Jeanne used the time taken by Gordon and Elizabeth at the service counter to

continue copying down select information contained in her bank file. The two came back
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just before Sir Maple, who was carrying a large, flat steel box and a booklet in his hands.
He gave first the booklet to Jeanne and put the safety box in front of her on the desk.

“This is your new bank account book, Lady Jeanne. A clerk is now preparing
your new checking book, which should be ready soon. Do you want a private room to
examine the content of your safety box?”

“No sir. | am with people | can trust.”

Maple bowed at the compliment. Jeanne then inserted her key in the lock of the box
and, after a slight hesitation, turned it and held her breath as she raised the lid. Gordon
involuntarily bent forward to look inside the safety box, as did the director and Elizabeth.
Jeanne first extracted a large, decorated wooden box. Next were a booklet and a
leather holder. Her hands trembled as she opened the holder and unfolded the large
velum sheet inside, which bore an official seal.

“A French passport... My passport! | am now officially a person.”

Nobody spoke as Jeanne took the time to control her emotions. Her voice was more
firm when she looked at the booklet.

“A bank account book in my name, from the Banque de Paris. Let's see the

wooden box now.”
Grabbing the box and fully opening its lid, she got a concert of admiring gasps, including
from herself: inside was a full set of jewels worthy of a royal person. Taking out a large
diamond and emerald necklace, Jeanne held it around her neck, smiling at a
mesmerized Gordon.

“So, how do | look?”

“Just irresistible, my dear Jeanne.” said Gordon, meaning it. This was turning
into a true fairy tale for him. Putting back the necklace in the jewel box and closing the
box, Jeanne put it back in the safety box but kept her passport and Paris bank account.
Folding the sheets of paper she had scribbled on, Jeanne put them in an overcoat
pocket and shook hands with the bank director.

“Sir, | owe you a big one today. | will not forget this.”

“It was my pleasure to be of help, Lady Jeanne.” replied jovially the fat man.
“Let’s go see if your checking book is ready before you leave, though.”

Leaving his office with his three visitors, Maple led them to an employee’s desk while
carrying Jeanne’s safety box under one arm. Getting the now ready checking book from
the clerk, the director handed it to Jeanne before heading to the bank vault, where he

put back in place the safety box while Jeanne watched him. After a last round of
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handshakes with the director, his visitors started heading out of the bank. As they were
passing the wicket separating the employees area from the public area, Jeanne
suddenly turned around and went to the clerk who had recognized her, kissing the
stunned little man on the cheek.

“I owe you my name and my fortune, mister. Thank you again.”

Jeanne then walked out with her amused companions, holding Gordon’s arm. Once out
on the sidewalk, she flashed a happy smile to Gordon and Elizabeth.

“Well, how about finding a suitable place to celebrate this, my friends?”

“Uh, | don’t want to be a killjoy, Lady Jeanne,” said apologetically Elizabeth, “but
I’'m due soon to breast-feed my little Harry.”

Jeanne grinned and shrugged at that.

“Then, we will buy something quickly and celebrate at home. Harry must not be
made to wait for his milk. By the way, Elizabeth, please call me simply Jeanne. |
believe that | am a very informal woman.”

“Thank you, Lad... uh, Jeanne.”

“That’s better!” said Jeanne cheerfully, patting Elizabeth’s shoulder.

15:06 (London Time)

14 Belgrave Square, London

Both Judith and Clara sighed with relief when Elizabeth Hatfield arrived home
with Lady Jeanne and their master. Taking four year old Thomas, who had been playing
horsy, off her back, Judith got back on her feet and hurried to Gordon, taking the box
and bags filling his hands. On her part, Clara gratefully gave a crying Harry to Elizabeth.

‘I changed him and tried everything to calm him down, madam, but I'm afraid that
he is hungry.”

“No need to apologize, Clara. | will take care of that right away.”

The young widow, little Harry in her arms, then disappeared in the kitchen. Clara,
helping Judith with the bags, saw the content of one of them.

“French champagne? May | ask what we are celebrating, sir?”

“You may, Clara.” said Gordon happily while passing an arm around Jeanne’s
waist. “We are celebrating the rebirth of Jeanne Marie Céleste D’Orléans, born Jeanne

de Brissac, the richest woman in Europe and now my fiancée.”
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He then told the two maids what had happened at the Midland Bank. Both servants then
hugged and kissed Jeanne in turn, sharing her joy. Taking the large box they had
brought with them, Jeanne offered it to Mary, smiling tenderly at the small girl.

“This is for you and your brothers and sister. | will let you take care of the
distribution.”

“What is it, Lady Jeanne?”

“‘Chocolate!” answered the French woman, starting a rush on the box by
Elizabeth’s children. By the time Jeanne had put the children under control and lined
them up for their ration of chocolate, Gordon had fetched four champagne flutes. He let
a radiant Jeanne pop open the first bottle and fill the glasses, two of which went to the
delighted maids. Raising his glass high, Gordon looked at the three women around him
in the lounge.

“To my fiancée, Jeanne Marie Céleste D’'Orléans, and to happiness!”

“Cheers!” replied the women before sipping from their glasses. Clara then timidly
looked at Gordon.

“When are you going to announce your engagement to your parents, sir?”

“Saturday, at the reception thrown at the family estate. Before, though, me and

Jeanne are going to make a short trip to Paris: Jeanne has business to take care of

there.”

“Paris!” said Judith dreamily. “How | would love to see and visit it.”

“You will have your chance soon, Judith.” replied Jeanne, smiling with malice at
the maid.

19:58 (Paris Time)
Wednesday, March 15, 1854
Hotel de Brinvilliers, 12 Rue Charles-V

Paris, France

“What a trip!” sighed Judith as she stepped out of the coach with Gordon’s help.
“Thomas’ carriage to Dover, a boat trip across the Channel, then this coach ride from
Calais. My bum feels like stone.”

“I'm sure that you could find yourself a nice Frenchman to massage feelings back
into your bum, Judith.” Said jokingly Jeanne. The young maid, wearing her best dress

for this trip, smiled but did not reply to that: while pretty and still only 21 years old, she
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had been raised by strict, conservative parents and had not slept with a man yet.
Looking up at the beige stone facade of the building in front of which their coach had
stopped, she examined the two storey residence quickly. It occupied half of a block and
had a wide arched entrance gate meant to accommodate horses and carriages that
gave access to a private courtyard. As soon as their luggage was unloaded from the
coach, Jeanne led Gordon and Judith to the large carriage gate giving on the street.
Taking out her set of keys, she had to try three keys before getting the good one and
unlocking the pedestrian door in the carriage gate. Bringing their luggage with them
inside the tunnel leading to the inner courtyard, Jeanne unlocked a side door that gave
on the tunnel. The trio stepped inside a wide entrance lobby with cream-colored walls
and a large staircase with forged hand railing. Two lit oil lamps illuminated the lobby,
telling Jeanne that someone was in the building.

“Y a t'il quelqu’'un®?” She called in French. After a few seconds, they heard light
footsteps upstairs and a tiny young oriental woman then appeared at the railing at the
top of the staircase. She smiled at the sight of Jeanne and spoke a few words in a
language Gordon had never heard before. Jeanne hesitated for a moment, then replied
in the same language. As both women engaged in an animated conversation, Gordon
examined with curiosity the newcomer. She looked very young indeed, probably no
more than twenty years old, and stood at most five feet tall. Her slim, graceful body was
enhanced by a long, beautifully embroidered red and gold silk dress that earned an
admiring look from Judith. She had long, silky black hair that went down to her waist
and a tiny nose that enhanced her youthfulness. Overall, Gordon found her beautiful.
Jeanne then turned sideways to look at him and Judith.

“Gordon, Judith, this is Li Mai, my personal assistant. Unfortunately she speaks
only French and Chinese, so | will have to play translator between you. Please follow
her to the bedrooms, so that we can drop our luggage.”

Gordon locked back the main entrance door before grabbing his two suitcases and
climbing the curved staircase behind Judith, Jeanne and Li Mai. Once on the upper
floor, they followed a hallway lined with doors that made a ninety degree turn after fifty
feet. Li Mai finally stopped and opened a door, speaking briefly to Jeanne in Chinese,

who in turn spoke to Judith in English.

®Y atil quelqu'un? Is there anybody?
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“This will be your room during your stay, Judith. Just drop your bags and take off

your overcoat, then we will tour the rest of the residence with Li Mai.”
Judith did as told, entering a fair-sized bedroom that was very comfortably furnished. Li
Mai lit an oil lamp for her while she took off her wool overcoat and hung it inside a closet.
Then following the Chinese girl and Jeanne, who kept translating Li Mai’'s words in
English, she and Gordon toured the upper floor, which had a high ceiling that further
enhanced the impression of spaciousness of the residence. The place, while not
extravagant in terms of luxury like some of the British manors Judith had seen, looked
and felt very comfortable, with thick carpets, tapestries and well-padded furniture
everywhere. It also had a strong historical flavor, being decorated with innumerable
pieces of antique weapons, armor, furniture and artwork. Jeanne’s bedroom, apart from
being quite large, made Gordon and Judith feel like they had been thrown back to the
Middle Ages, with its canopy bed, large fireplace and medieval style furniture. In
contrast, the private study was furnished with magnificently sculpted lacquered wood
Chinese furniture and decorated with ancient pieces of oriental artwork and weapons.
As for the main lounge, where Jeanne finally invited Gordon and Judith to sit with her
and Li Mai, it had the looks of an ancient Persian palace lounge. Going to an antique
sword hanging above a fireplace, Gordon passed a hand on it, admiring its leaf-shaped
bronze blade.

“How old would be this sword, Jeanne?”

She approached him and gave a quick look at the weapon.

“Greek, Achaean Period. Probably dates from the Fourteenth or Fifteenth
Century before Christ. The age and good condition of this blade would make it nearly
priceless.”

Gordon gave her an awed look.

“Then you really must be an archaeologist to own such a piece.”

“It seems s0.” she replied in a subdued voice while looking around her. “l see
here antiques that most museums would kill to get their hands on them. Take that
Egyptian bronze hand mirror over there: it must be over 3,000 years old. That little clay
cylinder on that shelf is a Sumerian seal and is probably even older than the Egyptian
mirror. The funny thing is that | feel completely at home around those pieces of
antiques, as if | lived with them all my life.”

“Talking of home, do you have only a single servant for such a large residence?”

“Uh, let me ask Li Mai about that.”
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After a lengthy exchange with the Chinese girl, Jeanne faced back Gordon and Judith.

“It seems that | gave a few days off to my other employees. According to Li Mai,

| help a lot with house chores...when I’'m not traveling, which seems to be often. | also
help serve my guests when | throw private receptions and discussions for intellectuals,
artists and scientists.”
Gordon nodded in appreciation at that: Jeanne had more than proven by now that she
was a very intelligent and extremely well educated woman. She was also very liberal-
thinking by any standards. She was definitely a far cry from the often empty-headed
snobs that seemed to populate much of the British aristocracy. Gordon then eyed the
young Chinese woman, who was sitting on large Persian cushions.

“And your Li Mai, how did you find her?”

Jeanne had to ask the maid again, translating her story as Li Mai spoke.

“Li Mai is an orphan who was picked up at a young age by French missionaries
in Beijing, in Northern China, and educated by them. A French Army captain fell in love
with her when she was fourteen and married her. He brought her with him back to
France but died shortly thereafter of cholera, leaving Mai alone and desperate. | found
her begging in the streets five years ago, the target of pimps and abusers, and helped
her by offering her a job as my personal assistant. It seems that | trained her to be a
hostess for my guests, who apparently love the exotic touch she brings to my receptions.
Talking of reception, how about a little snack and drink after this long trip?”

“That sounds like a good idea, Jeanne.”

“Good! Let’s find the kitchen, then.”

The four of them then walked out of the main lounge, stepping into an adjacent
dining room through a connecting French double door. Despite being used to work in
the quite luxurious surroundings of the Smythes’ home, Judith opened her mouth in
admiration at the sight of the fine China and crystal ware displayed in glass shelving
units around a large dining table made of polished and sculpted mahogany wood. Going
down to the kitchen, which was connected to the dining room by a wooden staircase,
they found it quite large, with both a large fireplace, a bakery oven and a wood stove.
The kitchen was impeccably clean, sporting stainless steel kitchen ware and marble top
counters. It also contained a small table for informal meals, around which Gordon and

Judith sat while Jeanne and Li Mai prepared a frugal assortment of bread, cheese,
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pickled fish and dry sausages. Judith was stunned to see Li Mai sit with them
afterwards. Her facial expression prompted a smile and an explanation from Jeanne.

“This may look most unusual to have my servant eat with me but | am a very
democratic woman. To me, everyone is equal, without regards to race, sex, social
status or religion.”

‘I remember that Sir Maple told us that many in the high society of London
supposedly call you a socialist revolutionary and a mad visionary.” said Gordon while
pouring himself a cup of red wine. “You truly seem to honor those terms, Jeanne, not
that it bothers me, though.”

“Thank you, Gordon. You are indeed a tolerant and comprehending man, the
way | like them.”

Gordon smiled at that, having seen her wink to him. Li Mai then said something to
Jeanne, prompting a quiet exchange between the two of them. Jeanne finally looked
back at Gordon and Judith to explain what had been said.

“Li Mai told me that, apart from my domestic day staff, employees of my
charitable work foundation work out of an office suite on the ground floor of this
residence. | also have a personal mount in the stables opening on the inner courtyard,
along with two more horses for my carriage.”

“Could | go see those horses after this?” asked Gordon, who had a keen interest
in horses, as was fitting for a cavalry officer. Jeanne smiled and nodded.

“| also would want to see them, as my amnesia left me with no souvenirs of them
and as | also love horses. That will also give us an excuse to finish touring my

residence.”

After chatting and eating together for twenty minutes, Jeanne helped Li Mai put
away the leftovers and clean the dishes, prompting Judith into helping them. They then
left the kitchen, guided by Li Mai, who first showed them the offices used by the
D’Orléans Social Foundation. Jeanne took some time there to review the papers in the
‘in” and ‘out’ baskets on the desk of the executive secretary, in order to acquaint herself
with the latest business handled by her foundation.

“I will decidedly have to have a serious chat with this Mister Jacques Leblanc. |
hate to be ignorant of what my foundation does when so much people are touched by its

good works. Just from those papers here, it appears that my foundation is supporting in
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Paris a school for poor girls, two orphanages and a shelter for abused women. | also
see a transfer of funds to cover the buying last month of shares of the Minié Company.”

“The Minié Company?” said Gordon, surprised. “But that's the company that
provides the new ammunition for the rifles of the British Army.”

‘It also provides the bullets for the French Army as well.” added Jeanne,
thoughtful. “If what | believe about the Crimean War is correct, that company is going to
make a fortune by providing ammunition for the French and British armies during that
war.”

‘And so will you, by buying in advance shares of that company.” said Gordon,
somber. “And your foundation bought these shares before England and France became
implicated politically in that war. Your visions of the future apparently helped you
become rich.”

“l do not use my fortune for my own benefit, Gordon, and you know it.” protested
Jeanne, raising her voice. “You know what kind of living standard | could be enjoying
with the money | have? Hell, | could have a palace the size of Versailles if | wanted to.
Yes, | do not live like a pauper either but part of the success of my foundation depends
on maintaining social and political contacts at various levels and | thus have to maintain
a minimum level of social decorum. If some good can be done out of that war, which |
can’t stop or prevent, then | will do it.”

“‘Jeanne,” said softly Gordon, “don’t take me wrong. | am not blaming you for
how you make your money or how you spend it. In fact, | approve of it. Let’s forget this
financial business for the moment and let’s visit the stables.”

“You're right.” said Jeanne, sighing. “Not remembering anything about myself
and what | did in the past is really annoying and irritating me.”

“No wonder!”

Locking back herself the door to the office suite, Jeanne then collected a lit oil
lamp and followed Li Mai outside to the three large carriage entrance doors opening on
the inner courtyard, Gordon and Judith behind them. Entering the first one through a
small door set in the large double doors, they found that garage occupied by a carriage
parked in it, with various spare harnesses and carriage parts stored in it as well. Gordon
noticed at once the unusual design of the carriage. While the passenger cabin of the
carriage was luxurious and comfortable, as expected from the carriage of a rich lady, the

structure and suspension system were nothing like Gordon had seen before. Instead of
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the leaf spring suspension common on carriages everywhere, this carriage had coil
spring suspensions on all of its four wheels. Furthermore, each wheel was attached to
one of four independent half axles. The main structure was also based on a metallic
tubular chassis supporting a lightweight shell. Gordon scratched his head on seeing
that.

“This is the strangest carriage | have seen yet, Jeanne. | suppose that you had
something to do with its design, since you have visions of strange mechanical things.”

“You are probably right, Gordon.” said Jeanne while examining a small plaque
screwed to the chassis of the carriage. “l see here that this carriage was built here in
Paris by a local carriage shop. | will have to visit it soon to find out the story about it.”
They then used an inside door connecting the garage with the next one, finding two
horses occupying stalls well provisioned with hay, grain and water. Li Mai spoke briefly
in French with Jeanne, who then translated for Gordon and Judith.

“Li Mai says that these are the horses for my carriage. Their names are
Clémentine and Hercule.”

“Hello, Hercule.” said Gordon, caressing the head of the stallion near him. It was
a healthy and strong Arabian horse, like the mare in the other stall. Both horses seemed
guiet and docile animals and obviously enjoyed the attention. Jeanne and the others
next went into the third and last garage, again using an internal connecting door. That
garage housed one brown horse and a small, two-seater buggy. The buggy was as
unusual as the larger carriage in the first garage and also used coil spring independent
suspensions and tubular chassis construction. The big brown mare occupying the stall
next to the buggy watched them quietly as Jeanne, Li Mai, Gordon and Judith examined
the buggy. Gordon found the buggy surprisingly light, being able to lift one side with little
effort.

‘I decidedly like this design. Being this light, it must be quite fast and
maneuverable.”
Gordon next went to the mare, who eyed him quietly as he caressed her head.

“And what is the name of that beauty, Jeanne?”
Li Mai again answered through Jeanne.

‘Pegasus. It is my personal horse. Li Mai says that she is a very intelligent

animal.”
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“She appears so.” agreed Gordon while passing a hand on the right side of the
horse. Jeanne, standing close to the head of the mare, saw that the animal was staring
at her insistently and caressed its forehead.

“Hello, Pegasus. We will have to reacquaint with each other soon. You will have
to excuse me if | don’t remember you.”

The horse raised its head at those words, as if it had understood her. Intrigued, Jeanne
looked into the animal’s eyes.

“You seem to be a bright beast indeed, Pegasus. It shall be a pleasure to ride
you again.”

Gordon then came to her, a smile on his face.

“Well, this was certainly interesting, especially your carriage and buggy. Shall we
continue the tour of the ground level of your residence?”

“By all means! Let me ask Li Mai about what is left to see.”

She conversed in French with the Chinese woman for a short while before looking back
at Gordon.

“There is still my personal exercise room and a small workshop used by my
handyman to see. My exercise room is supposedly well equipped and quite spacious.”

“Let’'s see it then!” said Gordon enthusiastically. With Li Mai again leading the
way, the four persons left the garage, watched by Pegasus. A few seconds after the
door of the garaged had closed, the horse silently floated up a foot from the ground, then

disappeared in a flash of white light.

15:08 (New Zealand Time)
July 9, 2980 B.C.E.
Main residential tower, main Time Patrol base

Future site of Auckland, New Zealand

Rina Tonen ‘B’, on duty as the officer in charge of the space-time transit hall, was
not a little alarmed to see a brown robotic horse appear alone on arrival pad number six:
robotic horses were programmed to jump space-time with the agents they were
assigned to and did otherwise only in case of emergencies. Running from her control
desk to the horse, the giant ex-Imperium woman gave it a short, concise order.

“Identify and report!”
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“‘Robotic mount Pegasus, assigned to field agent Nancy Laplante ‘B’. | just
arrived from March 15, 1854 Paris. Nancy ‘B’ returned from a solo trip to London in an
apparent state of amnesia and accompanied by two unknown British persons.”

“Amnesia?” said softly Rina, not liking this one bit. “How severe did that amnesia
appear to you, Pegasus?”

“She didn’t remember me, her name or even the layout of her Paris residence.
Her maid Li Mai had to guide her around. | attempted discreet radio contact with Nancy
‘B’, including on the emergency frequency, but got no answer. Her mental brainwaves
showed some disturbances and anomalies. Physically she seemed in good state.”

‘Damn! Alright, Pegasus, come to the control station and | will download your
recorded data on your last encounter with Nancy ‘B’.”

The robotic horse trotted at once to the control station, where Rina Tonen connected
Pegasus to her computer via an optical fiber cable she plugged in a hidden port inside its
left ear. While the video, sound and mental wave data was copied into her computer,
Rina called at once Mike Crawford, the chief of operations of the Time Patrol, to pass

him the bad news: this definitely classified as a major emergency.

22:19 (Paris Time)
Wednesday, March 15, 1854
Hotel de Brinvilliers, 12 Rue Charles-V

Paris, France

Jeanne, about to go to bed for the night with Gordon, opened the closet of her
bedroom to hang her dress but then froze: the closet was nearly full of female clothes
that seemed made to fit her. She burst out laughing, surprising Gordon, who was also
undressing for the night.

“What? What do you find funny, Jeanne?”

“‘My clothes! | am having Mister Meir make five dresses in a hurry for me in
London and | have here a closet full of dresses and other clothes. Let’'s see what | have
in here.”

Sifting through the closet, she selected and took out a few dresses and items of clothing
so that Gordon could see them, putting them on the bed. Jeanne suddenly shouted
triumphantly and pulled out of the closet a magnificent sky blue ball dress studded with

pearls, holding it against her and smiling at Gordon.
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“Do you think that this would do for your parents’ reception on Saturday?”

“‘Do? My dear Jeanne, you will be sensational in this.” said Gordon, sincere.
Grinning at his response, she laid the ball dress on the bed, then kept foraging through
the closet. At one point she frowned and took out a red dress with pleated skirt,
examining the bottom part.

“What is this? It looks like a normal dress but the skirt is split in two at crotch
level to form a sort of trousers with wide legs.”

‘1 don’t know, but it should be perfect for you to ride.” said Gordon without
thinking. His words made a sudden look of revelation dawn on her face.

“A riding dress! Of course! | would still look like a proper lady but wouldn’t need
to use that stupid Amazon riding position. | wonder if | was the one who came out with
this design.”

“You probably did, Jeanne. Itis an ingenious idea indeed.”

“Thank you, my love! | see in there five more riding dresses, so | must ride quite
regularly.”

She then gave a malicious look at Gordon, who was now down to his shorts.

“Talking of riding, | have some projects involving you tonight, Gordon.”

23:52 (Paris Time)
Master bathroom

Hoétel de Brinvilliers

After a last bought of cuddling and lovemaking with Gordon, Jeanne left the
masterbedroom to go into its adjacent bathroom, while Gordon went to sleep, utterly
burned out but happy. The moment that Jeanne, wearing a bathrobe, closed the door of
the bathroom behind her, a small cylindrical object appeared in the air close to Nancy
and glued itself to her belly. Before Nancy could react, a brief white flash of light
enveloped her and she suddenly found herself inside what appeared to be some kind of
metallic compartment. The moment that she appeared, a man wearing a sort of gray
uniform approached her slowly, both of his hands up.

“Don’t panic! We are friends of yours. Your true name is Nancy Laplante and

you are one of us.”
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Jeanne looked quickly around her at first, her eyes stopping briefly on the two bald, giant
women standing a few paces away with a young redhead woman and a tall, powerful
man. She then looked with suspicion at the man who approached her.

“How the hell did you get me here? What is this place anyway?”

“This,” said one of the two bald giant women while stepping forward, “is the Time
Patrol scout ship TEEN TEAM 2, commanded by your friend Ingrid Weiss here. Nancy,
you are one of our field agents, sent to this century under a false identity to study in
detail this time period. My name is Farah Tolkonen, Chief Administrator of the Time
Patrol. To my right are Mike Crawford and Miri Goshenk and the man facing you is
Fernand Brunet, your direct superior and assault squad leader in the Time Patrol.”

“The...the Time Patrol?” Said hesitantly Nancy, making Farah nod once.

“Yes! Nancy, what | will tell you now may hurt you in view of the love you
showed towards the man you call Gordon: you have already two children, both boys.
One is your natural son from the famous musketeer d’Artagnan, with whom you are still
in love, while your second son was adopted by you in Ville-Marie in 1655.”

Nancy was frozen by those words for a moment, then slowly sat on the deck, sobbing.

“No! It can’t be! | love Gordon and want to marry him.”

That was when Miri Goshenk hurried to her, kneeling in front of her and gently taking
hold of her hands while speaking softly.

“Nancy, you still can love Gordon if you want to. You just need to know that
others love you deeply too. | will help you remember them all again.”

A flash of white light then enveloped the whole cargo bay for a fraction of a second
without causing any apparent effect on its occupants, except for making Nancy tense up
and look around her.

“‘What was that?”

“That was our scout ship jumping space-time back to our main base, Nancy.
Once...”

“YOU ARE TAKING ME AWAY FROM GORDON?” shouted at once Nancy in an
angry voice while jumping on her feet. She then grabbed Miri’s uniform collar. Before
she could do more, a yellow stun beam from Fernand Brunet’s pistol struck her, making
her stagger on her feet. Nancy surprised Fernand by showing enough remaining
stamina to start charging him, forcing him in shooting her a second time. Nancy then
collapsed at his feet, knocked out. Fernand looked down at her, shaken by her fierce

reaction.
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“Hell, she must really love madly that guy. You saw how she reacted at once
when she understood that we were taking her away from Paris?”
Miri, also shaken by Nancy’s reaction, nodded sadly.

“Yes, and it won’t make her recovery easier, | can tell you right now. Do we
really have the right to deny her this love?”

“And what about the love of her sons Charles and James for her, and that of
d’Artagnan?” replied Farah. “Poor girl! She will find herself in an impossible situation.”

“So, what do we do now with her?” asked meekly Ingrid Weiss, hurt by the plight
of her friend. “All this was probably through no fault of hers.”

‘I know.” said Farah, sounding discouraged. “Miri will have to do her best with
her. We can only hope that Nancy will recover completely from her amnesia.”

“But, what will happen of that Gordon, Farah?” Insisted Ingrid. “He will be
undoubtedly hurt and upset if Nancy tells him afterward that they can’t continue their
romance because she already has two sons. You know how strict the social
conventions are in the England of the 19" Century.”

“We will find a way to reconcile all of this.” said Farah, sounding more wishful

than certain. “We have to.”

08:02 (Paris Time)
Thursday, March 16, 1854
Hotel de Brinvilliers, Paris

The Sun was well up when Gordon woke up in Jeanne’s big bed. His first move
then was to extend an arm, intent on caressing Jeanne, but his hand found the place
besides him empty. Fully opening his eyes and looking around the bedroom, he then
saw that Jeanne, wearing a bathrobe, was sitting at her private desk, a letter in her
hands. The weak smile she did on seeing that he was awake alarmed Gordon, who
jumped out of bed at once and went to her, kneeling in front of her.

“Is something wrong, Jeanne?”

Nancy, having returned a few hours earlier from seven months of medical treatment and
rehabilitation and now in full possession of her past memories, felt her heart falter for a
moment. She still loved very much that handsome and kind man who had saved her but
she was going to be forced to deceive him and lie to him. The only permissible way out

of her dilemma for her if she wanted to still love him was for her to live a secret triple life:
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one here in the 19" Century with Gordon; another in the 17" Century with d’Artagnan,
with her playing the role of the Marquess of Saint-Laurent; and a third as Nancy Laplante
‘B’, field agent of the Time Patrol and single mother for two young boys. Gordon was
however a man well worth the extra effort. Farah Tolkonen had also seen the practical
side of this and had bombarded Nancy as the specialist field agent of the Time Patrol for
the 19" Century, apart from being already the designated specialist agent for the 17"
Century. That had made Nancy wonder only half-jokingly when she would also have to
find another man to love in the 18" Century and become specialist agent for that century
as well. Looking down into Gordon’s eyes and gently grabbing his hands, she spoke
softly to him after shaking her head.

“Nothing is wrong, Gordon. My memories returned during the night, probably
because the familiar setting of my residence stimulated souvenirs in me. Only a few
small details are still fuzzy now.”

“But that’s great!” said Gordon, sincerely happy for her. “So, what do you
remember now?”

“My life as Jeanne D’Orléans.” lied Nancy. “I now know for certain that | am not
married and that | am free to marry you if you still want me.”

“Want you? Jeanne, | wish for no other woman than you to be in my life.”

Those passionate words brought tears to Jeanne’s eyes, who kissed Gordon tenderly on
the lips and then smiled.

“And | want to continue living with you, Gordon, on one condition.”

“And which one would that be?” asked Gordon, a bit apprehensive.

“That, when we marry, you sign a clause in our marriage contract stating that you
renounce any legal control on my fortune and possessions. | want to be able to continue
administering my charity foundation as | wish and to keep my main residence in Paris.
In exchange, | am ready to provide you with a sizeable dowry on marrying you.”

“Jeanne, | wish to marry you because | love you, not because | want your money.
| also believe that the work of your foundation is worth continuing and even expanding.”
His answer got him another kiss.

“Thank you, Gordon. You are all that a woman could hope for. Let's wash up
and dress, then we will go have breakfast.”

“And what do you have planned for the rest of the day?”
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“I will review the business of my foundation with my employees, then we will go
together tour a bit Paris. | suppose that we will have to take the boat back to England
tomorrow, so that we are able to be in time for your parents’ reception on Saturday.”

“Right! I'm going to shave now. | won’t be long.”

Gordon was effectively cleaned up, shaved and dressed in less than half a hour.
With himself wearing a flannel suit and Jeanne wearing a nice blue city dress made of
fine wool, the couple went to the dining room to have breakfast. To Gordon’s surprise,
apart from meeting there Judith, who was already munching on muffins and bacon, he
found nine young children already sitting around the big mahogany table and eating with
gusto their eggs, bacon and croissants.

‘Good morning, Jeanne!” chanted in unison in French the children, making
Jeanne grin.

“Good morning, children! This is Gordon, a good friend from England. He
doesn’t speak French, so you will have to talk to him through me. Everything is alright
here?”

“Yes, Jeanne!” answered cheerfully the oldest child, a black girl of maybe ten
years of age. Jeanne then looked at Gordon and spoke in English as she took a seat
beside him.

“These are the children of a few of my female employees. They eat and study
here while their mothers work. That way they are not left alone at home and their
mothers can work without worrying about them. | employ two female teachers just for
them and for a few other children selected for their special needs.”

“Jeanne, you must have the heart of an angel.” said Gordon, making her smile
weakly.

“No, | simply do what others should have done if they had placed the good of
others ahead of their greed and selfishness.”

A young Arabic woman then came out of the kitchen and brought a tray with pots of
coffee and tea, along with cups, cream and sugar. Jeanne spoke briefly to her in French
before looking back at Gordon.

“This is Leila Benchetrit, my assistant cook. She is from Algeria. We have eggs,
bacon, sausage, ham, sautéed potatoes, croissants, muffins, cheese, jam and butter

available for breakfast. What would you like?”
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“Uh, that’s quite a selection. | will have two eggs over easy with bacon, potatoes,
croissants and jam.”
Leila took as well Jeanne’s order, then returned into the kitchen after chiding in Arabic a
little girl who was playing with her toasts. Gordon watched the whole scene with
amusement while sipping on his cup of tea: Jeanne’s daily routine seemed quite lively to

him already.

His food and that of Jeanne was served in less than ten minutes by Leila, by
which time two women came to collect the nine children to bring them to their respective
classrooms. The couple ate while chatting quietly about Paris in general and Jeanne’s
social foundation in particular. What Jeanne told him impressed Gordon to no little
degree: if she was to be believed, she held stock shares in many of the most profitable
and promising commercial and industrial ventures in both Europe and the United States.
In turn, much of the profits from her portfolio of stocks were used either to buy more
promising shares and bonds, or financed a multitude of charitable and social help
organizations, mostly on an anonymous basis. Gordon, remembering the awful
conditions he had seen in Tower Hamlets when they had taken Elizabeth Hatfield out of
her life of abject poverty, felt guilt as he realized how much social abuse was hidden
behind the fagade of industrial and commercial prosperity in England. Worse for him
was the fact that he belonged to the privileged class that benefited from the cheap labor
of so many people. He however could tell himself in good conscience that he had
always treated his own employees with generosity and fairness, while he believed
himself to be a competent officer who truly cared for his soldiers. In contrast, too many
aristocrats had bought at high prices their officers’ commissions and had proved to be
utterly incompetent in the business of war, apart from treating their men little better than
slaves. Gordon then saw the look of near awe Judith was giving to Jeanne. The young
maid was obviously struck by her revolutionary ideas and practices, which would be
surely considered politically dangerous by many aristocrats and politicians in England.
That made Gordon ponder how his own parents would react on learning about Jeanne’s
social activities. His father, Sir Charles Smythe, was a major shareholder of the East
India Company and of a few other companies and was quite rich, even though his
fortune paled compared to that of Jeanne. Gordon however honestly believed his father
to be a good, generous man who simply had a good flair for business. He would thus

probably approve of the charity work done by Jeanne. As for his mother, Lady Carmelia,



164

things were a bit more complicated. While a good-natured woman, she was also a lot
more class-conscious than her husband and could be at times unnerving with her
shobbishness. She was also politically quite conservative, thus putting her in a direct
collision course with Jeanne’s socialist ideas. Gordon finally decided to keep discreet

with his parents about the full extent of Jeanne’s social work.

Once they were finished eating, Jeanne and Gordon, followed timidly by Judith,
went downstairs to the office suite used by the employees of the D’Orléans Foundation.
There, Gordon was presented first to Jeanne’s executive secretary, a mature man
named Jacques Leblanc with whom he felt at ease at once, then to the two female
secretaries present. On Jeanne’s demand, Jacques Leblanc reviewed his current
dossiers with her and Gordon, spending a good hour to do so. That hour was enough to
sink into Gordon the true extent of Jeanne’s charitable work and how readily she spent
most of her fortune on it. Jeanne’s business and administrative savvy also struck him,
while an overwhelmed Judith could only listen on in awed silence. Gordon couldn’t help
think that his father would love talking business with Jeanne, knowledgeable
businesswomen being truly a rarity in England. Jeanne’s beauty of course would add to
that enjoyment. Once she was satisfied that she was fully up to speed with her affairs
and had given precise directives to Jacques Leblanc, Jeanne got up from her chair and
smiled to Gordon and Judith.

“‘Well, enough about business! Since we will have to leave for England early
tomorrow, | better use the limited time left to us here to show you Paris. This will be a

good pretext to take out my carriage and exercise my horses a bit.”

17:08 (London Time)

Saturday, March 18, 1854

The Smythes Manor

Twickenham, 8 miles west of London

England

Sir Charles Smythe looked again nervously at his pocket watch while standing
under the porch of his three-story brick manor: nearly all of his guests had arrived and
his son had yet to show up. Carmelia, who had been greeting guests inside, joined him

briefly outside, obviously getting worried.
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“Any sign of Gordon yet?” she inquired while looking down the manor’s access
road through the light rain and growing darkness. Her husband shook his head in
irritation.

“No, and he will hear me whenever he shows up.”

“‘Don’t be too harsh on him, dear. Maybe the rain delayed him.”

‘With yesterday’s storm | would have understood, but he will prove a poor cavalry
officer indeed if such a light pour as the actual one can delay him.” fumed Sir Charles.
Carmelia gave him a cautious glance before going back inside, leaving him and two foot
servants under the porch. After another ten minutes, Sir Charles was ready to give up
on Gordon when he saw a carriage turn on the access road, closely followed by a
second one. To his hidden disappointment, the first carriage disgorged three French
aristocrats living nearby in self-exile since the 1848 proclamation of the Republic in
France. Out of the second carriage came the Earl of Cardigan. Knowing the
quarrelsome nature of his last guess, Sir Charles greeted his French guests as quickly
as good manners permitted, then faced the earl, shaking his hand vigorously.

“Aah, my good Lord Cardigan! How nice to see you in such splendid shape.
Your presence at this reception truly honors me, sir.”

“‘How could | refuse an invitation from such an illustrious man as you, Sir
Charles?” replied with satisfaction the major general, flattered. Sir Charles made a
forced smile then: he had in reality little regard for that pompous incompetent but the
man was after all Gordon’s brigade commander and had to be treated according to his
rank, even if that said rank had been purchased instead of earned.

“Thank you again for coming, Lord Cardigan. Please come inside so as to
escape this cold rain.”

“With pleasure, Sir Charles.”

The cavalry officer, escorted by a foot servant holding an umbrella, then entered the

manor, leaving Sir Charles still waiting for his son outside.

Another carriage turned on the access road as the two previous carriages, now
empty of passengers, rolled towards the stables. To his relief, Sir Charles soon
recognized Thomas, Gordon’s foot servant, at the reins of the incoming carriage. His
son, decked in his best uniform, jumped out as soon as the carriage came to a stop,
then held the door open to let a tall young woman come out. Sir Charles forgot the

recriminations he had saved for his son as soon as he could detail the young woman,
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who wore a splendid, pearl-studded blue ball dress and a fabulous set of jewels. Nearly
as tall as Gordon, her face reflected both intelligence and strength of character, apart
from being beautiful. While a foot servant held an umbrella over her, Gordon happily
presented her to his father, holding her left hand as he spoke.

“Father, this is my fiancée, Lady Jeanne D’Orléans. Jeanne, this is my dear
father, Sir Charles Smythe.”

‘I am truly pleased to meet you, Lady Jeanne.” Said Charles while kissing her
right hand. “l...”

What Gordon had said then fully registered.

“Did you say that she is your fiancée? And how come you know her full name?
Does she remember her past now?”

“I will be happy to explain everything to you, Father.” replied patiently Gordon.
“Could we get out of the rain first?”

“Uh, of course!”

Letting the couple pass first, Sir Charles followed them inside, where servants took their
dripping coats from them. Taking off his coat as well and giving it to a servant, Charles
detailed with growing admiration Lady Jeanne. Her ball dress exposed her shoulders
and had a deep cleavage that enhanced her firm, generous chest. Taking his eyes off
her chest with difficulty, Charles eyed discreetly the jewels she wore. The matching set
of diamond and emerald tiara, necklace, earrings, broche and bracelets was probably
worth more than the Smythes Manor. Standing besides Gordon, she truly looked like a
princess or even a queen.

“My God, Lady Jeanne, you are truly...royal!”

“Thank you, Sir Charles.” she said in a clear, agreeable voice while curtsying.
“Please call me simply Jeanne.”

“Then Jeanne it will be.”

Charles then faced Gordon.

“So, how about a few explanations, my son?”

“I will be too happy to comply, Father. Our big luck came when we went together
to the Midland Bank to open an account. It turned out that Jeanne, who was recognized
by one of the bank clerks as well as by the director, already had a fat account there. We
found as well in her bank safety deposit box her French passport, as well as her Paris
bank account book. We then decided on a short trip to Paris in order to visit her

residence there. Fortunately, the sights inside her home helped Jeanne remember fully
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who she was. She is actually a philanthropist and a generous contributor to a number of
charitable works, both on the continent and in England. By the way, I'm really sorry for
arriving so late: yesterday’s storm delayed our passage back to England.”

Charles patted the shoulder of his son, smiling.

“That’s not important, Son. Let’'s announce the good news to your mother.”

Sir Charles then whispered a few words to his majordomo, standing at the entrance to
the main lounge. The man then knocked the tip of his cane three times on the floor and
shouted as Gordon and Jeanne entered the lounge, hand in arm.

“CAPTAIN GORDON SMYTHE AND LADY JEANNE D’ORLEANS!”

Sir Charles, a few paces behind the couple, saw his three French aristocrat guests look
sharply at Jeanne when her name was announced. Their looks were not very friendly
either. Deciding to clarify the matter without delay, he walked casually to the trio, letting
Gordon guide Jeanne to Carmelia. The three French, a teenage boy, a mature woman
and an old woman in her seventies, returned his bow as he stopped in front of them. Sir
Charles faced the young Prince of Orléans, who didn’t possess much apart from his title
now that the French monarchy was out of power.

“Pardon me, sir, but could | presume that Lady Jeanne is linked to your family?”
The prince, trying without much success not to look with hostility at Jeanne, answered
after a short hesitation.

“She claims our family name through a distant cousin of mine who had an estate
in the Guadeloupe. We first heard of her when my father received a letter from my
cousin eight years ago, announcing in it that he had just married a young lady named
Jeanne. Then, a year later, that woman arrived in France with the news that my cousin
had died of a tropical fever and had left everything he owned to her. My father’s lawyers
checked her claims thoroughly but she had unimpeachable documentation and even
knew intimate details about my cousin.”

“So, what happened then?”

“What happened?” replied the young prince, getting agitated. “She used the
money she got from my cousin, which should have come to my family, for various
investments and speculations.”

“‘How did she do in that, sir?” asked Sir Charles, genuinely interested by now.
The prince sighed and lowered his eyes.

“She actually proved to be a very shrewd speculator, | have to give her that. She

may live rather modestly but we know that she is quite rich by now.”
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“A woman wearing such jewels can’t be modest, Louis!” retorted the prince’s
grandmother and ex-queen of France. Sir Charles managed not to call her the hypocrite
she was and excused himself with the prince, bowing at the trio before leaving them to
their champagne cups and appetizers. He found his wife Carmelia in conversation with
Gordon and Jeanne in a corner of the lounge. She smiled happily at him as he
approached.

“Charles, did you hear the good news?”

“l did, my dear: Gordon told me on arrival. Uh, just out of curiosity, Lady Jeanne,
could | ask how much is your financial worth? You may make a good venture partner for
improving our family assets.”

As an answer, Jeanne got close to him and whispered in his ear. Carmelia saw her
husband’s face reflect utter surprise then.

“l...I see!” said Sir Charles with difficulty. Gordon then jumped in the
conversation.

“Father, Mother, me and Jeanne have decided to get married before the end of

this month. As we are of two different faiths, we intend to make it a civil marriage, with a
simple ceremony at my London house. | would like to have your approval for this.”
Sir Charles stared for a moment at Gordon and Jeanne as the couple held hands
together, smiling. What he had heard of Jeanne up to now had favorably impressed him
and she was certainly a beautiful woman. To have his son marry the richest woman in
Europe, even if that fact was not public, would be positively fantastic. He was sure
though that Gordon was not marrying her for her money.

“Gordon, this may be quite sudden but | will be delighted by such a marriage.”

“You chose well, my son.” added softly Carmelia before kissing in turn Gordon
and Jeanne on the cheek. “I hope that you will stay after the reception?”

“We were in fact planning to stay for a day or two, if you don’t mind of course.”
said Gordon.

“Stay as long as you want.” replied Sir Charles, grinning. “You did bring some
luggage, | hope?”

“Our bags are in my carriage, Father.”

“Then | will get a couple of servants to bring them in. In the meantime, you may

want to present your new fiancée to my guests and enjoy the reception.”
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“Please, Sir Charles,” urged suddenly Jeanne as the host was about to walk
away, “could you have a servant take out of my wicker chest a lyre and a lute | brought: |
would like to play some music for your guests.”

“You play the lyre and the lute, my dear?” asked Carmelia, agreeably surprised.
“You do have many talents indeed.”

“Thank you, Lady Carmelia.” said Jeanne, smiling modestly.

“She also sings like an angel...in a dozen or more languages.” added proudly
Gordon, getting his parents’ eyes to widen.

“That | must see and hear!” exclaimed Sir Charles. “I will make sure that Jeanne
gets her instruments.”

“And | will make sure in the meantime that our guests are being properly served.”
added in turn Carmelia before leaving the young couple to themselves. Gordon then
looked around the main lounge. There were about forty other guests, a few of them in
military uniforms, mingling around the large room while servants circulated in the midst
of them, bearing platters of drinks and appetizers. A four-man band sat in a corner,
providing a soft background of classical music. Taking Jeanne’s hand, Gordon
discreetly pointed at one of the uniformed guests.

“l believe that it would be appropriate for me to present you first to my brigade
commander, Major General Lord Cardigan.”

To his surprise, her face hardened at the mention of Cardigan. She then whispered to
Gordon while drilling the general with her eyes.

“Do we really have to speak to that infatuated martinet, Gordon?”

“You know him, Jeanne?”

“Let’s say that his reputation is not exactly a shining one.”

Looking at Cardigan, then back at Jeanne, Gordon sighed while gently pulling her by the
hand.

“‘He may very well be a bad commander, Jeanne, but he is still my commander
and a guest of my father. Could you be civil with him for a moment?”

“Alright, I will turn up my hypocrisy factor for this reception.”

“That’'s my girl! By the way, he likes to be called ‘General’.”

“If you say so.” she replied, then pasting a smile on her face as they walked

towards Lord Cardigan.
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Cardigan was conversing with a fat baroness when Gordon and Jeanne stopped
besides them. One look at Jeanne made him all but forget the plump aristocrat facing
him. Quickly acknowledging Gordon’s presence, he then kissed Jeanne’s right hand.

“| see that the good captain has impeccable tastes, miss. Let me present myself:
Major General James Thomas Brudenell, Earl of Cardigan.”

“‘Pleased to meet you, General.” said Jeanne as warmly as she could force
herself to do. “l am Lady Jeanne D’Orléans, Gordon’s fiancée.”

Lord Cardigan raised an eyebrow in interest then.

“Then | could hope to see you again, possibly at the Winchester Barracks, Lady
Jeanne?”

“Maybe, my good general.”

“If you will excuse us now, sir,” cut in Gordon politely, “I have to present Jeanne
to the other guests.”

“Of course, Captain. Please proceed.” replied amiably Lord Cardigan, kissing
again Jeanne’s hand before the later faced the baroness nearby. After short
presentations with the aging woman, the couple went on towards another group of
guests, with Gordon whispering as soon as they were away from Cardigan.

“You see! It wasn’t so bad after all.”

“Gordon, the man was pleasant because he is hoping to seduce me one day and
bed me. He thinks that he is irresistible to women. Believe my female intuition on that.”
Shrugging his shoulders at that, Gordon then guided Jeanne from guest to guest,
exchanging presentations and pleasantries all the while. He whispered to her again
when they approached the trio of French exiled aristocrats.

"Beware! This is Prince Philippe D’Orléans, Count of Paris, Head of the House
of Orléans and grandson of the late King Louis-Philippe. Beside him are his mother,
Princess Helena of Mecklemburg, and his grandmother and ex-Queen of France, Queen
Marie-Amélie. From the way they are watching you approach, | would say that they
don't like you.”

The trio’s attitude was indeed frosty as Jeanne curtsied in front of Prince Philippe, while
Gordon bowed his head politely.

“Your Highness, may | present my new fiancée, Lady Jeanne D’Orléans?”

The young prince exchanged a quick glance with his mother and grandmother before
looking up at the couple, as he was quite shorter.

“We already know Lady Jeanne well, sir. How long have you known her?”
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“A whole week.” replied Gordon deadpan, making the French look severely at
Jeanne. Princess Helena actually sneered at her.

“So, she is still a fast girl. It didn’t take her long either to seduce our cousin
Pierre Alphonse in the Guadeloupe.”

Gordon repressed his anger with difficulty: this was not the first time that he met the
D’Orléans and their snobbery was really starting to get on his nerves. He drilled
Princess Helena with his eyes while answering in a cold voice.

“Your Highness, Jeanne conquered my heart by being the extremely intelligent,
kind and caring woman she is. She doesn't flaunt her fortune around and is dedicated to
a number of charitable works. | also believe that she truly loves me as well and | intend
to marry her by the end of this month.”

The trio of aristocrats stared at Gordon for a moment, taken aback by his forcefulness.
Prince Philippe then nodded his head curtly.

“If this is your true feeling for her, sir, then | can only wish you happiness
together.”

The three French then walked away to join a group of English aristocrats. Gordon gave
Jeanne an apologetic smile.

“I'm sorry if they were disagreeable to you, my dear. No doubt that they will now
spread nasty stories about you around them.”

“Well, | will have to prove them wrong publicly, | guess.”

Jeanne’s eyes then caught sight of two tall men in foreign military uniforms talking with
each other.

“That officer on the right, isn’t he wearing the uniform of a Russian imperial guard
cuirassier?”

Gordon looked at her with unmitigated surprise at those words.

“You do know your military uniforms very well, Jeanne. Yes, Baron Koslov is a
cuirassier officer and is the Russian military attaché. The one speaking with him is the
Prussian military attaché, Colonel Franz Von Schwarz. Would you like to speak with
them?”

“Absolutely!” she answered enthusiastically at once.

Wading through the guests, the couple soon stopped beside the two military
attachés, who couldn’t help stare admiringly at Jeanne as she bowed to them, giving

them a plunging view down her wide cleavage. Jeanne then surprised them by
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exchanging greetings in both Russian and German, making Gordon roll his eyes in
dismay: if his count was right that made twenty languages in her incredible encyclopedia
of knowledge and abilities. She then switched back to English for Gordon’s benefit.

“It is truly nice to see officers from different nations speaking amicably together
instead of fighting each other. Peace is so much preferable to war.”

“You are right, Lady Jeanne.” replied Koslov. “While soldiers may cover
themselves with glory, war too often brings ruin and misery to a country. | personally
hope that the British crown and the Russian crown will be able to resolve their
differences peacefully.”

‘I hope so too fervently, Baron, even if | am not overly optimistic about the
prospects of peace around the Black Sea. Would you mind telling me about yourself?”

“‘Not at all, Lady Jeanne!” replied the delighted Russian. The four of them were
soon engaged in a group conversation that naturally veered towards military subjects
and military history. Sir Charles, who was standing nearby with other guests, soon
excused himself with them and discreetly joined Gordon’s group, listening with growing
awe as Jeanne went head to head with Koslov in an animated but friendly discussion on
the strategies and tactics of the battles of the Napoleonic invasion of Russia in 1812.
More and more guests around them then caught on to the fact that Jeanne was talking
like an expert soldier and started eyeing her with both surprise and misgivings. Sir
Charles saw that and gently touched Jeanne’s arm.

“Uh, | must congratulate you on your military knowledge, my dear Jeanne, but |
believe that your musical instruments have been brought in and are waiting for you near
the musicians. Would you like to play something for the other guests?”

Jeanne, suddenly catching on to the fact that she was attracting the wrong kind of
attention, grinned and nodded to Sir Charles.

“I would certainly love that, Sir Charles.”

After Jeanne excused herself with Koslov and Von Schwarz and as she made her way
towards the small musical band sitting in a corner of the lounge, Gordon patted his
father’s shoulder.

“Nice move, Father. Sometimes, Jeanne talks and acts much like a soldier and,
while | don’t mind that, others may think that she is not a proper lady because of that.”

“‘Well, now we will see her feminine side...which should be quite nice indeed.”

“You have no idea, Father!” replied Gordon with a grin.
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Jeanne first played her lyre, a small model that was actually more properly
named a ‘bardic harp’ and could be played even when standing. Playing solo a
melancholic tune on her harp, she started singing in the beautiful voice Gordon had
quickly learned to admire and appreciate. Her words were however in some foreign
language that, while sounding nice, was unknown to him and to the other guests. Her
overall performance on her first tune however still attracted sincere applauses from the
guests and from Sir Charles. Jeanne bowed at the applauses and smiled to the crowd
around her.

“What | played was a very old Greek love song from 2,800 years ago. | will now
use my lute to sing a French troubadour song of a more modern variety.”

Switching instruments, she asked for some extra room around her, then started playing
a fast, catchy tune while singing in French and dancing around. That performance made
a grinning Baron Koslov clap his hands to accompany her singing and playing.

“By Saint Peter, this woman could bewitch any man!”

Jeanne apparently heard him and, at the end of her second tune, waved to him to join
her.

“You can dance a good Cossack tune, Baron Koslov?”

“Of course | can!”

“Then accompany me here!”

She then started playing a fiery Russian tune while dancing around. Gordon, like the
others around him, opened his eyes wide when Jeanne, still playing her lute, crouched
and started dancing by alternatively throwing up her legs, showing tremendous stamina
and agility. Koslov made a meritorious effort to follow her but had to give up after a
couple of minutes, out of breath and sweating heavily. Gordon gave him a glass of
chilled champagne as the Russian officer rejoined the ranks of the spectators while
Jeanne kept dancing, singing and playing around.

“Here! | believe that you need to refresh yourself, Baron.”

“Thank you my good Gordon. I'm afraid that | am not as young as | believed.
Your fiancée certainly is in top physical shape, apart from being an excellent musician,
dancer and singer.”

“I have to say that she keeps surprising me every day.”

Gordon then saw the loving look Jeanne was giving him while giving her performance.
Koslov saw it too and whispered to Gordon.

“You, sir, are one lucky man indeed!”
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“‘Ain’'t I!” replied Gordon enthusiastically, having eyes only for her.

17:41 (London Time)
Tuesday, March 28, 1854
14 Belgrave Square, London

“...and whoever has objections to this marriage, speak now or hold your peace
forever.”
The judge looked briefly around the crowded lounge of the groom’s house and, seeing
nobody with obvious qualms about the union, looked back at the couple facing him.

“I now pronounce you husband and wife. You may kiss.”
Cheers went up as Gordon and Jeanne, him in his best uniform and her in a custom-
made white nuptial dress, passionately kissed each other. In the forefront of the
onlookers was a relieved Sir Charles, holding the right hand of his crying wife. The
bride’s gown had proved longer to make and fit than expected, due to Jeanne’s unusual
size, a fact that had delayed the ceremony by two days and caused no ends of problems
in rescheduling the invitations. To further sour things, this morning’s newspapers had
announced that England was, along with France, declaring war against Russia, in
defense of Turkey. Carmelia had cried then, knowing that her only child was probably
going to go to war in a distant place. Now, Carmelia was crying tears of joy at the sight
of Gordon and Jeanne kissing. Moving forward, Sir Charles and Carmelia were the first
to hug and kiss the newlyweds, then stepped aside to let the other guests do the same.
Charles thought that at least the announcement of war with Russia was a good
explanation why Baron Koslov would not attend the ceremony: Charles and Gordon
would still have welcomed the military attaché but the Russian was probably busy

packing up for home right now.

Sir Charles’ attention was suddenly attracted to a soldier in uniform being led in
the lounge by Thomas. The man, wearing a Hussars uniform, looked unsure of what to
do, so Charles went to him and addressed him discreetly.

“May we do something for you, Sergeant?”
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“You may, sir.” replied the NCO’, also keeping his voice low. I have urgent
orders to pass to Captain Smythe but | seem to have arrived at a most inopportune
moment.”

“Indeed, Sergeant, but orders are orders. Please follow me.”

“Thank you, sir!” said the grateful NCO before following Charles through the
crowd of guests. Once face to face with Gordon, the sergeant stopped at rigid attention
and saluted crisply.

“Sir!” he said in a loud voice as Gordon returned his salute. “I'm sorry to
announce to you that your leave has been cut short on orders of Lord Paget. You are to
report no later than sundown tomorrow at the Winchester Barracks, ready for field
operations, sir!”

“Do you know why such orders were issued, Sergeant?”

“No, sir, but | know that the leaves in the whole army have been cancelled, sir.”
Gordon then looked sadly at Jeanne, who was fighting off tears.

“It must be about Crimea. I'm sorry, Jeanne: | will have to leave early in the
morning.”

The despondent Gordon then saw a flash in Jeanne’s eyes. Her face hardening with
resolve, she took hold of his hands and spoke out loud in a firm voice.

“Gordon, | will not let you go alone. | will go too to Crimea if you are shipped
there.”

“‘But, that could be dangerous!” protested Gordon. “You could get killed or
contract a sickness.”

“I would much prefer die at your side than to wait in England while you risk your
life daily over there, my love.”

Deeply touched by this, Sir Charles put one hand on her left shoulder.

“That was an answer worthy of a Smythe, Jeanne.”

He then looked firmly at Gordon as the guests around them nodded approvingly.

“‘Don’t leave her, my son. She deserves to be with you, all the way.”
Gordon exchanged a tearful look with Jeanne and spoke in a strangled voice.

“Then we will live and die together, me and Jeanne.”

Cheers rose from the male guests as the newlyweds kissed each other again, while

Carmelia and most of the other women present broke out in tears.

" NCO: Non-Commissioned Officer.
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16:22 (London Time)

Wednesday, March 29, 1854

8™ Hussars regimental barracks
Winchester, County of Hampshire
Southern England

“‘Sergeant-Major, | see Captain Smythe up the road, riding this way with a
woman.”
Grabbing the regimental roster list, Regimental Sergeant-Major Sean O’Neil got out of
the guard shack located at the entrance to the barracks complex, joining Private Harry
Brooks by the side of the dirt road that led in the complex. Squinting his eyes from the
sudden change of luminosity, the beefy RSM saw that Captain Smythe was effectively
approaching at a trot, followed closely by a tall woman on a brown horse. What then
caught his attention was the fact that the woman was sitting astride her horse and was
not riding Amazon-style, as a proper lady should have done. He soon had a better look
at her as the two riders stopped briefly in front of the guard shack. Coming to attention,
O’Neil crisply saluted Captain Smythe, while Private Brooks presented arms with his
rifled musket. The captain looked to be in his usual good spirits as he returned their
salute.

“Good afternoon, Sergeant-Major O’Neil! I’'m reporting back early from leave, as
ordered. Do you have any directives or orders from Lord Paget for me?”

“Yes sirl You are to report to his office on arrival, sir.”
O’Neil then glanced at the woman, who was dressed with a red jacket and a green skirt
that curiously split in half, which permitted her to ride like a man without being indecent
in the process. Her shapely body and beauty were going to attract many eyes around
the barracks.

“May | ask who is the lady, sir?”

“By all means, Sergeant-Major!” replied Smythe, grinning. “This is my new wife,
Lady Jeanne. Jeanne, this is Mister Sean O’Neil, our RSM.”
To Sean’s delighted surprise, the woman then spoke in fluent Gaelic.

“Pleased to meet you, Mister O’Neil, or do you prefer to be called RSM?”
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“Mister O’Neil will do just fine in your case, madam.” replied Sean, also in Gaelic.
Gordon then exchanged another salute with O’Neil and rode towards the regimental
headquarters, followed by Jeanne. Stopping and dismounting near the entrance to the
headquarters, they both tied their horses to a pole before entering the three-story brick
building. The lobby they entered was decorated with battle trophies and pieces of
regimental mementos. Jeanne looked at the 8" Hussars regimental flag, bearing the
embroidered names of the battles the regiment had fought, her face solemn.

“A proud, distinguished unit indeed.”

Gordon nodded his head proudly.

“And one | am proud to belong to. Lord Paget’s office is on the next floor up.”
Leading the way, Gordon climbed the wooden staircase to the first floor and turned left,
following a wide corridor for about twenty yards before stopping in front of an open door.
The few NCOs and junior officers they met saluted Gordon before ogling Jeanne in her
back. The lieutenant who served as the Aide De Camp to Lord Paget also gave her a
qguick admiring look before speaking briefly with Gordon, then going inside an adjacent
office. The ADC soon came back out, letting Gordon in Lord Paget’s office while inviting

Jeanne to sit and wait.

Lord Paget was a small, aging man with graying hair and a large moustache.
Gordon knew that, despite his age and time in the service, the aristocrat had no
experience of real war, having purchased his commission and successive ranks. He
was however a mild-mannered gentleman, in contrast to Lord Cardigan, and greeted
Gordon warmly.

“Aah, my good Smythe! Please, have a chair.”

Taking the seat offered by his commander, Gordon sat rigidly as Paget went on.

“I'm dreadfully sorry to have had to cut your leave short, especially in view of
your marriage, but Lord Raglan has ordered all leaves to be cancelled. He has also
notified a number of army units, including our own, to be ready to depart for the Black
Sea area.”

Gordon stiffened then: up to now, Jeanne’s predictions were decidedly proving to be
flawless. That, along with her visions of advanced machines and weapons, kept raising
gnawing questions about her in Gordon’s mind. While he loved her deeply and believed
the feeling to be mutual, he was starting to wonder what her accidental amnesia may still

be hiding from her mind. His few days at the Smythes Manor with her had demonstrated
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to Gordon that Jeanne was not only thinking often like a professional soldier: she also
had proven that she could shoot both pistols and rifles like a top marksman and also ride
a horse as if she had been born in the saddle.

“Do you know when we could be leaving, sir?”

“Details are still sketchy, but | expect the regiment to sail within a month, maybe
as soon as two weeks time. What | want from you, Captain, is to make sure that B
Troop is ready in all respects for a military campaign around the Black Sea, and this as
soon as possible.”

“B Troop will be ready, sir!” replied firmly Gordon, attracting a satisfied smile on
Paget’s face.

“I know it will, Captain. Do you have any questions before you are dismissed?”

“Only one, sir. You know that, according to the Queen’s Regulations, about six
wives per hundred men can accompany a unit in a campaign. My new wife, Lady
Jeanne, desires to accompany me in the oncoming war and to serve as a field nurse and
ambulance driver. | would be most obliged if you would permit her to do so.”

Lord Paget stared at him for a moment, not a little surprised.

“But...that could be a most hard and grizzly job. Is she sure that she really wants
to do this?”

“You can ask her personally, sir: she came with me and is waiting in the next
office. As for her abilities and toughness, | can vouch that she would be most fit for the
job, sir.”

“Then, | would very much like to speak with her, Captain.” said Paget before
shouting towards his ADC’s office. “Lieutenant Campbell, please send the lady in!”

The moment Jeanne stepped in, Gordon saw Paget’s face soften as he looked up and
down her tall, fit frame.

‘I am told that you wish to accompany this regiment as a field nurse and
ambulance driver, madam. You do realize the dangers and hardships of such a position,
| hope?”

“l do, sir!” she replied, coming to attention. “l have a good knowledge of
medicine and first aid, am an excellent rider and know how to drive a wagon. | also
know how to live in field conditions, sir.”

Her firm reply and stance seemed to impress Lord Paget, who nodded his head in

appreciation.
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“In that case, consider yourself on strength of this regiment as a field nurse as of
today. Go see the regimental surgeon first, then visit the paymaster, so that he can put
you in his books.”

“Thank you, sir! Your comprehension is much appreciated, sir.” said Jeanne,
grinning. Paget then looked at Gordon.

“You are dismissed as well, Captain. You can escort your wife around for now.
Be ready with a roster of the men fit for field duty in your troop by tomorrow morning.”

“Yes, sir!” shouted Gordon, shooting up from his chair and saluting. Lord Paget
watched in amusement as both the captain and his wife did a simultaneous about turn
and walked out single file at a regulation pace. Lady Jeanne Smythe promised to be a
very interesting cat indeed.

Leading Jeanne out of the headquarters building, Gordon followed its eastern
facade towards a small building that appeared to have been built as an afterthought.
The nearer they got to it, it certainly looked neglected enough to Jeanne.

“This is the infirmary?” she said in a dismayed tone.

“What passes for one, unfortunately.” replied Gordon, embarrassed. “Funds for
medical care are quite scarce and have been so for many years. The regiment, like the
rest of the army, had to make do with very limited resources in nearly everything.”

As they were about to enter the infirmary, Jeanne noticed that half of the windows were
broken and were either boarded up or crudely covered with cardboard. She also nearly
tripped on a broken step of the entrance’s wooden stairs.

“Well, | know now where to spend some of my fortune.”

“Wait!” replied Gordon, deadpan. “You haven't seen all of it yet.”

Once inside, Jeanne was able to see that the building was a near ruin, with rotting floor
planks and ceiling beams and with whitewashed brick walls showing cracks. It was now
evident to her that the so-called infirmary was nothing more than an old converted
stable. Seeing her scandalized expression, Gordon led her straight to a small room next
to the entrance, where they found a frail young man sitting on a rickety chair and reading
a medical journal. Apart from a worn suit, the young man wore an overcoat to stay warm
in the cold building, as the stove in one corner was empty. On seeing Gordon and
Jeanne, the young man smiled timidly and rose from his chair, putting the journal he was

reading down on it.
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“Good afternoon miss, Captain Smythe. May | do something for you?” he said in
a juvenile voice. He could not be much more than twenty years old and looked very shy
and unassuming. Somehow, Jeanne took an immediate liking to him. Gordon then
made the presentations.

“Doctor, this is my wife, Lady Jeanne. Jeanne, this is Hospital Assistant Thomas
Farrell, of the Army Medical Department. He took his post here only a few months ago.”

“Fresh from medical school, | presume?” asked Jeanne while shaking hand with
Farrell, who nodded his head.

“Correct, Lady Jeanne. | graduated from St-Thomas Hospital in December and
immediately joined the army, hoping to travel around the World and see exotic places.”
Farrell then swept his arms around, his face reflecting disillusion.

“‘Instead | got...this!”

Jeanne then patted the doctor’s shoulder, smiling in encouragement at him.

“‘Don’t despair, Mister Farrell: you are probably about to see lots of exotic places,
apart from having your hands full of patients soon enough.”

“What do you mean, madam?”

Jeanne looked sharply at the surprised doctor and shook her head.

“Let me guess, Doctor: apart from getting little or no consideration, this regiment
is treating you like a mushroom: that is they keep you in the dark and feed you shit.”

“That’s the story of my short military life, madam.” Replied Farrell, smiling. “So,
what is going on?”

“‘We are going to war against Russia and will depart for the Black Sea within a
few weeks. The good news is that | am accompanying you as a field nurse and
ambulance driver.”

His face reflecting joy, the young doctor looked at Gordon.

“Does this mean that | can be rid of Mister Connors, Captain?”

“Aah, yes, Trooper Connors!” said Gordon, while Jeanne listened on, visibly
confused.

“Who is this Trooper Connors, Doctor?”

“What passes as my medical orderly. Let me show you.”

Leading the couple out of his office, the doctor crossed the hallway and entered a large,
dilapidated room filled with a double row of shoddy beds, each supporting a straw

mattress of dubious cleanliness. Two of the beds were occupied, one by a young soldier
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sporting a big cast around his left arm, the other by a bearded man sleeping and snoring
like a bear. Doctor Farrell pointed at the snoring man.

“That’s Trooper Connors, madam.”

Walking quickly to Connors’ bed, Jeanne bent down and sniffed close to his face before
straightening up, reprobation on her face.

“This man is drunk! Is he still on duty?”

“According to my watch he is, madam.”

Gordon was about to give a rough waking up to Connors when Jeanne preceded him by
taking hold of the side of the drunk’s bed and violently toppling it. Connors, thrown on
his face without warning, woke up with a startle and got up on shaky legs. His angry
look changed to surprise at the sight of Jeanne, then to fear when he saw Gordon.
Jeanne then once again took the initiative, planting herself in front of the trooper and
shouting angrily at him.

“‘Don’t you have duties to perform, Trooper? This infirmary needs a good
sweeping and mopping. Get to it!”

“Yes maam!” said the drunk, his eyes still foggy, before running out of the ward.
While Farrell looked with awed surprise at Jeanne, Gordon had a hard time containing
his laughter.

“‘By Jove, my dear! Should | expect this kind of treatment if | ever displease
you?”

“You better believe it, buster!” she replied jokingly while shaking an index at him.
Then becoming serious, she looked at both Farrell and Gordon.

“Doctor, lots of lives will soon depend on you. The last thing you need is a
drunkard to weigh you down around a battlefield. Gordon, is there a way to get a more
dependable soldier to help the doctor?”

The officer shook his head after thinking for a moment.

“I doubt it very much, Jeanne. Troop officers will not send a good soldier to what
is considered a low priority duty, like infirmary duty. Connors was most probably
assigned here because nobody wanted him. He has already lost his corporal’s stripes
twice for drunkenness and dereliction of duty.”

“‘Damn!” muttered Jeanne, annoyed. “What about some of the soldiers’ wives
who will accompany the regiment to Crimea? Can one or two be assigned to Doctor
Farrell?”

“Uh, probably.” answered Gordon hesitantly, not prepared for her last question.
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“Good! Then we could use up to two women to help the doctor at his future field
dressing station, plus another one to assist me in driving the regimental ambulance, so
that | can patch up wounded soldiers before loading them in our wagon.”

“Uh, there is a problem with that, Lady Jeanne.” said Farrell, obviously
embarrassed. “l don’'t have an ambulance wagon. In fact, | don’t have any horse or
vehicle assigned to the infirmary.”

That got him a look of shocked disbelief from Jeanne.

“Then, how the hell did the regiment expect you to go around and treat the
wounded and sick?”

“The Commissariat representative told me that they would provide something if
and when the need comes.”

“The Commissariat!” spat Jeanne contemptuously. “Don’t wait for anything from
those rule-bound, incompetent civilian bureaucrats, unless excuses are what you are
looking for, Doctor.”

“She’s right, Doctor.” added Gordon glumly. “Unfortunately, the regiment can’t
help you here, since the Commissariat Department of the Treasury Ministry controls
army logistics. | had to buy my own war horse with my personal money, believe it or
not.”

“Bureaucrats!” uttered Jeanne as if it was an insult. She then looked resolutely at
Farrell. “Don’'t worry about infirmary transportation, Doctor: | will take care of it
personally. Do you have any other pressing needs to be filled before you are ready to
do battlefield duty?”

“‘Well, | do have my own set of surgical instruments, but | am short of most
medical supplies. | don’t even have a single stretcher as it is.”

“I will take care of that too. Please write down a detailed list of your needs by
noon tomorrow. | will be going back to London then to place orders for supplies and
equipment.”

Taking out her pocket watch, Jeanne looked at it briefly, then smiled at her husband.

“A quarter past five. How about presenting me informally to your gang of ruffians
before supper, Gordon?”

“As you wish, my dear. Don’t expect geniuses and saints, though.”

“Believe me, Gordon: I've already seen the worst there is before in the past.”



183

Taking time first to bring their luggage to Gordon’s room in the building reserved
for the officers, then to lead their horses to the stables, the couple entered a barrack
block that faced the headquarters building from across a large parade square. While
clean, it became quickly obvious to Jeanne that the building was overcrowded and
lacked even running water. The communal room assigned to B Troop was actually on
the second floor and lodged about fifty men amidst wooden bunk beds and small
personal lockers and chests, with three tables and a few benches and chairs thrown in.
The farthest bunks were actually crudely separated visually from the other bunks by gray
wool blankets hanging vertically over their sides. A corporal that saw them enter then
snapped to attention and shouted.

“‘ROOM!”

The soldier’s shout brought the room’s occupants to a standstill. It also made the heads
of five young children and two women pop out from behind the blanket partitions.
Gordon saw Jeanne’s surprised look and whispered in her ear.

“Those are the families of my married troopers. There are no formal married
quarters for the junior ranks and a simple soldier can’t afford civilian housing. This is
unfortunately the best that can be done for them.”

Gordon then shouted at his men.

“At ease, men! Please gather up in the middle of the room: | have news to pass.
| would also like your wives to join in as well.”

“You heard the captain! Move!” shouted the senior sergeant present. Gordon
and Jeanne soon had 46 soldiers and seven women formed in a semi-circle around
them, with a dozen children of varied age looking on with curiosity from atop bunk beds.
Gordon looked briefly around the crowd before starting to speak in a sober tone.

“As you must know by now, we are at war with Russia because of its attack on
Turkey. Our regiment is expected to sail within a month for the Black Sea, as part of an
expeditionary force that will also include French troops.”

“Blimey, sir! We are going to travel with shiploads of frogs, sir?” asked a young
soldier, starting a round of laughter. Jeanne took a false air of indignation then.

“Et 'Entente Cordiale, merde?”

Laughter redoubled as the private turned red with embarrassment. Gordon shook an
index at him playfully.

“Private Pearson, please be respectful to my new wife, Lady Jeanne, especially

since she may be dressing your wounds one fine day.”
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Becoming serious again, Gordon scanned the faces of his men and of their wives. While
most of the men seemed to take the news of the war in stride, the women uniformly
looked tense and apprehensive now.

“‘My wife Jeanne will accompany the regiment overseas and will help Doctor
Farrell as a field nurse. She is looking for up to three women to assist her in infirmary
work. | will now let her say more on this.”

“Thank you, dear.” Said Jeanne to Gordon before stepping forward and
concentrating her attention on the women present.

“I fully realize how hard separation can be, especially for those of you with small
children. 1 also know about the financial hardships you may go through if left in England.
The oncoming war will be no picnic, though. The Winter weather in Crimea is very harsh
and diseases plague the whole area. You can also expect little or no material support
from those uncaring incompetents from the Commissariat. On the other hand, the three
women who will accompany me to work with Doctor Farrell can expect lots of hard work,
primitive living conditions and heart-wrenching sights. | will need persons with a strong
will, with at least one who can drive a heavy wagon. | would also prefer women with no
children in their charge. | know that a ballot normally decides which of you accompany
their husbands overseas, but | am ready to offer a better way out of your predicament.”
What she said then surprised even Gordon.

“As a strictly personal initiative outside of army rules and customs and out of my
own pocket, | am ready to offer a special war separation allowance to all the wives from
this unit staying behind in England. That allowance will run from the day the regiment
leaves the barracks to until your men come home. If one or more of you are widowed by
this war, then this separation allowance will become a lifetime pension.”

There were seconds of total silence as the stunned British stared at her, digesting what
she had just said. One woman then timidly raised one hand, speaking after Jeanne
nodded her head to her.

‘I don’t want to sound picky, madam, but how much would be this...allowance?”

“One Pound Sterling a week per wife, plus an extra two shillings a week per
child.” Answered Jeanne, smiling. She could nearly feel the wave of relief and joy that
went through the crowd then. The same woman who asked about the allowance grinned
to her.

“Madam, with such a generous allowance you will not get one volunteer to follow

you overseas.”
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“‘Depends!” replied Jeanne, deadpan. “Apart from offering a good field pay, | was
counting to find women dedicated enough to their husbands to follow them to Hell if
need be.”

A stoutly built woman in her mid-thirties then stepped out of the crowd. About five feet
four inches tall and with red hair, her brown eyes looked firmly at Jeanne as she spoke
resolutely.

“'m going with you, madam. | know how to drive a wagon or a mule as well as |
can drive a man and I'm damned if | will let my James down!”

“‘May | have your name, madam?” asked Jeanne, both amused and impressed.

“Sarah Champion, wife of Troop Sergeant-Major Champion. All my children died
of cholera two years ago, so | have nothing to hold me back.”

“l am sorry for your loss, madam. | will speak to you in private afterwards.”
Jeanne then looked at the other women around her.

“Any other volunteers?”

After a short hesitation, two more women stepped forward nearly simultaneously.

“I'm Mary Pearson, wife of Trooper John Pearson.” Said the first one, a young
and pretty blonde. “I will go with you, if my husband agrees to it.”

The young soldier who had made the joke about French troops looked tenderly at Mary
and took her right hand.

“Thank you, my love. | will be happy to know that you are near me.”

Another trooper whispered in the ear of the other woman that had stepped forward, who
then spoke up firmly.

“'m Margaret Ward, wife of Corporal Joseph Ward. | will go as well.”

Jeanne smiled at the slightly overweight brunette in her mid-twenties.
“Excellent! | will speak to you as well as to Misses Pearson and Champion in

private while my husband gets on with his men.”

Leading the three women to the farthest bunk bed, Jeanne invited them to sit on
it, then sat on the bunk opposite from it.

“Before we go further, | must tell you that | married Captain Smythe only
yesterday. As you get to know me, you may find me quite unusual, as | can shoot, ride,
fence and fight better than most men. | also speak a number of languages, including
Turkish and Russian. By the way, please call me simply Jeanne: | am a very informal

woman. Yes, Sarah?”
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“Correct me if | am wrong, mad...uh, Jeanne,” said the wife of Sergeant-Major
Champion, “but | thought that the regiment had no ambulance wagon left. That old
drunkard of a doctor we had until last November smashed the ambulance while driving it
stone drunk. We’ve been waiting for a new one ever since.”

‘I am taking care of that, Sarah. In fact, | will leave for London tomorrow
afternoon to order supplies and equipment for the infirmary, including a wagon and a
light cart. By the way, | will also need to measure you so that | can buy warm Winter
clothes for the three of you.”

‘Why?” then said weakly Margaret Ward, bordering on tears. “Why are you
doing all this for us, miss? Nobody cared about us or our husbands before, save for a
few rare officers like your husband.”

Jeanne thought for a moment before answering softly.

‘I am helping for two main reasons, Margaret. First, | want our husbands to
come back alive and well from the coming war. Giving them proper medical care is one
way to help doing it. By caring for their families left in England, the morale of our men
will be that much higher and their resolve and will to live stronger. Keep this to
yourselves for the moment, but | intend to extend this war separation allowance system
to all the wives of the junior ranks in the 8" Hussars. | also just made my mind to
acquire a number of townhouses in Winchester and to turn them into subsidized housing
units for the families of the soldiers who can’t afford civilian housing. This business of
sharing accommodations in an open barrack room full of single men is both improper
and inhumane.”

“But...all this will cost you a fortune!” protested Mary Pearson, making Jeanne
grin to her.

“That is the second reason why | am helping out: I'm filthy rich and can easily
afford those expenses.”

“How filthy rich exactly, miss?” asked sneakily Sarah Champion.

“Well, | will keep the full extent of my fortune confidential but, as a clue, | can tell
you that the dowry my husband got on marrying me amounted to 100,000 Pounds,
which is mere peanuts to me.”

All three British women then gawked at Jeanne, speechless.

18:13 (London Time)
Dining room, 8" Hussars Officers’ Mess
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Fanny Duberly, wife of Regimental Paymaster Henry Duberly, was having dinner
with her husband at a corner table of the Officers’ Mess dining room when she saw
Captain Smythe enter with a richly dressed young lady. Discreetly getting Henry’s
attention, Fanny then looked at the newcomer while whispering to her husband.

“This must be the Lady Jeanne | heard about from the men of B Troop. God, is
she ever tall!”

“Must be about six feet tall, in fact.” replied Henry after a quick glance. They both
soon could detail Lady Jeanne much better, as Captain Smythe made for the Duberly’s
table and stopped with his wife besides it, smiling down at the couple.

“‘May we sit at your table for dinner? My wife Jeanne has to discuss a few things
concerning payroll.”

“Of course, my good Gordon!” replied Henry cheerfully. “Have a seat, you and

your beautiful wife.”
Fanny had a good look at Jeanne as Gordon Smythe gallantly pulled a chair for her.
Despite being surprisingly wide-shouldered and muscular for a woman, Lady Jeanne
had a most shapely body and a chest that got the undivided attention of Henry,
something that prompted Fanny to discreetly kick him under the table. Lady Jeanne also
wore a set of beautiful jewels with her elegant red city dress. The stories about her
fortune appeared to be true after all. Captain Smythe took the time to call a steward and
order dinner for himself and his wife before speaking again to the Duberlys. That gave
the occasion to Lady Jeanne to present herself in the meantime. While she had a very
slight French accent, Fanny found her English to be flawless. The French woman also
radiated confidence and strength of character and immediately gave a favorable
impression to Fanny.

“‘Well,” said finally Gordon Smythe cheerfully, “here we are! You may have heard
that Lord Paget has agreed to Jeanne coming with the regiment overseas as a field
nurse.”

“We heard rumors to that effect, Gordon.” replied Fanny. “It will be nice to have
another lady coming along with me.”

“You are going overseas as well?” asked an obviously delighted Jeanne.

“Of course! | can’t let my Henry go on his own, can’t 1?”

“True!” said Jeanne, grinning. “Men are like lost children when away from their

wives: they tend to play around. Those old Turkish pashas with their harems of young
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women will probably not be pleased to see the flower of British manhood descend by the
thousand on their land.”

‘“Hmm, a point of view | didn’t think about before, Jeanne. Thanks for the
warning.”

“Ahem!” said Henry, clearing his voice. “So, Lady Jeanne, you are ready to
serve Her Majesty the Queen in the field, all for the fantastic pay of three shillings a
week?”

“Three shillings a week?” exclaimed Jeanne in faked delight. “I'm overwhelmed,
sir!”

Gordon giggled at that, patting Jeanne’s hand.

“‘Don’t listen to her. She probably could buy the whole regiment, lock, stock and
barrel, without denting her fortune. She only needs to be put in your pay books so that
her position becomes official.”

“That’s right.” seconded Jeanne. “l will probably use my pay to help feed and
care for my horse.”

“Is it true that you are going to give a separation allowance to the wives staying
behind?” asked Fanny. Jeanne then stared at her, now serious.

“l see that rumors fly quickly around here. Yes, it is true, but | was hoping for this
to stay low key. | am also paying for three women to come with me to help Doctor
Farrell.”

“May | ask which ones, Jeanne?”

“You may, Fanny. They are Misses Champion, Ward and Pearson. They are
going mostly out of devotion to their husbands, though, a much better incentive than
simply pay.”

“Just out of curiosity,” ventured politely Henry, “how much do you intend to pay
those women?”

“Three pounds a week, plus rations if not provided by those uncaring idiots from
the Commissariat.” answered Jeanne nonchalantly. While her answer made the
Duberly’s choke with surprise, a civilian gentleman eating at a nearby table gave Jeanne
a dark look on hearing her last words. Fanny could swear then that Jeanne noticed the
man’s reaction but ignored him as she went on in good humor.

“Talking of supplies, may | counsel both of you to bring warm clothing with you

for Crimea? The winters there can be very harsh indeed.”
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“But...the war will certainly be over by Christmas.” protested Henry, getting a
dubious look from Jeanne.

“‘Home by Christmas...an old saying indeed but one you should not be putting
much store into in this case. Believe me, sir: this will be one long and miserable war.”
The uneasy silence that followed was broken by the showing up of Thomas Farrell, who
timidly approached their table and saluted the Duberlys and Gordon before handing a
sheet of paper to Jeanne.

“Here is the list of supplies and equipment required for the infirmary, Jeanne, as
you earlier requested.”

Taking the paper, Jeanne looked questioningly at Henry and Fanny.

“Would you mind if Doctor Farrell sits at our table?”

‘He is most welcome to it, Jeanne.” replied quickly the paymaster, who then
looked up at Farrell. “Have you eaten yet, Doctor?”

“Uh, not yet, as a matter of fact.” The young surgeon answered in his mild voice.

“Then please join us for dinner, Doctor.”

“Thank you very much, sir.”

A steward showed up nearly at once to take the doctor's order. Jeanne had finished
reading Farrell’s list by the time the steward walked away.

“What about chloroform, Doctor? Do you have some already in stock?”

Farrell hesitated for a moment, unsure how to phrase his answer.

“In truth | have none, Jeanne, but the medical department is not favorable to the
use of chloroform.”

‘Why? | know about the possible side effects of chloroform but those are
certainly minor compared to the agony of having a limb amputated while fully conscious.
What is your personal opinion about the use of chloroform, Doctor?”

“Frankly, | have not formed an opinion on the subject, Jeanne.”

“Would you mind then if | buy some chloroform?”

Farrell was suddenly conscious that the regiment’'s Commissariat representative, Mister
Grant, was looking severely at him from a nearby table. Jeanne noticed it too and stared
hard at the plump civilian.

“Do you mind, sir?”

Seeing that other patrons of the mess around him eyed him with antipathy, Grant cut
short his meal and, rising from his chair, left the dining room. Fanny Duberly, who had

no love for the civil servant, looked with glee at Jeanne.
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“My God, that's what | would call staring someone down. Are you always this
feisty, Jeanne?”

“You haven’t seen half of her yet, Fanny.” replied Gordon, a big smile on his face.
Farrell then made up his mind.

“On second thought, add chloroform to my list, Jeanne.”

“Good boy!” was Jeanne’s happy reply as she patted his shoulder.

12:41 (London Time)
Thursday, March 30, 1854

8™ Hussars regimental stables

Jeanne gave a last kiss to Gordon as she was about to mount her brown mare,
watched by a few troopers on stable duty.

“You can expect me back in about two weeks maximum. Don’t leave for Crimea
without me, you lovely hunk.”

‘I won't, | promise. Those will be two long, lonely weeks, Jeanne.”

“For me too, love. Wish me luck?’
Taking three quick steps, Jeanne then jumped astride her horse without help, attracting
appreciative comments from the troopers present. Blowing a kiss to Gordon, she turned
her horse towards the stable’s open door and rode off at a gallop. Troop Sergeant-Major
James Champion, who was supervising the stable’s work detail, approached Gordon
and whispered in his ear.

“I didn’t thank you yet for letting my wife come with me, sir. | owe you a big one,
Sir.

“Correction, Sergeant-Major: you owe my wife a big one.” replied Gordon in a
quiet voice. “God, | miss her already.”

“That's the mark of true love, sir.” said Champion before returning to his

supervisory duties.

16:49 (London Time)
Friday, April 14, 1854
Parade square, 8" Hussars regimental barracks

Winchester, England
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‘REGIMENT, ATTEN...TION!”

Four hundred and sixty officers and men snapped to attention at Major William Henry’s
command. Along one side of the parade square were lined up Doctor Farrell, 35
regimental wives and two other civilians designated to accompany the unit overseas.
Only seven soldiers, either sick or on guard duty, were not present on the parade square
for the commander’s address. Pivoting on his heels, Major Henry then marched six
paces forward and stopped in front of the dais on which stood Lord Paget, saluting him
crisply.

“‘Regiment present and ready, sir!”

“Thank you, Major!” replied Paget, saluting back. Henry then marched to the
side of the dais and took position there. Scanning the troops, the lieutenant colonel then
spoke as loud as he could.

“Officers and men of the 8" Royal Hussars! | am pleased to announce to you
that | have received from the brigade commander, Lord Cardigan, our marching orders
for the war. We will leave this garrison with all our horses and our baggage train on the
morning of April 20" and will then ride to Plymouth, where we will board the transport
ships SANS PAREIL and WANDERER. We will then sail on April 22™ for the Black Sea.
Our destination will be the port of Varna, on the Bulgarian coast of the Black Sea. We
should arrive in Varna around early June, weather permitting. The following sub-units
will be part of the overseas contingent.”

Taking a sheet of paper handed to him by his ADC, Lord Paget then read slowly, letting
each sub-unit commander acknowledge the call.

“Headquarters Troop, A Troop, B Troop, C Troop, D Troop, Quartermaster Troop
and Regimental Ambulance. The sub-units staying behind in these barracks will be E
Troop, F Troop and the Regimental Band. The garrison commander here will be
Captain Ramsay Fields as of April 20™. | am sure that every one of you will do his duty
to the Queen to his utmost capacity. God save the Queen! Major Henry, you can
dismiss the troops!”

“Sir!” shouted the major, saluting Paget as the latter left the dais. Marching back
in front of the regiment and stopping at attention, Henry shouted at the top of his lungs.

“‘OFFICERS, DIS...MISSED!...SERGEANT-MAJOR, TAKE THE PARADE!”

“YES SIR!” shouted back RSM O’Neil before taking place in front of the men and

dismissing them with a few quick orders.
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After being dismissed with the other officers by Major Henry, Gordon gathered
with the others along the north side of the parade square to discuss their new orders.
Some of their wives, including Fanny Duberly, soon joined them there. On her part,
Fanny found her husband Henry in conversation with Gordon and with Captain
Lockwood, of A Troop. She listened to them politely until an officer nearby suddenly
spoke up in wonderment.

“What the hell is that?”

Turning her head towards the main gate of the garrison, Fanny watched with the others
the strangest wagon she had ever seen roll through the main gate. Pulled by two big
horses, it had six wheels instead of the standard four, with each wheel being much wider
than normal. Its top half was made of white canvas strung on an oval section framing,
while the lower half seemed made of wood planks backing a metallic framework, the lot
painted green. The word ‘AMBULANCE’ in English, Turkish and Russian was painted in
big red letters on the canvas top. One woman was at the reins of the long wagon, which
was pulling both a small covered cart and two horses.

“JEANNE!” suddenly shouted joyfully Gordon Smythe before running towards the
wagon. By the time Fanny herself got to the wagon a crowd had formed around it, while
Gordon Smythe was kissing passionately his wife. Going around the wagon and
examining it in detail with Henry only made Fanny more curious about it, like many
others around her. Lord Paget himself then showed up, greeted with pride by Jeanne
Smythe.

“Sir, |1 have the pleasure of presenting you our new regimental mobile field
dressing station and your field ambulance, just completed according to my design
specifications.”

Paget had one bewildered look at the big white and green wagon before facing Jeanne
again.

“Uh, the least that | can say is that it is a most unusual design, Lady Jeanne.
Would you care describing it to me quickly?”

“With pleasure, sir! Let’s start with the construction method.”

Going to the right side of the wagon, Jeanne then touched part of the visible metallic
framing.

“The wagon’s main structure is made of hollow steel tubes forming connecting

trusses. This gives both very high rigidity and relative light weight. Bolted to the metallic
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frame is a waterproofed shell made of wood planks, which makes the wagon able to float
and cross streams and rivers if need be.”

“This can float?” asked Paget, incredulous. Jeanne smiled and nodded once.

“It does, sir. There are rubber flotation bags for the horses as well. The top part
of the framing is lined inside by thin wood paneling and on the outside by waterproofed
canvas. The six wheels are made very wide so that the wagon can negotiate deep mud
and snow. The front axle pivots to permit turns, while the two rear axles are fixed. All
the axles are however equipped with independent coil spring suspensions, to give a
smooth ride to any wounded man transported inside. When stopped and operating as a
field dressing station, this wagon can quickly deploy a large tent to the rear, plus two
smaller tents on the sides. Let me show you. Gordon, | will need your help here.”

“Coming, dear!”

Going with Jeanne to the rear of the wagon, Gordon watched her first unhook the cart
and move it out of the way, along with the two horses tied to it. She then undid a few
leather straps holding in place a sort of inverted U-shaped frame structure to which
rolled canvas was attached. She did this on both rear sides, then pulled out two large
steel pins held by thin chains to the wagon’s frame. Next, she extended out with
Gordon’s help the inverted U-frames, which then proved to be mounted on horizontal
telescopic tubing that was part of the wagon’s frame. To everybody’s surprise, the
framing turned into a large telescopic tent that was about twenty feet long and six feet
wide. Jeanne completed the tent’s installation by pulling out the telescopic legs of the
tent’s framing and unrolling the lower canvas parts. After a grand total of four minutes,
Jeanne faced back Lord Paget, pointing at the now fully deployed rear tent.

“Here you are, sir: a field dressing tent ready in less than five minutes and able to
accommodate six stretchers. As you could see, it is also quite simple to assemble.”

‘Indeed! By Jove, | like this!”

“That is not all, sir. Just give me a minute and | will show you.”

Going to the right side of the wagon, Jeanne undid some more straps, then went inside
the wagon through the front. To everybody’s amazement, part of the canvas side soon
folded down, forming in seconds a sort of side tent suspended over the side of the
wagon. Coming out and climbing down, Jeanne pointed at two steel telescopic legs still
folded under the side tent.

“Once deployed, those legs help support the floor of that side tent. There is a

second, similar folding tent on the other side. One will be reserved for Doctor Farrell and
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me, the other for the nurses. The rear half of the wagon can accommodate up to six
wounded on stretchers during moves, while the forward half contains storage lockers for
medical supplies, as well as a small pot-bellied stove.”

Lord Paget scanned the wagon from end to end, then smiled to Jeanne.

“Madam, this is outstanding. Thank you in the name of the regiment.”

“You are most welcome, sir. | do however have one last thing to show you: our
field ambulance cart.”

Going again to the back of the big wagon, Jeanne stood besides the compact four-
wheeled cart parked side by side with it.

“This is a light cart built on the same principles as the bigger wagon, but it is
much lighter and more mobile. It also can float and can carry up to two loaded
stretchers under canvas protection. | intend to use it to pick up wounded soldiers on the
battlefield and to transport those wounded to the field dressing station.”

“Again you amaze me, Lady Jeanne.” said Paget, by now truly overwhelmed.
“How could we ever repay you for this?”

“Simple, sir: by getting me a written safe-conduct signed by the expedition
commander that will guarantee that neither this cart nor this wagon will be requisitioned
by anybody for purposes other than the transportation or treatment of the wounded and
sick.”

“‘Madam, you can count on me to do my best to get you that safe-conduct. Have
a very good evening, Lady Jeanne.”

Gordon went to Jeanne and kissed her as Lord Paget was walking away.

“Jeanne, you are fantastic! How could you have done all this in so little time?”

“Easy! | threw in lots of money, requested and got top production priority at the
Pullman Wagon Company and stood over their backs with a whip in my hands.”

That made both Gordon and the Duberlys laugh. Jeanne then saw Doctor Farrell
standing timidly nearby, with Misses Champion, Ward and Pearson besides him.

“Doctor, girls, come with me! | will give you the grand tour.”

“Can | go in too?” asked eagerly Fanny Duberly. Jeanne smiled to her and took
her right hand.

“Sure! You’re coming too, Gordon?”

“Of course, dear!”
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Thomas Farrell looked like a big kid entering a toy castle as he climbed in the
back of the wagon, using a ladder deployed from under the wagon’s chassis by Jeanne
and entering through a wooden door. A grin appeared on his face at the sight of a
dozen wood and canvas stretches piled in the left rear corner of the wagon.

“Yes! Just what we needed. Would you believe that Mister Grant, our
Commissariat representative, has refused to procure any stretchers, on the pretext that
they are not part of the official regimental kit list?”

“What would it take for him to amend that list?” asked Jeanne in a bitter tone. “A
gun to his head?”

“Hey, that could work!” exclaimed Gordon, making Jeanne smile back to him.

“Maybe | should shoot him and take his place. | would probably save more lives
ultimately this way than as a field nurse.”

“It won’t work!” pronounced firmly Fanny Duberly, deadpan. “They don’t accept
women in the public service.”

“I should have known.”

Giggling from Jeanne’s expression, Margaret Ward pointed at a pile of travel bags and
storage chests in the right rear corner of the wagon.

“What'’s in there? Medical supplies?”

“In the chests, yes. Those travel bags contain our new winter clothing.”

That made Henry Duberly glance dubiously at her.

“You really believe that this war will go past Christmas, are you?”

“You better believe it, sir.” replied Jeanne, dead serious. “If you haven’t got really
warm clothes yet, | will strongly counsel that you buy some before departure. By the
way, Gordon, do you know when the regiment will sail for Varna?”

“We will leave Winchester on the 20™ and sail from Plymouth two days later.”
Answered Gordon before realizing something and looking in amazement at Jeanne.

“Hey! How did you know that our destination is Varna?”

Everybody then stared at Jeanne as she hesitated.

“Uh, simple geography, | guess: Varna is the best port inside the Black Sea and
near Constantinople. It is also close to where the Turks and Russians are fighting each
other right now. This is unimportant anyway. Let’s continue the tour.”

Not really convinced by her explanation, the group nonetheless followed Jeanne through
a canvas curtain partition dividing the inside of the wagon in half. They then found

themselves in an eight by five and a half feet compartment. The head clearance was
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high enough even for Gordon to stand without having to bend his head. Mary Pearson
had a look through the modesty curtain giving access to the still deployed right side tent
and whistled in appreciation.

“Look at this! There is even a real mattress and a bear fur.”

“A bear fur!” Exclaimed Margaret Ward. “What for?”

“A bear fur beats a wool blanket any time in cold weather, Margaret. Now, those
side storage bins, apart from acting as seats, also contain reserves of food, grain, water
and firewood. Talking of firewood, this small pot-bellied stove here, with its brick thermal
insulation around its base, will help us heat this wagon and boil water. For the good
doctor, there are those two large supply cabinets where he can store his medications
and instruments.”

Going to one of the cabinets pointed by Jeanne, Farrell opened it and went through it,
pulling open a number of small drawers.

“This is really well designed, Jeanne. You keep surprising me.”

“Thank you, Doctor.”

“Uh, what is this exactly?” asked Henry Duberly, holding up a sort of brown
leather sleeveless jacket covered with wide cargo pockets that had been hooked to a
wall.

“That’'s a specially-made medical equipment-carrying vest | intend to use while
picking up wounded soldiers on the battlefield. The inside of the shoulder straps are
padded in order to distribute the weight. | will also carry a white apron over it that will
prevent blood stains on the vest.”

‘Including two pistols?” insisted the paymaster, pointing at the two holsters
strapped horizontally to the front of the vest, at belly level. Jeanne nodded slowly,
conscious that the other women were looking at her with questioning expressions.

“Actually, | will be armed with two six-shot revolvers, with which | can assure you
that | am most proficient.”

“Why be armed?” wondered Mary Pearson. “Who would attack a nurse treating
wounded men?”

“‘Russian Cossacks, for starters. The Cossacks are first rate cavalrymen but they
also happen to be extremely undisciplined and most ruthless. If they find a woman with
a wounded on the battlefield, they will most probably kill the wounded first, then rape the

woman before cutting her throat.”
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The women around her gave her horrified looks, while the men’s jaws tightened.

Grabbing her web gear from Henry Duberly’s hands, Jeanne then smiled to Fanny.
“Let’s forget the horrors of war. How about a test ride in my light cart, once we

have returned this wagon to its rolling mode? It will also give a chance to Misses

Champion to prove how good she is at driving a wagon.”

19:57 (London Time)
Officers quarters

8" Hussars barracks

Gordon threw on his bed the two travel bags he had helped Jeanne bring from
the medical wagon, then closed the door of his room and locked it while Jeanne dropped
the two bags she held. Going to her next, he hugged and kissed her tenderly, then
looked her in the eyes.

“Jeanne, I'm proud of you, truly. What you did may save the lives of many of our
men.”

“Saving lives is a reward by itself, Gordon. By the way, you should know that |
enlisted your father’s help in order to provide for the regimental wives staying behind in
Winchester. He will administer my system of allowances and pensions and will also
supervise the running of free housing units for military families in Winchester and the
shipping from England of essential medical supplies to the regiment in Crimea. Being an
old Hussar himself, he was too happy to volunteer for this.”

“You decidedly think about everything, Jeanne. All this good work deserves
some reward.”

Gordon then gently laid her flat on the bed and started kissing her all over while undoing

her clothes.

09:02 (London Time)
Thursday, April 20, 1854
Parade square, Winchester Barracks

Lord Paget had a last look at his regiment, mounted up and ready to go, then

shouted at the top of his lungs.
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“‘REGIMENT, FORWARD...MARCH!”
His order relayed down by his subaltern officers, the long column of cavalrymen, pack
horses and wagons slowly started moving out of the parade square, heading out of the
garrison. Lined up alongside the barracks were the 65 men staying behind, along with
the wives not chosen to accompany the regiment overseas. In contrast to other similar
separations, the mood and morale of both the men of the regiment and of their families
were very high, thanks to Jeanne’s generosity and sense of care. The extent of
Jeanne’s fortune, rumored to be in the millions of Sterling Pounds, had come as quite a
shock to Lord Paget. For such a rich woman to be willing and eager to share the
hardships and risks of a war denoted rare commitment and, as was now widely realized
by all, deep love for her husband. Captain Smythe could indeed count himself a very

lucky man.

Saluting each sub-unit as it paraded past him, Lord Paget bowed his head
politely when Jeanne Smythe, closing the convoy at the reins of her light ambulance
cart, rode past him and saluted him. Lady Jeanne wore one of her now well-known
riding dresses, plus a warm burgundy tunic. Pushing his horse to a gallop, Paget then
rode to the head of the regiment's column to assume the lead out of Winchester,

cheered along by the crowd of well-wishers lining both sides of the road.

23 :18 (London Time)

Saturday, April 22, 1854 ‘A’

Forward deck of the troopship H.M.S. SANS PAREIL
Off the port of Plymouth, England

Having excused herself with Gordon under the pretext of wanting to get some
fresh air on the open deck of their troopship, Jeanne went to a dark corner behind a
deckhouse and, checking first that nobody was in sight, concentrated and ordered
mentally her implanted time distorter to make a space-time jump : she had another life to
go resume in the 17th Century as Nancy Sommers, Marquess of Saint-Laurent, as well
as two boys to take care of. No one on the ship saw her disappear in a brief flash of

white light.
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CHAPTER 5 — VARNA

20:08 (Constantinople Time)
Thursday, June 1, 1854 ‘A’
Port of Varna, on the Black Sea

Bulgaria

“‘Look at all this activity, all these diverse costumes and uniforms!” wondered
Fanny Duberly while leaning against the ship’s side and looking down at the crowded
quay. Her husband Henry, standing beside her in his Hussar’s uniform, nodded his
head and took her gently by the waist.

“You wanted adventure and travel, dear? Enjoy them before the Kkilling starts.
The Captain told me that we will wait until tomorrow morning to unload most of our
animals and supplies, except for a small reconnaissance party that will find and delimit a
campsite for the regiment.”

“Can we at least go down on the quay and do a small walk around town, Henry?
I’'m sick and tired of being on this ship.”
Henry smiled in sympathy at that: the five-week sea trip had been both hard and
uncomfortable, to say the least.
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“That we can do, dear. Let me just advise Major Henry first.”

The paymaster was back a few minutes later as a small group of cavalrymen was riding
off the ship through a large cargo ramp lowered down from a hull side opening. Fanny
watched go out in succession Major Henry, Captain Heneage, Captain Smythe, RSM
O’Neil and Jeanne Smythe, the latter driving her light cart and with Doctor Farrell sitting
by her side on the bench seat. Jeanne was wearing her equipment vest, something that
prompted Fanny to question her husband.

“Henry, what do you think of a woman who goes around armed to the teeth?”
Henry replied slowly while following the reconnaissance party with his eyes.

“‘Normally, not much good, Fanny. However, that French woman is anything but
normal. You saw her during saber and pistol practice, right?”

“Did | ever!” replied Fanny while rolling her eyes. “If she would have been a man,
she would be recognized as fencing champion of the regiment. As for her pistol
shooting, I'm not sure that anyone in Europe can equal her.”

Henry nodded and looked at Fanny with a strange expression.

“Correct, dear. That is not all, however.”

“By God, isn’'t that enough already? I'm getting jealous of her abilities as it is.”

“Well, you remember that mid-March newspaper article about Captain Smythe
killing or wounding four bandits in Hyde Park while walking with Lady Jeanne?”

“‘How could | forget it? It earned him a round of toasts at the Officers’ Mess on
his return to Winchester.”

“Yes, and | went to congratulate him privately afterwards about that. The
problem was that, instead of being flattered, he became deeply embarrassed and
revealed a secret to me on the condition that | didn’t repeat it to anyone. Captain
Smythe didn’t kill or wound those bandits: Lady Jeanne did.”

Fanny was struck speechless for a moment, staring at her husband with utter disbelief.

“That | can’t believe, Henry! No woman could do that, ever, especially when
considering that one of the bandits was a murderer and a man considered very
dangerous.”

“Think what you want, dear.” replied softly Henry, shrugging. “Let’s forget this for
the moment and let’s take a nice walk off this ship.”

Taking the arm he offered her, Fanny followed eagerly Henry down the gangway and
onto the quay. They had to make their way through a crowd of sweating soldiers and

local workers busy unloading cannon balls, shells and other supplies from the ships
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moored to the quay. Finally setting foot on the shore, the couple hesitated on which way
to go until Henry decided to follow a party of French Army officers down a main street of

the port.

Even if the town was a dirty, impoverished one, Fanny found pleasure in being
able to walk around and escape the crowded, smelly confines of the H.M.S. SANS
PAREIL. It also thrilled her to see such various accoutrements and hear so many
languages in one place. In the street they were walking along, Fanny could detail
French Zouave soldiers from Algeria, North African Spahi cavalrymen, Ottoman soldiers
from Egypt, Tunisia and Albania and even irregular Muslim volunteer cavalrymen called
Bashi-Bazouks. She had a glimpse of one of those bearded, ragged men sitting under a
porch and caressing the exposed breasts of an equally ragged camp follower, oblivious
of the passing humanity around him. Henry saw Fanny scandalized expression then
and grinned in amusement.

“War can’t be all work and no fun, dear.”

“Maybe,” replied his wife with a frown, “but don’t count on me undressing in
public like this wretch.”

“Oh, I'm not asking for that much.”

That remark earned Henry a light slap on the back of his head and a snub for the next
few minutes. The couple soon had to cut their promenade short, though, as it was
quickly getting dark. On their return to the ship, they found out that the reconnaissance
party was staying overnight at the regimental campsite. Hoping that this would be her
last night in their cramped ship’s cabin for at least a few weeks, Fanny changed to a
night gown and went to bed. She nearly protested at Henry’'s eagerness when he
cupped her right breast with one hand as soon as she lay besides him. However, the
feeling that his fingers quickly arose in her nipple then reminded her that being married
had its advantages too.

08:21 (Constantinople Time)
Friday, June 2, 1854 ‘A’
H.M.S. SANS PAREIL

Port of Varna, Bulgaria

‘WOAH, BOB!' CALM DOWN?!”
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It took Henry’s firm hands to get Fanny’s horse back under control, so excited the beast
was. Most of the horses about to be disembarked were similarly agitated, anxious to be
free from the confines of the ship. Only the pack mules stayed manageable. While
waiting for their turn to disembark, the Duberlys watched Captain Tomkinson’s A Troop
file off the ship, followed by B Troop, led by Lieutenant Wells. The Quartermaster Troop
was last off the ship, with the medical wagon closing the procession. Driven expertly by
Misses Champion, the big vehicle was transporting as well Misses Ward and Pearson,
plus five other regimental wives who had no means of transport of their own. From what
Jeanne Smythe had told her during their sea voyage about the conditions to expect in
Varna, Fanny suspected that those women would not stay inactive for long. Her heart
pounding with excitement, she spurred her horse to a trot, following Henry’s horse
through the narrow streets of the port.

The regimental camp turned out to be a barren, rocky expanse of ground
measuring about 200 yards to the side and surrounded on three sides by camps for
other cavalry regiments. The free side ran along a small stream, which shoreline was
lined at fifty yards intervals with bright signs mounted on pickets. Intrigued by these,
Fanny galloped to the stream and examined one of the signs, reading it aloud.

“Fresh water source. No urinating, defecating or throwing of waste of any kind

within fifty yards of the water. By order of Regimental Surgeon.”
Looking next around her, Fanny saw Jeanne Smythe’s cart near one corner of the
campsite, with the French woman hard at work nearby digging a hole with pick and
shovel. The medical wagon pulled to a halt near Jeanne’s cart as Fanny stopped her
horse besides the French woman and dismounted. Wearing a light sleeveless shirt, a
riding skirt and cavalry boots, Jeanne was already sweating in the rising heat of the day
as she was shoveling dirt out of a waist-deep hole. Jeanne smiled up at Fanny while
continuing her work.

“Good morning, Fanny. It's going to be a hot day.”

“It certainly will. What are you doing?”

“Digging a latrine for us women. Maybe our example will push our men into
respecting some camp sanitation rules.”

“Uh, | supposed that you are planning something to hide us from the hundreds of

men that will camp around us.”
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“Of course! | will erect a small bell tent around it that will also protect us from
rain. Another tent will be reserved for female bathing and washing.”

“Jeanne, you're a genius!” said Fanny enthusiastically. “Can | help?”

Jeanne looked at Fanny’s ankle-length fine city dress, tunic, embroidered blouse and
fancy hat before smiling apologetically to her.

“| appreciate the offer, Fanny, but aren’t you kind of overdressed for the job?”
Fanny had one quick look at herself and realized that Jeanne was right.

“‘Damn! | didn’t think about bringing informal work clothes with me.”

Jeanne’s smile faded then as she looked with concern at Fanny.

“Did you at least bring warm winter clothes?”

“That | did.” answered Fanny sheepishly. “At first | thought that your were being
over pessimistic about the length of this war. Then | changed my mind.”

Jeanne stopped shoveling for a moment, resting on her shovel as she stared seriously at
her friend.

“May | ask what changed your mind?”

“‘Maybe the way you always seem to be ahead of the rest of us in so many
things.”

Fanny looked downright embarrassed now as she looked down at Jeanne.

“‘Jeanne, at first | thought that you were some kind of rich eccentric with mental
delusions. After watching you for a few weeks, | now realize that you mean business,
deadly serious business. In fact, I'm starting to have more confidence in you than in
many of our officers. | wish | knew how you ended up the way you are, though.”

Jeanne was thoughtful for a moment, then spoke quietly.

“Put it on years of adversity, hard training and continuous self-education. War is
also an old acquaintance of mine. Sometimes | watch those so-called officers who
bought their ranks instead of earning them and am tempted to push them aside and
show them how it's done. However, | do not wish to become too conspicuous,
something that would hinder my job of helping the sick and the wounded and could also
hurt my husband’s career. For that same reason | would ask you to not include me in
your journal. The less known | stay, the better.”

“How do you know that | am writing a journal?” Asked Fanny, surprised. “Only
my husband knows about it.”

“Fanny, just assume that | somehow know more than | should and accept me as |

am.
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Fanny looked at Jeanne suspiciously for a moment, then nodded her head slowly.
“Alright, | will, but you are the strangest friend | ever had.”

“Thanks, Fanny!” replied happily Jeanne before resuming her digging work.

11:18 (Constantinople Time)
8™ Hussars campsite, Varna

Henry Duberly smiled with amusement when he found his wife Fanny down to
her blouse and skirt and digging a narrow ditch around a rectangular tent with the help of
Misses Ward. The seven other women from the medical party were busy erecting
another big rectangular tent about twenty yards away, isolated from the other tents
around it. Fanny stopped digging long enough to accept a kiss from Henry, who then
looked at the grounds occupied by the medical section. Apart from the big medical
wagon, with its rear and side tents already deployed, five large rectangular tents were
either already up or about to be erected around the wagon. The tents were not of the
regulation army bell tent model and, apart from being more spacious, were made of
much sturdier, better quality fabric than the army-issued ones, having been procured in
London by Jeanne Smythe. Two of the tents, including the one Fanny was busy
surrounding with a ditch, flanked each side of the medical wagon, while the three others
were each twenty yards from it and well separated. Two solid poles were firmly planted
in the ground near the wagon, to which were attached four horses and five mules. One
of the horses was ‘Bob’, fanny’s mount, while another was Jeanne Smythe’s personal
horse, ‘Pegasus’. The remaining horses were those for the medical wagon and the
ambulance cart. Near the horse poles was parked the small wooden baggage trailer
that had been towed behind the medical wagon. Of conventional construction, in
contrast to the medical wagon and cart, that two-wheeled covered cart had been bought
in Winchester and quickly modified so that it could be towed by the medical wagon.
Overall, the regimental ambulance section now had a mobility and degree of self-
sufficiency that the rest of the army could only envy.

“By God!” exclaimed Henry admiringly while looking around him. “l wish that the
regimental quartermaster be this well equipped and organized. That Jeanne Smythe
would have made a first class quartermaster if a man.”

Those words made Fanny look dubiously at him.
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“You know, Henry, I'm starting to think that us women are not so weak and
dependant of men after all.”

She then swept one arm towards the crowd of cavalry soldiers surrounding them.

“Look at those idiots! While the medical section is nearly finished setting up, with

no thanks to men, our good officers have been busy all morning shouting useless orders
around, harassing their men and wasting everybody’s time. The tent lines have been
moved and realigned three times already and not a single latrine or cooking tent has
been set up yet.”
Henry blushed under the vehement but well deserved criticism from his wife: the utter
lack of field experience of many of the regiment’'s officers was already becoming
painfully obvious, attracting bitter comments from experienced troopers. What he had
come to tell Fanny was thus all the more embarrassing to say.

“Uh, I'm afraid that | have two bad news for you, Fanny.”

“Not concerning us directly, | hope?”

“One, yes. | have been assigned a tent. The problem is that three other junior
officers are sharing it with me.”

“WHAT?” shouted Fanny, getting angry. “And where am | supposed to sleep?”

“l don’t know yet, dear. The quartermaster has not come around yet to assigning
tents to women.”

Margaret Ward, who had been discreetly listening on, then cut in politely.

“If I may, Misses Duberly, we have plenty of space left in the women’s tent. You
are most welcome to move in if you wish so.”

“Hell, | think that | will do just that.” replied Fanny while staring down her
husband. “So, what is that other bad news you were bringing, dear?”

Wincing at the sarcastic way she had pronounced the word ‘dear’, Henry braced himself
as he answered her.

“Well, C and D Troops have arrived, along with the Headquarters Troop, but they
have no means of transportation for their baggage and supplies. The quartermaster,
Captain McGregor, sent me to see if the doctor would be willing to spare his mules for
the day in order to help.”

Fanny and Margaret exchanged a knowing look then.

“Henry,” replied Fanny with an exasperated tone, “you can tell Captain McGregor

that he will get an answer after lunch: Doctor Farrell and Lady Jeanne have gone into

town to talk with French Army doctors and to procure supplies. Those mules are the
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private property of Jeanne Smythe and she has a letter signed by Lord Raglan himself
certifying that the equipment and animals of the medical section cannot be requisitioned
without her tacit agreement. Talking of lunch, what is on the regiment’s menu for noon?”
Fanny didn’t like the way Henry tucked his head in like a turtle at her question.

“Nothing yet, dear: the cooks and their rations are still stuck aboard the ship. We
were hoping for your mules to bring some ration biscuits to the men.”

Margaret Ward could barely contain her laughter as Fanny Duberly bent down and
leaned on her pick, looking totally discouraged.

“God, is this regiment an army unit or a traveling circus act?”

“Hey,” protested weakly Henry, “you should see the other regiments.”

“l don’t want to know!”

Fanny’s eyes then focused on something in the distance.
“Well, you are in luck after all: here is Jeanne’s cart back from town.”
Looking in the same direction, Henry effectively saw the ambulance cart coming towards
them, with Jeanne Smythe and Doctor Farrell sitting in the front. He didn’t like the glum
look on their faces as they got nearer. Stopping her cart beside the medical wagon,
Jeanne then jumped down from it with commendable agility and faced Henry and Fanny.

“I'm afraid that we have bad news: cholera cases have developed in the French
camps. Our men may become infected soon.”

Everybody around Jeanne stiffened at the name of the dreaded killer disease. Fanny
then looked at young Doctor Farrell, whose face reflected preoccupation. The young
doctor then spoke in a glum tone.

“The best thing for us to do now is to prevent its spread through sound camp
sanitation and quarantine of the sick. For the sick, we can only help them by combating
dehydration, cleaning them up and keeping down the fever. Jeanne gave me a few
good ideas about how to do this best.”

All eyes then turned to Jeanne, who spoke slowly.

“‘Don’t get this wrong, people. Cholera is a nasty, merciless disease. We
probably will be swamped with patients emptying themselves constantly by both ends all
over the place and who could die within hours of showing the first symptoms. We can
help fight dehydration, the most dangerous aspect of cholera, by constantly giving to the
sick a solution of water and minerals. A light broth or soup could do. Thankfully, the
medical wagon contains a good supply of bed pans and bed sheets that will help us

keep the quarantine tent clean. The washing to be done will however be backbreaking,
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continuous work. One crucial point: everything used to treat cholera victims will have to
be washed, then disinfected by boiling. Another important point is to safeguard our fresh
water supply from infection. No human waste must touch the stream passing through
this camp, or we will all be infected. Our next big piece of work will be to dig a sewer pit
away from the river, in which we will throw all the infected waste, plus quicklime at
regular intervals. | will direct the work this afternoon while Doctor Farrell alerts Lord
Paget and the surgeons of the other regiments of the brigade.”

Henry Duberly looked gravely at Jeanne as she spoke: Doctor Farrell may officially be in
charge of the regimental ambulance but there was no mistaking who was in real control.
Everything that Jeanne had said however made good, solid sense and cholera was too
serious a matter to start petty power games now.

“‘Misses Smythe, | will talk to Captain McGregor about this to see how he can
help you. | however have a pressing request from him. Could you spare your five mules
so that the essential rations and supplies can be unloaded from our ships?”

Jeanne shook her head dejectedly before looking back at Henry.

“Hurrah for the Commissariat’s usual incompetence! Tell Captain McGregor that
he can have my mules for today, but remind him that there is a big string attached to
them. In the meantime, us girls will take a well deserved lunch.”

“You have rations with you?” asked Henry, both surprised and envious. Jeanne
gave him a dubious look, then went to the back of her cart and unloaded a number of
wicker baskets, opening them and exposing their content.

“Alright, girls, we have fresh bread, cheese, hard-boiled eggs, smoked beef
sausages and red wine. Let’s set the table!”

Henry Duberly shrank under the sarcastic look Fanny then gave him. It became even
more stinging when Jeanne went back to the cart and took out of it a live lamb.

“By the way, | also secured our supper. If any of you girls want to, you can bring
to your husbands a portion then.”

“Hmm, I'll think about it.” said Fanny, grabbing one of the baskets and bringing it

inside the rear tent of the medical wagon.

08:36 (Constantinople Time)
Saturday, June 3, 1854 ‘A’
8" Hussars camp

Varna, Bulgaria
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Fanny Duberly woke up to find herself alone in the women’s tent, now well lit by
daylight. She could hear outside the usual noises of an army bivouac: shouted orders;
the sound of marching feet and horses hoofs; the clicking of weapons and the
conversations of idle soldiers. With her muscles stiff from yesterday’s digging work, she
rose from the folding camp cot lent to her by Jeanne and quickly dressed, putting on her
most informal gown, which was however still overly fancy for rugged outdoors work. She
emerged from the tent, intent on using the women’s latrine, only to nearly bump into a
bearded man wearing civilian clothes and who was gawking at the medical wagon
nearby. The man, who looked in his late thirties, quickly took off his cap and bowed
politely.

“I'm sorry for being in the way, madam. Let me present myself: William Howard
Russell, correspondent for The Times of London.”

“Pleased to meet you, sir.” replied Fanny politely but now on her guard. “My
name is Fanny Duberly, wife of the 8" Hussars’ paymaster. May | help you?”

“You may, madam.” said Russell, then pointing at the medical wagon. “This is a
most ingenious design. Do you know how long it has been in army service?”

“In fact | do, sir. It was introduced into Hussars’ service on April ninth of this
year, but you won't find any other similar wagon in the army.”

“Oh, why? Is the design flawed?”

Fanny couldn’t help grin as she managed her effects on the journalist, who had taken
out a pencil and a notepad.

“‘Not at alll This wagon is the best | ever saw. It was actually designed
specifically for the regimental ambulance by Lady Jeanne Smythe, the wife of one of our
officers. She paid for it from her own pocket, her being a rich woman. She gave it as a
gift to the regiment to replace the old ambulance wagon that had been smashed in an
accident.”

“That is mighty generous of this Lady Smythe. I... wait! Did you say that she
designed it as well as pay for it?”

“l did.” answered Fanny, smiling at Russell’s surprise. “She also volunteered as
field nurse and ambulance driver. Would you like to speak with her?”

“Very much so, madam.” said eagerly the journalist while scribbling on his

notepad. He then followed Fanny inside the medical wagon’s rear tent, where they
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found Doctor Farrell disinfecting his instruments with rubbing alcohol and a clean piece
of cloth.

“Aah, Doctor Farrell! May | present you Mister William Russell, correspondent of
The Times of London?”

“‘How do you do, sir?” said timidly the young doctor while shaking hands with
Russell. “I suppose that you would like a tour of the medical section.”

“I would, sir, but | was also hoping to speak to a Lady Jeanne Smythe.”

Farrell then shrugged and smiled apologetically.

“'m afraid that you are out of luck today, sir: she left early this morning with
Misses Ward, one of our assistant nurses, on a three-day trip to the town of Burgas, fifty
miles to the South, to get additional supplies.”

“Three days?” said Russell dejectedly. He however regained quickly his
composure and smiled to Farrell. “Well, how about that tour of your section then,
Doctor?”

‘I will be glad to oblige, sir.” replied Farrell while packing away his surgical

instruments.

09:26 (Constantinople Time)

Quarantine tent, medical section

Russell nodded his head in approval, writing notes down quickly as Doctor Farrell
finished describing the equipment of the quarantine tent, the last stop of the guided tour.
By now the journalist was both jubilant and angry: jubilant that someone was at last
doing the job right; angry that the rest of the army wasn’t like this regimental ambulance.
Thanking the frail doctor and shaking his hand, Russell waited until Farrell was back into
his medical wagon, then went quickly to the laundry tent, where a young blond woman
was washing clothes. The woman, whom he had met earlier during the tour, had
seemed eager to be interviewed and have her name mentioned. Mary Pearson
effectively appeared pleased when Russell entered the tent. Starting with a few
guestions concerning her, the journalist waited until she was warmed up to get into his
real subject of interest.

“...and you were then hired by Lady Jeanne Smythe, right?”

“Correct, sir.”

“Do you know this Lady Jeanne well, Misses Pearson?”
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That made the young blonde giggle.
“Know her well? Not really, but you wouldn’t believe the stories about her. Take

the time when she did saber practice with the officers of the regiment...”

11:08 (Constantinople Time)
Tuesday, June 6, 1854 ‘A’
8™ Hussars camp

Varna, Bulgaria

Fanny Duberly was kneeling in front of a wooden tub full of soapy water, washing
one of Henry’s shirt, when Mary Pearson ran into the laundry tent and shouted excitedly.

“‘Jeanne and Margaret are back! Their cart is approaching the camp.”
Dropping the shirt in the tub and hurriedly drying her hands with the white apron she
wore over her dress, Fanny ran outside and looked south across the shallow stream
flowing through the camp. Her heart jumped when she saw Jeanne’s ambulance cart,
now less than 400 yards away and with Jeanne and Margaret waving at them. A line of
loaded pack mules trailed behind the cart. Fanny looked at the two poles near the
medical wagon, to which five mules and four horses were still attached, then back at the
mules following Jeanne’s cart.

“Don’t tell me that she bought more mules.”

“It would make good sense, Misses Duberly.” replied Sarah Champion, standing
beside Fanny. “The regiment is still sorely short of transport animals and could certainly
use more mules. Besides, the way those approaching mules are loaded, | doubt that

Jeanne’s cart could have taken even half of the supplies she bought.”

By the time that Jeanne Smythe drove her cart into the camp, a small crowd of
idle soldiers and women had formed to greet her and Margaret Ward. The first near the
cart when it stopped was Gordon Smythe, in whose arms Jeanne literally threw herself,
sending both of them down in the dirt, laughing and kissing each other. Fanny Duberly
was nearly pulled down by Jeanne’s weight when she lent her a hand to get up.
Summarily dusting herself off, Jeanne then smiled to Thomas Farrell, who stood in the

front ranks of the crowd.
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“l found all that we needed in Burgas, Doctor. The town has not been depleted
of supplies the way Varna has been. We probably should do periodic resupply trips to
that town.”

“You did excellent work, Jeanne.” replied Farrell, pleased, before shouting at the
soldiers around him. “May | have volunteers to help unload those mules and the cart
and to bring the supplies in the medical section’s cooking tent?”

A chorus of voices answered the doctor, who soon had over twenty men to help him.
Putting Sarah Champion in charge of supervising the work detail, Farrell then went to
see Jeanne, who was holding hands with her husband.

“Excuse me for interrupting your reunion, but do you have a list of the supplies
you procured?”

“Sure!” said Jeanne with good humor, then searching in a side pouch of her web
gear and extracting a piece of paper that she handed to Farrell. “in a nutshell, | bought
over two tons of dry foodstuffs, lots of white cotton cloth, cooking oil, spices, smoked fish
and cleaning products. Oh, | nearly forgot: add 25 mules and a sword to the lot.”

As she said those last words, she unsheathed a curved Turkish saber slung across her
back and grinned at Gordon while showing him the weapon.

“l even had a chance to test this Kilij saber on my way back: four thieves tried to
rob us, thinking that two women would be an easy prey. They learned otherwise the
hard way.”

Jeanne then noticed a bearded civilian man that was writing furiously on a notepad while
standing nearby.

“Are you intent on writing a book about me, sir?” she asked him nonchalantly.
The man looked up from his notepad and smiled.

“A book, no. An article, yes. I’'m William Howard Russell, correspondent for The
Times of London.”

Jeanne shook hands with him, visibly not too thrilled by this encounter.

“Pardon my lack of enthusiasm, sir, but | would rather keep a low profile: celebrity
would not help my job as a field nurse.”

“Can | then quote you as the rich and adventurous French wife of a Hussars
officer?” asked Russell, a devilish grin on his face. Jeanne’s own face then softened.

“If worded that way, then | withdraw my objection.”

“How did you kill those four bandits, madam?”
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‘I beheaded the first one with my new sword when he made the mistake of
coming close, then | shot the three others with my Colt revolver.”

As the crowd around her, except for Gordon, who knew her enough by now not to be
surprised, stared at her with disbelief, Jeanne cautiously passed a fingertip along her
sword’s cutting edge.

‘I was really lucky to find this Kilij: it is a top quality weapon, with a Damascus
steel blade and great chopping power. Now, if you will excuse me, | have a few things to
attend to.”

Sheeting back her saber, Jeanne then went to Doctor Farrell and whispered to him.

“Any cases of cholera yet in the regiment?”

“None in this regiment but six men from other regiments of the brigade have
fallen sick with what | believe to be cholera.”

Jeanne sighed with relief, then raised her voice to a normal level.

‘Do we have any patients yet?”

The frail young man hesitated for a second. If he knew Jeanne well, the French woman
was not going to like the news to come.

‘I have two patients at the moment: one trooper who was hit in the head by a
kicking horse, plus another trooper who is recovering from a flogging.”

“WHAT?!”

Jeanne’s furious shout made heads turn around them at once, as well as making
Gordon start walking towards her.

“‘Why? Who ordered this?” asked Jeanne in a dangerous tone, making Farrell
shrink while facing her.

“Lord Cardigan caught a corporal drunk while on duty and summarily condemned
him to twenty lashes. I'm sorry but this is still a legal punishment in the Army,
unfortunately.”

Jeanne had to turn away from the doctor to vent her frustration with a choice series of
swear words. That was when Gordon joined her, only to get a black look from Jeanne.

“I hope that you had nothing to do with this flogging, Gordon.”

“l didn’t and | assure you that | don't like it either, dear. Unfortunately, nothing
can be done about this as long as flogging is legal in the Army.”

Jeanne inhaled deeply a few times to calm down, then faced back Thomas Farrell.
“I will go see our patients as soon as | have taken care of my horse and cart.”

“Can | come with you?” asked timidly Gordon, getting a nod from Jeanne.
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Gordon ended up helping to unhook Jeanne’s pulling horse from the ambulance
cart, then pushed the cart near the medical wagon while Jeanne gave some water and
feed grain to her horse. The couple then accompanied Doctor Farrell inside the sick
ward’s tent. The big tent contained twelve camp cots, a small iron stove with a pipe
leading outside the tent through a special vent hole in the canvas, two wooden chests
containing medical supplies and a small folding table and chair for use by the duty nurse.
Mary Pearson sat in the chair at the time, while two men occupied camp cots. Jeanne
went first to the man wearing a bandage covering his head and left eye. Despite the
bandage, it was obvious that the left side of the man’s face was severely swollen. The
wounded man was sleeping at the time, so Jeanne moved to the other patient after a
short examination. That man lay on his belly and was obviously very much in pain.
Gordon saw Jeanne’s face harden as she looked at the bloody bandages covering the
man’s torso. She then muttered to herself.

“Bloody barbarians!”

She next looked at Farrell with an expression that left no room for debate.

“Doctor, | will take care personally of that patient: | have experience with flogging
victims. | hope that you were planning to keep this man here for at least a couple of
days, to make sure that his wounds don’t get infected.”

“Uh, of course, Jeanne.” said timidly Farrell, who had actually not thought yet
about that. The few weeks he had already spent with Jeanne, both in Winchester and
on the transport ship, had however showed him that she was medically far more
gualified than even an experienced nurse and could nearly qualify as a surgeon, that is if
a woman would ever be allowed to practice medicine, which was certainly not the case
in England right now. His answer made Jeanne nod with satisfaction.

“Thank you, Doctor! You are a good man. I’'m going to wash and change and |
will then take the late afternoon nursing shift.”

She next faced her husband and pointed an index at him.

“You and | have an appointment tonight, alone!”

‘I won’t argue with that order, dear.” replied Gordon with a grin.

17:49 (Constantinople Time)

8" Hussars camp, Varna
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Troop Sergeant-Major James Champion found Captain Smythe discussing with
Major Henry in front of the regimental command tent. Stopping at a respectable
distance from the two officers, Champion waited patiently that Major Henry left to step
forward and halt in front of Gordon, saluting crisply.

“Sir! May | have a word with you, sir?”

“‘Always, Sergeant-Major.” replied Gordon while saluting back. Champion knew
from experience that Gordon was not lying then: the captain was one of the rare officers
in the regiment who truly cared about his men, apart from being a competent leader and
cavalry officer. Marrying a woman of unparalleled generosity had only made him even
more popular with the troopers.

“Sir, the men are complaining about their rations. | have to say that, in all my
years in the army, | have rarely seen such swill as this evening, sir.”

“Did you taste the food, Sergeant-Major?”

“l spat it out, sir!” replied Champion vehemently. “Some of the regimental wives
came for their rations and vomited them as soon as they ate them. The cooks are
arguing that they have to work with rotting food supplies, sir.”

Gordon frowned at those words: for Champion to spit out army food, it had to be awful
indeed.

“Alright, Sergeant-Major, let's go to the regimental kitchen and see how bad
things are.”

“Yes sir!” replied Champion, saluting Gordon before following him.

Gordon Smythe’s arrival at the field kitchen calmed somewhat the nasty mood of
the soldiers lined up to get their supper. They watched on expectantly as the officer
confronted the nervous chief cook, Sergeant Mack Foster.

“Show me what you have on the menu tonight, Sergeant.”

The small, somewhat overweight man wiped his hands on his dirty apron before leading
Gordon to a large steel pot sitting on a wood stove.

“We have a cabbage and pork soup, along with bread, sir. Unfortunately, both
the cabbage and the salted pork provided by the Commissariat are somewhat...stale, to
say the least, sir.”

“Alright, | will have a portion of that soup, Sergeant.”

“Uh, as you wish, sir.”
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Gordon, busy watching Foster fill a mess tin with hot soup, didn’t notice one of the cooks
running back to the kitchen, coming from the overflowing latrines used by the whole
brigade and going back to work without bothering to wash his hands first. Taking a
piece of dry bread as well, Gordon went to sit at a lone table besides the kitchen,
followed by Champion. Searching the soup with his spoon, he caught a few small
pieces of blackening cabbage and of pork that was almost all fat or gristle. His stomach
nearly turned upside down when he realized that the small white things floating in the
soup were dead maggots, well boiled. The smell of the soup was not much better than
its sight. Throwing in disgust the soup in the dirt, Gordon then tried a bite of his small
piece of bread. Swallowing it was like eating a stone. Foster started sweating as
Gordon stared at him angrily.

“You have nothing better than this to feed the men, Sergeant?”

“But, sir, that is all | was provided with by means of supplies, sir. The only
alternative is ration biscuits.”

“Then issue biscuits to the men! Your soup is unfit for human consumption. | will

go speak at once with Captain McGregor and Mister Grant about the rations.”
Gordon was about to leave the kitchen when an idea came to him. Watched by the
surprised cooks, he refilled the mess tin he had with more soup, making sure to catch a
few floating dead maggots as well, then faced Sergeant-Major Champion, mess tin in
hand.

“Sergeant-Major, please go see my wife and ask her on my behalf if she could
help give something decent to eat to the men while | talk to those responsible for this
outrage.”

“Yes sir!” shouted Champion, saluting then turning around and walking away.
His tin of soup in his left hand, Gordon left the kitchen as well, walking down the long
lines of tents towards the officers’ mess. Contrary to the troopers, who had to eat in the
open and on the ground unless they chose to eat inside their crowded tents, the officers
were furnished with a large marquee tent with tables and chairs to have their meals.
Gordon spotted quickly the regimental Commissariat purveyor, Peter Grant, eating at a
table with Captains McGregor, Lockwood and Fields. Politely saluting Fanny Duberly
first, who was eating with her husband at a nearby table, he went directly to Grant and
slammed the tin of soup on the table, in front of his plate. The officers around fell quiet
as Gordon spoke with contained anger to the civil servant.

“Mister Grant, | would like you to taste what our men are given to eat.”
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“Eat this?” asked Grant after a quick look at the soup. “Why?”

“Is it that you don’t like eating boiled maggots and rotting pork, sir?”

Gordon felt satisfaction as the officers around, as well as Misses Duberly, looked with
horror at the mess tin. Reddening with embarrassment, Grant stammered as he felt
hostile looks targeting him from many sides.

“But...we have no choice but to use the supplies sent from England. There is
nothing else available.”

Gordon had a quick look at Grant’s plate: it contained fresh broiled beef, potatoes, fresh
bread and butter.

“‘Really? Where did you get the supplies for the officers’ mess?”

Captain McGregor, the regimental quartermaster, then cut in, trying to defuse the
confrontation.

“Smythe, you know as well as me that officers rations scales are separate from
troopers scales. You surely don’t expect the men to share our rations?”

“And why not?” replied Gordon forcefully, getting angry. “They will fight and die
for England. Doesn’t that entitle them to be treated like human beings?”

“Aw, come on, Smythe!” added Ramsay Fields, the commanding officer of D

Troop. “Feed those ruffians with gentlemen’s rations? You can’t be serious.”
Gordon then gave Fields a black look: the man had purchased all of his successive
ranks and had never been near combat. As a cavalryman and swordsman, Fields was
widely considered as marginal at best, while the men of D Troop received more than
their fair share of floggings, if you could call flogging a fair military punishment.

“I am serious, Mister Fields. This is war, not some field maneuvers at home.
Your life will depend on your men’s performance on the battlefield, especially since you
can’t fence or shoot worth a damn by yourself.”

Fanny Duberly, listening on discreetly but carefully to this, had a hard time repressing a
grin, like many around her. On his part, Fields shot up from his chair and put his right
hand on his sword’s pommel.

“Are you mocking me, sir?” he shouted loudly, trying to look defiant and sure of
himself. In reality he knew that Gordon would cut him to pieces in a duel. A potential
fight was averted by the intervention of Lord Paget, who came to their table, displeasure
on his face.

“Gentlemen, calm down! The officers’ mess is no place for a fight. You are

officers and | expect you to conduct yourselves as such.”
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“Sir,” said Gordon politely but forcefully, “what about the men’s rations? They will
starve or fall sick if fed such swill as like today.”

Before answering, Paget took the tin of soup and had a good look at it, sniffing it as well.
With disgust on his face, he then stared at Peter Grant.

“Good God, man! Can’t you do better than this?”

“With what, sir?” Replied Grant sheepishly. “I do not decide what kind of rations
are bought in England, nor do | have the power to do so.”

“What about local purchases, sir?” suggested Gordon to Lord Paget, who thought
for a moment before nodding.

“That could be a solution, Captain. The problem will be to find the funds for such
purchases. | will have to talk with Lord Cardigan and Mister Fielder, the Commissary
General. Inthe meantime, the men will have to make do with ration biscuits.”

“l already told the chief-cook to switch to biscuits, sir.” said Gordon, getting a
sharp look from Captain McGregor: that should technically be the quartermaster’s call to
make. Lord Paget simply nodded his head at that.

“Very well, Captain. Dismissed!”

Saluting Paget crisply, Gordon then left the mess tent, followed by the unfriendly eyes of
Grant, Fields and McGregor.

“Those ex-Army of India officers!” spat Fields resentfully. “They think they know
and have seen everything.”

Fanny Duberly, cutting short her supper, rose from her table and faced Fields
contemptuously.

“Well, he certainly has seen a lot more than you, sir.”

The warning look Fields got from Henry Duberly prevented him from replying as Fanny
walked away. Rising as well from the table where he had been eating, William Howard

Russell then left the mess as well, heading for the men’s field kitchen.

Gordon arrived back at the men’s kitchen to find a number of regimental wives
distributing smoked fish and dried dates to the troopers ordered in multiple lines by
Sergeant-Major Champion. Gordon went to Jeanne and gave her a quick kiss on the
cheek.

“I knew that | could count on you. Thanks, dear!”

“That is the least | could do, Gordon.” replied Jeanne, sullen, while giving three

dried dates from a basket she held to each man passing by her. “Have you eaten yet?”
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“Uh, no. | couldn’tin all conscience eat at the officers’ mess after this.”
That earned him a tender look and a caress on the cheek from Jeanne.

“l did marry the right man, truly. Go to the ambulance’s kitchen and get some

food from Mary Pearson. | will join you there shortly.”
Kissing her and getting approving comments from the soldiers around, Gordon then
went to the cooking tent of the medical section, fifty yards away. He found Mary
Pearson serving Emma Armstrong, Fanny Duberly’s maid, from a steaming pot warming
on top of the tent’s wood stove.

“Hello, Misses Pearson. Jeanne told me to come here to get fed.”

“‘Well, you will certainly eat better here than at the men’s kitchen, sir.” replied the
young blonde while fetching a plate and utensils from a chest for him. She then filled the
plate with a ladleful from the cooking pot and handed it to Gordon, who sniffed the food.

“Hmm, this does smell good! What is it exactly?”

“Fried rice with lentils and smoked fish. Jeanne made it.”

Gordon'’s eyes lit up after he had a first bite of his rice.

“This is good! Maybe | should eat here all the time.”

“l don’t think so, sir.” replied Mary, smiling. “Only the medical personnel, the
patients and the regimental wives of the junior ranks can eat here regularly: orders from
your wife, sir.”

“Well, who am | to discuss such authority?” said Gordon jovially, getting a giggle

from Mary.

Jeanne joined them fifteen minutes later, serving herself some rice before sitting
at the table with Gordon and Misses Armstrong. They exchanged small talk while
eating, until Emma Armstrong and Mary Pearson left the cooking tent. Gordon then bent
forward and lowered his voice.

“Jeanne, those visions of the war you have, what do they tell you about what we

can expect?”
Jeanne was silent for a moment, weighing her answer: as Field Agent Nancy Laplante,
she was not supposed to divulge the future to anyone from the past. Her earlier bout of
amnesia had however caused some serious damage in that respect, damage that would
be hard to undo.

“Lots of good men will die, mostly from disease, neglect and outright

incompetence. The best that we can do is to care as best we can for the men and
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women of this regiment. Even if we do only that, then we will have done our part. The
rest is beyond our control.”

Sobered up by such a bleak prediction, Gordon ate mostly in silence from then on.

09:11 (Constantinople Time)
Wednesday, June 7, 1854 ‘A’
Sick ward, 8" Hussars field infirmary

Varna, Bulgaria

Jeanne was nearly finished applying clean bandages over the wounds of the
flogged trooper when Captain Ramsay Fields entered abruptly the sick ward’s tent.
Looking briefly around him, then at the man Jeanne was bandaging, Fields spoke gruffly
to the patient.

“You rested here long enough, Trooper Harrison. Put your uniform on and return
to your duties.”

“Stay right where you are, Trooper!” said at once Jeanne to the soldier before
getting up and facing Fields, who now looked incensed at her having the gall to
countermand his order.

“What do you think that you are doing, madam? This man is part of my troop and
| will decide when he is needed on duty.”

“Wrong, Captain!” said firmly Jeanne, staring hard into Fields eyes. “This patient
will leave when Doctor Farrell decides that he is medically fit for duty. Right now, his
wounds are still open and could get infected if he resumes work too early.”

“‘Madam, | won’t let a woman interfere with my command. Get up, Trooper!”

“Stay down, Trooper!” shouted Jeanne before walking quickly to Fields, getting
nose to nose with him. “Now get out of the sick ward before | throw you out, Captain
Fields.”

“Ha, that would be the day!” said derisively Fields. Things then went very fast,
with Fields being brutally turned around and forced to bend over before being literally
thrown out of the tent and landing face first in the dirt. Stunned by both the strength and
speed of Jeanne, Fields got back on his feet as Jeanne shouted at him from just outside
the tent.

“The next time that you try to take away a patient without the doctor’s permission,

I will kick you all the way to the other side of the camp, Fields.”
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Enraged and humiliated at being ordered around by a woman, Fields acted without
thinking, drawing his saber and pointing it at Jeanne, its tip only inches from her face.

“'m an officer and...”
Jeanne then knocked his sword out of his hand with a lightning kick that he never saw
coming.

“You are a nobody, Fields, and | will show it to all those around.”
Jeanne then went on the attack, delivering a series of swift, painful punches and kicks
and pummeling Fields’ face and torso despite his attempts at fighting back. The few
regimental wives and the many soldiers going around the regimental infirmary at the
time looked on with amazement as Jeanne deliberately chose hits that were painful but
wouldn’t knock Fields out right away. One last karate punch to Fields’ jaw finally sent
him down on the ground, unconscious and bleeding. After a last contemptuous look at
the man, Jeanne then turned around and walked back inside the sick ward’s tent,
leaving Fields in the dirt. Nobody at first came to Fields’ help until Regimental Sergeant-
Major O’Neil, who had seen the fight from a distance, came at a run. Kneeling besides
the unconscious officer, the RSM examined with disbelief his split lips, broken nose,
bruised jaw and swelling cheeks. Looking quickly around him, he signaled four soldiers
nearby to come to him.

“YOU FOUR, COME AND PICK UP CAPTAIN FIELDS!
The four soldiers ran to him at once and surrounded the inert officer on the ground.
O’Neil pointed at the nearby medical wagon, with its treatment tent deployed.

“Let’s get the captain in there, so that Doctor Farrell can treat him.”
One of the soldiers nearly made a joke then but kept it to himself, knowing that pissing
off the RSM was normally not a wise thing to do. The four soldiers then each grabbed
an arm or a leg and carried Fields inside the treatment tent, with O’Neil leading the way.
Doctor Farrell, who was checking a feverish soldier at the time, looked with surprise and
incredulity at the bloodied officer, then at O’'Neil.

“‘What the hell happened to him, RSM?”

“Your head nurse beat him up.” replied tersely the veteran NCO. “Where should
we put him?”

“Uh, on this table here, please.”
Fields was then laid on the table covered with a white cloth that served as the treatment
bed. O’Neil dismissed the four soldiers as Farrell called Mary Pearson to assist him,

then himself walked out of the treatment tent. He next walked to the sick ward’s tent,
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entering it and facing Jeanne, who had resumed her bandaging work. She looked up
calmly at him and smiled.

“What can | do for you this morning, RSM?”

“You could tell me why you just beat Captain Fields to a pulp, madam.” replied
O’Neil, secretly admiring her spunk. She gave him a serious look while stopping her
work for a moment.

“He tried to take away this patient without the doctor’s permission, then pointed

his saber in my face after | threw him out of the sick ward. He had it coming to him,
RSM.”
O’Neil nodded once at those words: he had seen Fields brandish his saber at the French
woman. Apart from being about to become the laughing stock of the regiment, Fields
was going to have to explain to Lord Paget why he had pulled out a sword at an officer’s
wife, something the regiment’s commander was not going to appreciate one bit. Fields
was also going to be lucky if he didn’t have to contend next with Jeanne’s husband. All
told, Fields’ bruises and wounds were probably going to be the least of his troubles
today. O’Neil thus came to attention and saluted Jeanne.

“I'm sorry to have disturbed you, madam. Have a good day!”

“The same to you, RSM.”

O’Neil then turned around in military fashion and exited the tent. Seeing numerous small
groups of soldiers congregating around the regimental infirmary and whispering to each
other while watching the sick ward’s tent, O’Neil bellowed out in his strongest voice.

“WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING, LOOKING LIKE A BUNCH OF SHEEPS?
GET BACK TO YOUR DUTIES OR | WILL FIND YOU SOME DRILL PRACTICE TO
DOV
That motivated the soldiers in dispersing quickly, either disappearing inside their tents or

making a show of cleaning their weapons or uniforms.

O’Neil’'s next stop was Lord Paget’s command tent, where he recounted what he
had seen to his incredulous commander. As O’Neil expected, Paget didn’t like the part
about Fields threatening Jeanne Smythe with his saber.

“Decidedly, Captain Fields is as much a ruffian and an idiot as he is a poor
cavalry officer. | will have a serious talk with him...once he comes out of the infirmary.

In the meantime, could you tell Captain Smythe to come see me, RSM?”
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“Yes sir!” shouted O’Neil, saluting before turning around and leaving the
command tent. Finding Captain Smythe took him only four minutes. Gordon Smythe
broke into a grin when O’Neil told him why Lord Paget wanted to see him.

“Good old Jeanne! Always direct and to the point.”

“Direct is the correct word, sir.” replied O’Neil, hiding his own grin. “She certainly
knows how to defend herself, sir.”

“‘Somehow, | suspect that Jeanne prefers the offensive over the defensive,
RSM.” said Gordon Smythe before leaving for Lord Paget’'s tent. Only once alone did
O’Neil allow a grin to appear on his face. After this he was certainly going to listen more

closely to the stories his wife Sarah had to say about Lady Jeanne Smythe.

Gordon managed to keep a straight face as he presented himself to Lord Paget
in his tent, saluting him first.

“You wanted to see me, sir?”

“l did, Captain. Did the RSM tell you why?”

“He did, sir. If | got it right, Captain Fields got what he had coming to him, sir.”

“He certainly did.” replied Lord Paget, serious. “He should have known that he
needed the doctor’s release authorization before fetching a patient out of the infirmary.
As for drawing his saber at an officer's wife, it is simply inexcusable, no matter his
reasons to do so. Since | understand that your wife already gave him quite a bloody
nose, | will not discipline him further and will let him live through the ridicule. As for Lady
Jeanne, could you please ask her not to do this again? | don’t have too many officers to
spare these days.”

“I will pass your request on to her, sir.” said Gordon, repressing a grin with
difficulty. “Is there anything else, sir?”

“No, that will be all, Captain. You are dismissed!”

“Sir”  Shouted Gordon, saluting again, then pivoting on his heels and turning
around before walking out of the command tent. He walked for maybe twelve yards

before breaking out laughing.

15:40 (Constantinople Time)
8" Hussars infirmary

Light Cavalry Brigade camp
Varna, Bulgaria
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Jeanne was thinking about the menu that they would prepare for supper when
Margaret Ward rushed into the cooking tent, dread on her face.

“Doctor Farrell needs you at once, Jeanne: we may have our first case of cholera

in the regiment.”
Jeanne hurried out of the cooking tent at once, running to the field treatment tent
attached to the medical wagon. There, she found Doctor Farrell examining a young
trooper sitting on the examination table, with Mary Pearson standing nearby, a bedpan
ready in her hands. Seeing the trooper’s face turning sour, Mary stepped forward and
presented her bedpan just in time as the soldier vomited violently. Taking a bedpan as
well from a pile stacked in a corner of the tent, Jeanne joined Mary besides the
examination table.

“I'll take over from here, Mary. Please ask Sarah to start a big pot of boiling
water: we will have to start applying decontamination procedures and quarantine from
now on. Have Margaret boil some rice as well in lots of water: we will need rice water to
be constantly available from now on. Tell her to put some salt in the water as well.”

“Rice water? What for?” asked the sick trooper. Jeanne looked at him gravely.

“If you have cholera, rice water will be the only food you will be able to ingest. It
will cut your diarrhea and prevent dehydration, which is the main complication with
cholera. It will taste bland but it may be the only thing that could keep you alive through
this.”

“‘Am...am | going to die?”

“Not if we can help it, Trooper.” answered Thomas Farrell, having finished his
examination. “Nurse Smythe will now lead you to the men’s washing tent so that you
can be cleaned up and can change into a hospital gown. Your uniform will be washed
and disinfected for you.”

The trooper had just gotten off the examination table when he gripped his stomach with
both hands.

“Doc...I'm going to get sick!” he said haltingly. Not wasting one second, Jeanne
grabbed him and forcefully led him to a chamber pot sitting in a corner. Quickly undoing
the man’s suspenders and undoing his fly, she pulled his trousers and shorts down and
sat him down on the chamber pot, handing next a bedpan to the man. The trooper
emptied himself from both ends at the same time, his vomit coming out like a liquid jet.

Farrell shook his head at that sight.
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“It's cholera alright. Just before this man came in, | was advised that a corporal
from the 11™ Hussars had died a short while ago from cholera, a mere nine hours after
showing the first symptoms. It seems that we are dealing with a most potent strain
here.”

“Indeed!” replied Jeanne glumly. “We will have to tighten camp sanitation rules
further.”

‘I wish that it would be this simple.” said Farrell bitterly, making Jeanne look
sharply at him. “Some of the other regimental surgeons and many unit commanders are
not enforcing camp sanitation rules as they should be doing. They think that | am
overreacting.”

“Overreacting? Are they mad or simply stupid?” replied Jeanne, furious. Farrell,
looking embarrassed, led her away from the sick trooper and lowered his voice.

“Jeanne, | am ashamed to have to say that some of my medical colleagues here
are not much more than incompetent drunks. Since | am by far the most junior surgeon
of the brigade, my word doesn’t count for much outside of this regiment. We may have
to deal with cholera in isolation from the rest of the brigade.”

“The idiots! This may cost thousands of lives!”

Farrell lowered his head sadly at those words.

‘I know! Look at it this way, Jeanne: at least we can take care of this regiment, of
the people we know.”

Jeanne had a look at the young trooper, still sick and sitting on the chamber pot.

“You're right, Doc. After washing and changing him, | will organize a duty
rotation for the girls. This is only the beginning of it.”

Farrell nodded his head, discouraged: Jeanne was unfortunately correct in her

prediction.

10:51 (Constantinople Time)
Friday, June 16, 1854 ‘A’

8" Hussars infirmary, Varna

Doctor Farrell had a last look at the emaciated face of the thirteen year-old
trumpeter, then slowly slid the wool blanket over the boy’s head, watched by a sobbing
Jeanne Smythe. Thomas had to swallow hard twice before he could speak.

“Jeanne, could you take care of his burial, please?”
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Without a word, the tall French woman gently picked up in her arms and lifted the small
boy’s body, still covered by the blanket, and walked out slowly of the quarantine tent.
Farrell then looked at Emma Armstrong, who was waiting near him.

“‘Emma, have this camp cot washed and disinfected and bring in a clean cot.”

“Yes, Doctor.” Said softly the woman, tears on her face. Emma had just left the
tent with the soiled cot when Doctor John Gibbons, the chief-surgeon of the Light
Cavalry Brigade, came in. The graying doctor went directly to Farrell, walking cautiously
past the ten occupied cots crowding the tent.

“‘May | speak with you outside, Thomas?” Asked softly Gibbons, who had seen
Jeanne Smythe bearing out the dead boy. Farrell nodded slowly, dead tired from long
hours of work, then followed the chief-surgeon outside. Walking away for a few yards,
Gibbons then stopped and faced Farrell, his expression sullen.

“This boy was the second patient you lost to date, correct?”

“Yes, sir.” said Farrell bitterly, feeling helpless. Gibbons then patted the young
surgeon’s shoulder in encouragement.

“‘Don’t feel so bad, Thomas. The truth is that you are faring much better than
anyone else, the French included. You only lost two patients out of 39 so far, a
remarkable result indeed. In comparison, over eighty percent of the men who fell sick in
the rest of the brigade died, with many more men falling sick each day. Even your
sickness rate is much lower than that of the brigade. You and your nurses are doing
wonders.”

Farrell looked intensely at Gibbons then.

“Are the other regiments finally going to follow the same sanitation rules as we do
in the 8" Hussars, sir?”

The chief-surgeon bowed his head, acknowledging Farrell’s justified criticism.

“Look, Thomas, | was skeptical of your methods at first but the results speak for
themselves. Even for Lord Cardigan, 106 dead in nine days is too much. The problem
now is that the other regiments have nothing in terms of equipment and trained
personnel compared to your ambulance and can’t cope with the numbers of sick.”

“Sir, you should praise Lady Jeanne Smythe for this, not me.”

‘I know.” said Gibbons softly. “l wish that | had ten women like her. This
however brings me to the reason of my visit. Two wives of the 17" Lancers just fell sick
with cholera but the Lancers have no medically-trained women to care for them in a way

proper for ladies. From now on, | would like your nurses to care for the women of this
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camp who will fall sick. | even had requests from other brigades to the same effect.
Could you do it?”

“Sir,” protested Farrell at once, “my two ward tents are already crammed full with
21 patients as it is and my nurses are barely coping under the workload. Treating
cholera victims involves a staggering amount of washing and disinfecting, plus a lot of
equipment.”

“I realize that, Thomas.” said Gibbons sympathetically. “I got the support of Lord
Raglan himself on this matter: you will get two large marquee tents before noon, along
with the men to put them up and all the extra medical supplies | could scrounge for you.
| also have a number of wives who volunteered to be trained as nurses.”

Farrell sighed heavily as he looked down at the dirt at his feet.

“This is a heavy responsibility you are putting on our shoulders, sir.”

‘I know, but you can do it, that | am sure of. By the way, | sent a
recommendation for your promotion to junior surgeon in view of your remarkable work
here.”

“Then, bring in those tents as quickly as possible, sir, so that we can empty one
of our ward tents and reserve it for female patients. We will do our best, sir.”

“I know that you will, Thomas. You will get the marquee tents within the hour.”
Gibbons then left Farrell and started walking up the dirt road that ran through the camp.
He soon met a sad procession walking down the lines of tents towards the brigade’s
burial grounds. The padre of the 8" Hussars led four musicians playing ‘The Dead
March’, who were in turn followed by two soldiers bearing a stretcher on which lay a
small body wrapped in a blanket. Lady Jeanne Smythe and Misses Duberly closed the
small procession, tears on their faces. The chief-surgeon removed his top hat and

bowed his head as the funeral party passed in front of him, then hurried on his way.

04:18 (Constantinople Time)
Wednesday, June 21, 1854 ‘A’

8" Hussars infirmary, Varna

Mary Pearson took the now full bedpan from under Alicia Goad, gently rolling the
sick woman on her side to do so, then cleaned her up with a wet rag, throwing the soiled
rag in the bedpan afterwards. Following the strict routine established by Jeanne

Smythe, Mary made Misses Goad drink a cup of rice water before heading out of the
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women’s quarantine ward, the bedpan in one hand and the now empty cup in the other.
The bedpan was going to be emptied in a sewer pit nearby and rinsed before it would be
washed and put in a pot of boiling water for a good twenty minutes, along with the cup.
Up to now, this complicated and work-intensive procedure had paid off handsomely, with
only twelve deaths occurring in the 8" Hussars’ wards compared with the hundreds of
victims in the rest of the brigade. Those results had even prompted a visit by the British
and French commanders of the allied expedition, Lord Raglan and Marshall Saint-
Arnaud, two days ago.

Mary was halfway to the sewer pit when the first stomach cramp hit her, making
her double forward. Falling on her knees, she then vomited violently. Realizing with
horror what was happening to her, Mary shouted as loudly as she could towards the
medical wagon.

“‘HELP! SOMEONE HELP ME!”

Emma Armstrong, emerging from the laundry tent, was the first by her side, closely
followed by Jeanne Smythe, who had been on duty in one of the men’s wards.

“What's wrong, Mary?” asked anxiously Emma while helping her up.

“Cholera... | caught it.”

“‘My poor Mary!” exclaimed Jeanne. “Quick, Emma, let's bring her to the
women’s washing tent.”

They didn’t make it to the tent before Mary involuntarily soiled her dress, groaning with

the pain from atrocious intestinal cramps.

08:03 (Constantinople Time)

8™ Hussars infirmary, Varna

Private John Pearson was nearly mad with apprehension when he was allowed
inside the women’s quarantine tent. Kneeling besides his wife’s cot, he was about to
kiss Mary when Jeanne’s firm hand stopped him.

“Do you want to catch cholera as well, Private? You may touch her but don'’t kiss
her.”

Obeying reluctantly, John put his hand on Mary’s forehead: she was feverish and her

eyes had a dazed look. She didn’t appear to register his presence either. After
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contemplating Mary for a few minutes while holding her hands, John stood up and
looked at Jeanne imploringly.

“Please tell me that you can save her, Lady Jeanne.”

“l can’t promise you that, Private Pearson.” she said with sorrow in her voice. ‘I
will do my best for her, though. If it may reassure you, | will personally take care of
Mary.”

“Thank you, Lady Jeanne. You are an angel.”

“You’re welcome, Private. Before you go, | want you to go to the cleaning tent to
wash your hands thoroughly with soap.”

“Yes maam!”

Jeanne sighed heavily as John Pearson left the tent, then went back to Mary’s
side. She wasn’t so sure that the young blonde could be saved by contemporary care
alone: her fever ran very high and she was dehydrating at a faster rate than they could
make her drink rice water. Jeanne could cheat and go get modern medicine from the
future but the question then would be where to stop. Sadly, the only answer to that was
that she could not even start doing that, on pain of risking serious distortions in history.
She was going to have to rely on the means at hand and on lots of work and care.
Getting up and pouring a cup of rice water from a covered pitcher on the duty nurse’s
desk, Jeanne went back to Mary and, gently holding her head, made her drink as much
of it as she could. Having been vaccinated repeatedly as a field agent of the Time Patrol
against numerous diseases, including cholera, Nancy was not worried about falling sick
from her constant contacts with cholera victims. Her brave assistant nurses however
didn’t enjoy that protection, a case proven by Mary Pearson’s misfortune. Looking at
Mary’s drawn face, Nancy felt guilt at having brought her here to possibly die in this
miserable hole. She started sobbing quietly as she looked down at Mary.

“Hang on, Mary. Just a couple of days and you will be out of the worst of it.”

15:52 (Constantinople Time)
Friday, June 23, 1854 ‘A’

8" Hussars infirmary, Varna

Doctor Farrell entered the women’s quarantine tent, intent on doing his periodic

visits of the wards. He immediately noticed one of the patients, standing weakly besides
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her cot and her back to him. The surgeon went quickly to the patient, ready to force her
back down on her cot, when he stopped cold: the standing patient was Mary Pearson.
The blonde then smiled weakly to him.

“I am really hungry, Doctor. Could | have something solid to eat?”

Unable to believe his eyes, Farrell slowly approached Mary and touched her forehead:
her fever was gone and Mary’s eyes looked focused. She was apparently well on the
road to recovery.

“Do you mind if | examine you first, Mary?”

“Not at all, Doctor.”

“Then please sit on the cot.”

Examining her quickly, Farrell found her apparently well, apart from being
understandably weak from dehydration and hunger. Margaret Ward, who had replaced
Jeanne one hour ago and was back from a trip to the sewer pit, entered the tent as Mary
was closing back her hospital gown. Looking at Mary with wide eyes, she then ran back
out while shouting.

“MARY MADE IT THROUGH! SHE’S UPY”

It took less than two minutes before all the women working at the ambulance, including
Jeanne, came running to the tent. Farrell had to stand in front of the entrance while
raising both arms.

“STOP, ALL OF YOU! THIS IS A QUARANTINE TENT, NOT A CIRCUS!”

“What about Mary?” asked Emma Armstrong. “Is it true that she is up?”

“Yes, it is. She however still needs to rest and recuperate. Emma, prepare a
bowl of soup for Mary: her stomach will be fragile for a while so we will switch to a solid
diet only progressively.”

“Right away, Doc!”

“Is this all because of me?”

All heads turned towards the tent’s entrance, where Mary Pearson had stuck her head
out and was smiling weakly. Still wearing only a hospital gown, she then stepped out

and was mobbed by the overjoyed nurses, Jeanne being first to hug her.

09:46 (Constantinople Time)
Friday, August 18, 1854 ‘A’
Lord Paget’s command tent

8™ Hussars camp, Varna
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Lord Paget, with Doctor Gibbons sitting to the left of his work desk, gave a critical
look at Doctor Farrell and Lady Jeanne Smythe as they entered his tent and stopped in
front of him. Somehow, Paget suspected that the feisty Jeanne Smythe was the real
responsible person in the business at hand. If she was, she certainly didn’t look one bit
nervous right now, contrary to Farrell.

“At ease Doctor Farrell, Lady Jeanne.”

Paget smiled in amusement when Jeanne, as was her custom, reacted in a proper
military fashion to his order. She was definitely one strange cat, albeit an impressive
one. Putting on a severe expression, Paget stared at Farrell first.

“‘Doctor Gibbons here has notified me of an irregularity in your medical
procedures, Doctor Farrell. Mainly, you have stopped sending your patients to Scutari
Hospital for follow-on treatment and recuperation, and this since at least early July.
What do you say to this, Doctor?”

The young surgeon swallowed hard, being much less at ease than Jeanne.

“Sir, it is true that | have not sent any of my patients to our main hospital in
Scutari since the start of July, but it was a decision | took to save lives, sir.”

“To save lives? Please explain!”

“‘May | answer this, sir?” then cut in Jeanne politely. Paget nodded in approval,
not surprised to see the French woman take the initiative. She certainly looked sure of
herself as she started speaking calmly.

“It all started in the last week of June, when | and Misses Duberly left Varna by
ship to escort four sick women that had been treated for cholera at our regimental
ambulance and were convalescing. When we arrived at the Scutari military hospital
near Constantinople, what we saw there horrified us and convinced us to avoid it at all
costs. Please bear with me on this, sir: | am accustomed to rough living conditions but
what we saw in Scutari was beyond description. First off, the thousands of patients
crowding it are without beds and lie directly on the soiled floors of the wards. They are
never washed by the hospital staff and are literally covered with vermin. They only get
one meal a day, when there is something to eat, and have to eat out of their bare hands,
as no plates, cups or utensils are provided by the staff. There are no latrines either and
the whole hospital, if you can call it by that name, stinks to high hell, apart from being
nothing more than an open sewer pit. | saw patients with maggots filling their wounds,

as their bandages have not been changed in weeks. Probably the worse of are the
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women, wives of our soldiers who got sick and were sent to Scutari. We found them
confined to dark cellars and were alive with lice and other vermin, apart from being half-
starved to death and reduced to pauperism. They were also at the mercy of the hospital
staff and were said to be abused regularly. Infections, fevers and diseases run wild in
that so-called hospital, with a mortality rate of sixty percent among the patients sent
there.”

“Sixty percent?” shouted Paget, horrified. “What is the staff there doing?”
Jeanne’s jaw tightened as she glanced darkly at Gibbons before answering Paget.

“Sir, the staff there consists of a few doctors who use old, crippled Chelsea
pensioners as medical orderlies. Those old men, apart from knowing nothing about
nursing care, are often too drunk or too sick to do anything useful apart from being
deadweights themselves. Some of them have also been caught stealing from dying
patients.”

“These must be wild exaggerations.” protested John Gibbons, getting a
murderous look from Jeanne, who raised her voice then.

“Did you go see the conditions there by yourself, Doctor, or are you relying on the
reports made by the same uncaring, criminally incompetent people who are directly
responsible for this infamy? You want proofs? Then read this!”

Taking hesitantly the paper thrown by Jeanne in front of him, Gibbons looked quickly at
it, then looked severely at Jeanne.

“This is simply a list of names. What is your point?”

“My point, Doctor, is that this is the list of the members of this regiment sent to
Scutari supposedly to be returned to full health after we here worked our asses off to
treat them and keep them alive. Those with a cross besides their names died in Scutari.
That accounts for 46 of the 81 men sent there. As for the 12 women we had sent there,
we were lucky enough to find them still alive and we then extracted them from that hell
hole to treat them ourselves in Constantinople. This is why | recommended to Doctor
Farrell on my return to discontinue sending patients to Scutari until things there improve
drastically.”

Lord Paget, visibly shaken by Jeanne’s forceful speech, grabbed the list of names from
Gibbons’ hands and read it slowly, paling as he went.

‘My God! My own Aide-De-Camp, Lieutenant Campbell, dead? Lieutenant

Wells too? Why wasn'’t | informed of this?”
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“Because that hospital is in a state of total chaos, sir.” replied Jeanne. “The
director of the hospital is in my opinion an incompetent buffoon who should be shot for
criminal negligence and dereliction of duty. When we went to protest to him about what |
and Misses Duberly had seen, he dismissed our complaints summarily and refused to do
anything to correct the deficiencies in his so-called hospital. | then punched his lights
out and took all our patients out of Scutari. There was no way | was going to abandon
them in that...hospital!”

Jeanne had spit out that last word with a contained fury that finally convinced Lord
Paget. Slowly sitting back behind his desk, the list still in his hands, he closed his eyes
for a moment before looking up at young Doctor Farrell.

“Doctor, you have my express permission to keep in your infirmary any patient
that you deem in need of local treatment. If you have to ship out any member of this
regiment, please advise me immediately. Dismissed!”

“Yes sirl Thank you, sir!” nearly shouted Farrell happily, then leaving the tent
with Jeanne Smythe. Paget next gave a less than friendly look at Gibbons.

“l do hope that you are not planning to enter a formal complaint against Doctor
Farrell, sir?”

“Uh, no...not anymore.” said the chief-surgeon weakly, then looking at his hands.
“God, could it really be this bad?”

10:26 (Constantinople Time)
Monday, September 4, 1854 ‘A’

8™ Hussars infirmary, Varna

Cleared in first by Sarah Champion, Gordon Smythe entered the women’s living
quarters to find Jeanne asleep on her cot. She had simply removed her nurse’s apron
and cap before crashing to sleep. While she had kept in top shape by exercising daily
and eating the ambulance’s plentiful and balanced diet that was the envy of the whole
brigade, the hard, endless nursing work had taken a definite toll on her. The
psychological toll had been the heaviest, though: the regiment’s burial ground may have
contained the remains of only eleven bodies, compared to the 473 dead suffered by the
rest of the brigade, but the amount of pain and suffering Jeanne had witnessed from
close by was more than anybody should have gone through. The plus side was of

course the hundreds of lives she had helped save, plus the universal esteem and
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admiration she had gained through the camp, save of course for the men of the
Commissariat Department, who both loathed and feared her. Looking at her exhausted
face, Gordon decided to let her sleep and went out of the tent, going to speak instead
with Doctor Farrell. He found him bidding goodbye to a woman from another regiment
being released as a convalescent. Farrell noticed him and joined Gordon as soon as he
was finished.

“‘May | help you, Captain Smythe?”

‘It may be the other way around, Doctor. | am here to advise you that the
brigade is embarking tomorrow morning, to set sail for Crimea.”

“Thank God! Out of this hole at last.” exclaimed Farrell while looking skyward.
Gordon couldn’t help eyeing him dubiously.

“Doctor, we are going to face the Russian Army. This may well be like jumping
from the frying pan into the fire.”
That cooled down the young surgeon somewhat.

“Hell, | still prefer treating a wound that | can see and touch than a disease | can
only hope to counter.”

“Doc, you probably will get both of them soon, lots of them.” prophesized Gordon

before walking away, leaving Farrell both discouraged and apprehensive.
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CHAPTER 6 — CRIMEA

07:08 (Constantinople Time)
Thursday, September 14, 1854
Kalamita Bay, Crimea

“At last! They sure took their time to decide where to land.”
Fanny Duberly, standing against the bulwark of the HMS SANS PAREIL and watching
hundreds of large rowboats filled with troops race to the desolate beach facing them,
smiled at the impatient remark from Mary Pearson.

“Maybe, but have you ever seen such a sight before?”
Mary looked around her at the 600 ships of the allied armada, which stretched for miles
along the coast, and shook her head.

“Frankly, no. | hope that the Russians will be as impressed as me and will lay
down their arms at our sight.”

“‘Don’t count on that, Mary.” said from behind them Jeanne Smythe, making the
women turn around and look at her. Wearing a dark brown jacket and riding skirt, long

black boots. her leather equipment vest with revolvers, a knife and a saber, Jeanne
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looked ready for everything. “There will be fighting soon enough and it will be bloody,
believe me.”

“So, when are we landing ourselves?” asked Sarah Champion with expectation.
Jeanne shook her head at that.

“‘Not for a while, Sarah. Lord Paget is making an exception for my ambulance
cart but all other wagons and transport animals are staying on the ships for the moment.
Lord Raglan wants to keep his army as mobile as possible. You and Doctor Farrell will
stay aboard while the fleet follows the army down the coast towards Sebastopol. Me
and Margaret will concentrate on picking up any sick or wounded man during the
advance and bringing them to the shore, where they will be embarked for treatment on
the ships.”

“God, | envy you, Jeanne.” said Mary, making the French woman grin.

‘Why? You get to stay and live in comfort aboard this luxury yacht for a while
longer. See you in a few days, girls.”

The women, Fanny included, pulled their tongues at Jeanne as she walked away,
giggling: the HMS SANS PAREIL was anything but a luxury yacht. There were however
some such yachts bearing what was now commonly called by the troops ‘traveling
gentlemen’, or T.G.s in short, effectively accompanying the fleet in the hope of being

able to watch the battles to come.

Margaret Ward felt quite nervous and excited at the same time while she
watched Jeanne’s ambulance cart, loaded with supplies sufficient for a couple of weeks
in the field, roll down a side ramp, with sailors controlling its descent with ropes onto a
large floating pontoon resting against the side of the ship. Made of two big rowboats
supporting a common platform, the pontoon already bore the last squad of Captain
Fields’ D Troop and its horses. Jeanne led by the reins both Yasmina, the cart’s pulling
horse, and Pegasus, her personal mount, while Margaret waited until the cart was safely
on the pontoon before walking down the ramp herself. Jeanne put on the hand brakes
of the cart to prevent it from accidentally rolling off the pontoon, then stood besides
Yasmina, calming the horse for the trip to the shore. Margaret climbed in the front of the
cart, sitting on the driver's bench and grabbing the reins handed to her by Jeanne.
Margaret then discreetly checked that the cavalry rifle provided by her husband Joseph
was close at hand behind the bench. Both Joseph and Jeanne had encouraged

Margaret to become proficient with a rifle and, helped by steady lessons from Joseph,
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Margaret was now a fair shot with the weapon. The hard, endless nursing work had
trimmed the excess fat the brunette was sporting when they had left England, something
that had pleased Joseph to no small end. While far from looking athletic, Margaret was
now in better physical shape than she had been in years and felt ready for what was to
come. She was however terribly aware of the unease within the troops around her about
seeing women joining them on their way to battle. Even the most ardent feminists in
England would pause if they would see her and Jeanne now. Jeanne didn't seem to
care about that, though, as she had already broken about all the rules and taboos
concerning the proper role and conduct of women considered acceptable in England.
Being filthy rich, she could have been dismissed as a frivolous eccentric if not for her
incredible intellectual and physical abilities. Those abilities had in turn further
antagonized many men, especially officers, who were secretly afraid of not measuring
up to her. Being French had helped Jeanne somewhat, as French women had the
reputation in England of being notorious nonconformists and libertines. However, the
major point helping Jeanne was the now widely acknowledged fact that she could beat
up, shoot of cut to pieces about any man who would dare mock her openly. Still, as the
pontoon was let loose and started rowing towards the shore, Margaret saw a number of
troopers whispering to each other while glancing furtively at Jeanne and her weapons.
They were probably expecting her to be put back in her proper place after the first battle,
as soon as she showed the first signs of weakness under fire. Having seen her in action
against bandits, Margaret suspected that they were going to wait a long time for that to

happen.

After maybe fifteen minutes of rowing, the pontoon started scraping on the
bottom’s sand just short of the shore. Once the pontoon came to a full stop, four sailors
then slid in place a narrow ramp, allowing the cavalrymen aboard to ride off the pontoon.
Jeanne, mounted on Pegasus, preceded the cart, which was then driven down the ramp
by Margaret. By now the beach was alive with thousands of British, French and Turkish
troops, with not a single Russian to be seen, something that surprised Margaret.

“Jeanne, how come the Russians didn’'t do anything about our landing? With the
size of our fleet, they surely know that we are here.”

“Oh, they know alright, Margaret.” replied Jeanne, smiling with amusement as
she rode alongside the cart. “Russian cavalrymen must have reported us already to

Prince Menshikov. Fortunately for us, Prince Menshikov is no Napoleon, or he would
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have stationed artillery on those hills surrounding this bay, out of range of our ships guns
but within range of this beach. Good generalship is not something you will see much

during this war, Margaret.”

Seeing the men of the 8" Hussars forming up in a regimental column, Jeanne led
the cart to it, then trotted to Lord Paget while Margaret stationed the cart at the rear of
the column. After a short conversation with Paget, Jeanne trotted back to Margaret to
pass on the latest instructions.

“The regiment is going to act as a forward reconnaissance screen for the infantry.
We are to follow the infantry and lend assistance as needed with the sick and wounded.”

“Sounds fine with me.” replied Margaret, who then looked up at the gray sky.
“Let’s hope that the weather will hold.”

Looking up as well, Jeanne soon shook her head.

“‘Don’t count on it. Crimea is quite wet in this season. You did bring your rain
gear as | asked you to, | hope?”

“l did.” said Margaret while looking at the darkening horizon. Jeanne’s 20/20
hindsight may be irksome at times but, from experience, Margaret knew that ignoring her
advice was foolhardy. By now the Hussars were splitting into troops and galloping away
to the East and South. Jeanne then pointed at a small hill overlooking the main road
linking the nearby town of Eupatoria with Sebastopol, the ultimate target of the allied
armies.

“Let’s take position on that hill and make ourselves comfortable. The wait could
be a long one.”

Going to the hill and climbing its gentle grassy slope, they stopped beside a small clump
of trees topping it and locked the cart’s brakes before untying Yasmina from it. While
Margaret tied solidly their two horses to a tree, using very long ropes so that the animals
could eat the long grass around them, Jeanne got busy chopping to bits with an axe a
dead tree that was part of the clump. Their next labor was to erect the small rectangular
tent stowed in the cart, digging a furrow around it as well to channel away any rainwater.
Spotting a small stream nearby to the East of their hill, the two women led their horses to
it to let them drink before filling a bucket with water for cooking purposes. Once back at
their camp, a small fire was lit and a large pot of water put on it, with the intent of boiling
it to make the water safe for consumption. As the water was warming up, Jeanne went

to the cart and pulled out of it four steel posts, a canvas screen and a light folding toilet
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seat, intent on setting up a latrine that would afford them some privacy from the
thousands of soldiers still busy landing and organizing themselves.

“Jeanne,” said Margaret as her companion was starting to dig a latrine hole, “our
men don’t seem to be in a hurry to move out. We may well spend the night here.”
Jeanne smiled at her while continuing her shoveling.

‘| was ex