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Elisa and Vaughn Wardell 

Marquess of Farleigh, Viscount Rothmere

1825 Raymond, Viscount Marblethorpe (stepson) + Natasha Williams

 

1839 William Vaughn Wardell

1839 John (Jack) Gladwin Lochlann Mayes (fostered in 1846)

1842 Sarah Louise Wardell (D)

1843 Peter Lovell Wardell (January)

1844 Gwendolyn (Jenny) Violet Moore Wardell (adopted in 1848)

1844 Patricia Sharla Victoria Mayes (fostered in 1846)

1849 Blanche Brigitte Colombe Bonnay (adopted in 1851)

1853 Emma Jane Wardell (adopted at birth)

 

Natasha and Seth Williams

Earl of Innesford, Baron Harrow (Ire.)

1839 Lillian Mary Harrow

1840 Richard Cian Seth Williams 

1841 Neil Vaughn Williams

1843 Daniel Rhys Williams (February)

1846 Bridget Bronte Williams & Mairin May Williams 

1849 Annalies Grace Williams 

 

Annalies and Rhys Davies 

Princess Annalies Benedickta of Saxe-Weiden, of the royal house Saxe-Coburg-Weiden, Formerly of the Principality of Saxe-Weiden.

1835 Benjamin Hedley Davies (adopted in 1845)

1842 Iefan William Davies 

1843 Morgan Harrow Davies (October)

1843 Sadie Hedley Davies (adopted in 1845)

1846 Bronwen Natasha Davies 

1848 Alice Thomasina Davies (adopted at birth) 

1849 Catrin Elise Davies

 

~ And their children ~

Natasha and Raymond Devlin

Viscount Marblethorpe

1857 Vaughn Elis Devlin (Raymond’s heir)

1861 Richard Seth Devlin

 

Lilly and Jasper Thomsett

1862 Seth Eckhard Thomsett (heir)

1863 Elise Marie and Anne Louise Thomsett

1864 George Jasper Thomsett (stillborn)

1876 Jessica Louise Thomsett

 

Sharla and Dane Balfour + Benjamin Hedley (Davies) + Stephen Spearing

Duke of Wakefield

1867 Jennifer Jane Balfour 

1867 Benjamin Dane Balfour (heir)

1868 Alice Thomasina Balfour

1871 John William Balfour 

1873 Patricia Sharla Balfour

1875 Stephen Spearing Balfour

 

Bronwen Natasha Davies and Archeduke Edvard Christoffer of Silkeborg

1870 Christina Clara Elisa Bronwen 

1874 Edvard Erhard Jasper Nicholas 

 

John (Jack) Gladwin Lochlann Mayes and Gwendolyn (Jenny) Violet Moore Wardell-Ryder

Baron Guestwick, heir to the Marquess of Laceby 

1864 Jackson Vaughn Ryder

1866 Stuart Theodore Ryder

1869 Phillip Dane Mayes

 

William Vaughn Wardell & Bridget Bronte Williams 

Viscount Rothmere, heir to the Marquess of Fairleigh

1869 Elizabeth Anne Wardell

1871 Vaughn Raymond Wardell

1873  Mairin Elisa Wardell

 

Iefan William Davies & Mairin May Williams

1863 Adam Martel Davies (Adopted in 1874)

1864 Daniel Martel Davies (Adopted in 1874)

1866 Ève Martel Davies (Adopted in 1874)

1868 Alicia Martel Davies (Adopted in 1874)

 

Richard Cian Seth Williams & Eleanore Elizabeth Neville

1875 Cian Richard Williams

1885 Mary Eleanore Williams

 

Daniel Rhys Williams & Catrin Elise Davies

1871 Alice Edwina Williams

1873 Rhys Raymond Williams

1876 Lisa Grace Williams

 

Neil Vaughn Williams & Blanche Brigitte Colombe Bonnay 

1875 James Rene Williams & David Neil Williams

1877 Brigitte May Williams

 

Peter Lovell Wardell & Annalies Grace Williams

1875 Delaney David Wardell

1876 Graeme Peter Wardell

 

Morgan Harrow Davies & Emma Jane Wardell (Williams) 

1875 James Rene & David Neil Williams

1877 Brigitte May Williams

1879 Sarah Louise Williams

1881 Edward Neil Williams

 

Rowen (River) Heart & Sadie Hedley Davies

Duke of Caldwell

1869 Rowan Seth Watson Heart

1870 Alexandria Victoria Heart (Victoria’s)

1872 Jennifer Elizabeth Heart (Victoria’s).

1879 River Rhys Heart
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The Great Family Gathering. Innesford Estate, Cornwall, Britain. October 1884.

In the remaining minutes of pure happiness he had left, Richard bounded down the wide staircase and into the front hall of Innesford House. He peered through the big archways into the public rooms, looking for his older brother, Vaughn.

The house was filled with laughter and chatter, for nearly one hundred people gathered in the house and out in the garden beyond the tall French doors. Richard adored the annual family gathers. He liked the hum of conversations and he enjoyed trying to speak to everyone at least once during the five days.

The judgment of the ton was missing among these people, even though they were all members of London’s society and many of them peers of the highest standing. It made Vaughn’s decision to announce his engagement here at Innesford, among family, even more appropriate, in Richard’s mind.

He peered into the dining room, which was being laid for dinner. Two large and long dining tables accommodated everyone, including the smallest child, who was only two years old. Children were not relegated upstairs at the gathers.

One short end of one table butted against the long side of the other, making a T shape. In that way, more people could talk to each other, instead of half the room having its back to the other half.

Tonight, at the top of the table, Richard’s mother and stepfather, Natasha and Raymond, would stand beside Vaughn and Laura. Raymond would formally announce the engagement of Vaughn Elis Devlin, heir to the Viscount Marblethorpe, to Lady Laura Jeffries, Baroness Gedling, the oldest child of the Duke of Warminster.

Richard glanced into the smoking salon, where four of his cousins, all men, poured themselves drinks. Not a ribbon or piece of lace in sight. No Vaughn, either.

He moved into the drawing room, with its two enormous fireplaces at either end, and the south wall made up of French doors which reached almost to the ceiling. The doors cast bright light into the room for most of the year.

There were many more people lingering in the drawing room, around groups of chairs or standing at the sideboards. As it was the first day of the gather, family members were doing what Richard liked to do; speak to as many other people as possible, to learn what had transpired in their year just gone.

He smiled at many of them when glances shifted toward him. Vaughn was not here, either. Vaughn and Laura drew the eye for they were a handsome couple. Both were tall and liked elegant clothes and details.

Vaughn would be with Laura somewhere on the grounds. Richard moved across the width of the drawing room to one of the open French doors. The door let in the mild autumn air and a hint of salt from the waves which pounded the cliffs, only two hundred yards away.

Toddlers and small children played on the old croquet court under the watchful gazes of nurses. They rolled the colorful balls with their hands and giggled when the balls knocked against each other and careened in different directions.

Beyond the court was the mown and rolled grass area which Richard could remember being used as a cricket pitch when he was a child. Now, though, the grassed area was more frequently used as a football field. There were three or four of the round footballs lying on the grass. A single, forlorn cricket ball had rolled up against the stumps at the end of the cricket pitch.

No one played either football or cricket right now. It was too soon after lunch.

As Richard stood upon the broad steps beyond the French doors, looking for Vaughn, to his left came the clatter and scrape of plates and cutlery. The enormous pavilion where lunch was always served had been replaced twice in his lifetime. The brand-new canvas of this latest tent was striped in cheerful black-and-white, while the edges of the roof were crenelated, the small squares flapping in the mild sea breeze.

The staff were clearing lunch. Dozens of people were hired for this single week. Even Travers had come out of retirement to help Thatcher, the new butler, manage the gather. Travers had nearly thirty years experience and Thatcher was not too proud to accept the advice and wisdom the old butler could provide.

A flicker of dark green velvet caught Richard’s eye. Laura liked green. He peered past the end of the tent and spotted the train of a green velvet gown.

Laura and Vaughn must be sitting on the white iron garden bench placed beside the entrance to the maze. It was out of the way, which would give the pair a moment of privacy, which would be hard to come by this week.

Richard hesitated to interrupt. Just because he had not seen his brother for months was not a reason to intrude upon Vaughn’s private moment.

Then Richard heard a soft laugh, low and musical. That was not Laura’s laugh, for Laura liked to throw her head back and give in to her amusement. The distinctive laugh was his mother’s.

If Natasha was with the pair, that made a difference. Richard tugged his cuffs into place and touched his tie to make sure it was still suitably knotted, for his mother would adjust it for him if it was not. She still treated him like a twelve-year-old sometimes, even though he was twenty-three. Although, in most other respects, his mother was a guardian angel; neither cloying nor over-managing his life. When he asked for advice or help, both his parents would assist instantly and fully, without the harsh questions and demands of other parents of fellows he knew.

Richard strode across the gravel and through the five-foot corridor created between the tent and the walls of Innesford, to the far corner of the house and the maze beyond.

Both Natasha and Raymond were there with the new couple. The two ladies sat upon the bench, their parasols on their shoulders, while Raymond and Vaughn stood before them.

Everyone turned and smiled at his arrival.

Richard gripped Vaughn’s shoulder. “There you are! I’ve not had a chance to speak to you since you arrived.”

“I’ve barely had a chance to not speak since I arrived.” Vaughn patted his back. “You look well, little brother. The country life agrees with you.”

Richard rolled his eyes. “Hello, Mother.” He bent and kissed Natasha’s cheek, which was soft and showed fine lines, although it was without liver spots or deep wrinkles. Her hair in the last few years had grown almost completely silver, yet it was looped and pinned as gracefully as always, and her eyes sparkled.

Natasha smiled up at him. “You missed lunch, Richard. Are you hungry? I’m sure Cian could ask Thatcher to get you something.”

“I’m fine, Mother. I ate a sandwich on the train.”

His father gave a soft sound. “I don’t know how you can eat the food they sell on the trains, these days. You don’t know who made them or what is in them.”

“They write what is in them upon the paper they’re wrapped in, Father. Don’t be stuffy.” He shook Raymond’s hand. His father and Vaughn might have been taken as twins, except that Raymond’s hair was more gray than black. In all other respects, though, Raymond enjoyed the same youthfulness as Richard’s mother did.

Richard turned to the last of the four people. “Lady Laura. You look wonderful as usual.” He held out his hand.

Laura laughed as she put her hand in his, for him to bow over. “You are a dreadful liar, Richard. I have a red nose. Even Cornwall is too cold for me after summer in Monaco.” She wore a fur hat and collar over her green velvet gown. “It is lovely to see you again,” she added.

Richard grinned and glanced at Vaughn. “I still cannot believe you refused to spend the summer sur la plage.”

“Too many directors did escape to the beach,” Vaughn replied, a small frown between his brows. “Someone had to watch the bank while they played in the sea. Four days here, before the family descended, constitutes my entire summer.”

Raymond clapped his son on the shoulder. “Besides, you have a honeymoon to look forward to.”

“Have you decided where you will go, yet?” Natasha asked Laura.

“Vaughn has spoken of India,” Laura said. “I favor America, myself.”

“India?” Richard said, surprised.

“In the north, among the mountains,” Vaughn said. “It is picturesque, I’m told.”

“And there is family history in northern India,” Raymond added.

Richard frowned, running through his mother’s history and Raymond’s, too. “Oh,” he said. “You mean on the Darnell side.” He glanced at his mother, to ensure she was not upset at the mention of Raymond’s first wife’s family.

Natasha merely looked interested. “It is Rose’s brother with the connection to India, isn’t it, Raymond?” she asked her husband.

“Uriah, yes,” Vaughn said. “He spent his youth out there.”

“Do I hear a disapproving note, son?” Raymond asked.

Vaughn sighed. “I suppose, yes. Uriah is one of the directors sunning himself on a beach, somewhere. Still, despite it being October.”

“So judgmental!” Natasha told Vaughn, her tone teasing. “You should be more charitable, Vaughn. Your own family history is far more colorful.”

“And firmly in the past,” Vaughn said. He picked up Laura’s hand. Her expression softened and her eyes grew warm as she and Vaughn gazed at each other. “There is nothing but respectability in my future,” he added. “Thank God.”

Thatcher cleared his throat, making everyone turn or look up. He dropped his gloved hand. “Forgive me, Lord Marblethorpe, Lady Natasha, Baroness Gedling, Lord Richard. There are six…um…gentlemen waiting to speak to Lord Devlin in the library. They were most insistent.”

“Me?” Vaughn said, letting go of Laura’s hand. “Here?”

“Yes, my Lord.”

“Who are they, Thatcher?” Raymond said. “If it’s friends, they can come out here and enjoy the sunshine while it lasts.”

Thatcher cleared his throat once more. “They say they are from the Special Branch of the Metropolitan Police Force of London, my Lord.” He hesitated.

“What is it, Thatcher?” Natasha asked, with a gentle tone.

Thatcher spoke to Raymond. “They’re armed, my Lord.”

Raymond’s smile faded. The two women gasped.

“Armed?” Richard repeated. He glanced at Vaughn. “Do you know what this is about?”

Vaughn shook his head. “Absolutely no idea.” He bent and kissed Laura’s cheek. “Stay here and sun yourself. I will deal with this and return as soon as possible.”

Laura got to her feet. “Don’t be silly, Vaughn. Armed men are waiting to speak with you. I cannot sit here and leave you to face them alone.”

“I must concur,” Raymond added. “It all sounds rather ominous.”

Natasha got to her feet and folded her parasol. “Yes, indeed.”

“Me, too, brother,” Richard told Vaughn. “Family and all that, right?”

Vaughn gave a lopsided grin. “It’s been a long time since anyone reminded me of it. Very well. Five of us and six of them. Lead the way, Thatcher.”

Thatcher said, “Six of us, my Lord,” he said. “I was a sapper in the Fifth.”

“Good lord, I hope it doesn’t come to that!” Natasha said.

“Thank you, Thatcher,” Raymond said. “Does Cian know his house has been invaded by armed men?”

“I did mention it as I came to find Lord Devlin, my Lord.”

They moved back around the house to the open French doors and passed through the drawing room to the front hall. The library doors were opposite the stairs. The doors were closed. Richard wondered if Thatcher had been tempted to lock the doors when he left.

Thatcher opened both doors and stood aside.

The six men in the library got to their feet and tugged their tunics in place, for all of them wore the dark blue serge uniforms of the Metropolitan Police. Each wore a buttoned holster on his belt, too.

One of them had bushy muttonchop whiskers, steel gray and stiff. His tunic had multiple chevrons on the sleeves. He held his helmet under his arm and his shoulders were square.

Vaughn held his arm out to Laura, who took it with a nervous smile.

Raymond picked up Natasha’s hand and held it.

They moved into the library.

“And who might you be?” Vaughn enquired of the gray-haired policeman.

“Chief Inspector Lionel Lamb of the Special Branch of the Metropolitan Police. Are you Lord Devlin?”

“I am. What is this about, Inspector?”

“Chief Inspector, sir. You are the director of the Darnell & Sattler Banking Company of Bournemouth and London?”

Richard’s heart gave a little lurch. None of the policemen were smiling. They all watched Vaughn with wary expressions.

“I am one of the directors, by virtue of my inheritance,” Vaughn said. “And I must repeat my question, Chief Inspector. What is this about?”

The man raised his helmet and put it back upon his head. “I’m afraid, sir, that you made this necessary when you absconded from London five days ago.”

“Absconded?” Natasha repeated, her voice strained.

Laura looked up at Vaughn. “Vaughn?” Her voice was small and shook.

Vaughn frowned. “I came to my family’s annual gathering, which I do every year.”

“So you say, sir. We’ll have to determine that for ourselves, of course. I must ask you to accompany me and my men back to London.”

“Why, Inspector?” Vaughn asked, his tone cold. “Am I under arrest?”

“Yes, sir,” Lamb replied. He glanced at his men, who stepped around the group surrounding Vaughn.

Natasha moaned. Richard gripped his mother’s elbow, holding her up as she trembled.

Vaughn spluttered. “Whatever for?”

“The charges have yet to be fully established, sir,” Lamb said coldly. “Most of them will be for criminal fraud.”

In the thick silence which greeted the inspector’s words, one of the policemen pulled a pair of manacles from his pouch. They rattled with a cold sound.

Natasha gave a soft sigh and sagged against Richard. He caught her and carried her over to the big wing chair, his own heart hurrying far too hard.

“This has to be a mistake,” Raymond said. His voice was strained. “My son is not a criminal.”

“The judge will determine that, my Lord,” Lamb said, as the manacles were closed around Vaughn’s wrists with loud clicks.

Richard bent to check his mother. Her eyes fluttered and her chest rose and fell far too quickly. He patted her hand, wondering if he should force brandy upon her. Only, he had heard that drink was not the best thing to give faint ladies, anymore.

Laura clung to Vaughn. Her face was white. “Vaughn, what have you done?”

Vaughn turned to her. He shook his head. “I have done nothing. Stay here with my family. Once this is sorted out, I will return and we can pick up from where we left off.”

One of the uniformed policemen gripped Vaughn’s sleeve and tugged sharply. “Come along, my Lord.”

Vaughn wrenched his arm from the policeman’s grip. “Kiss me,” he told Laura quickly.

“Oh, Vaughn!” Laura reached up on tip toes and kissed him soundly, right there in front of everyone.

The policeman tore Vaughn from her. He staggered as they wrenched him toward the front door.

The Chief Inspector nodded at Laura and Raymond. He spared barely a glance at Natasha, where she reclined in the wing chair. He marched away after his men.

“My Lord, what can I do?” Thatcher asked Raymond.

“Nothing,” Raymond said softly, peering after Vaughn. “We must trust in the processes of the law.”

Richard’s mother gave a soft, agony filled cry. She clutched at her chest, her fingers turned into claws. Her body stiffened.

“Father!” Richard cried.

Raymond whirled and swept Natasha into his arms. He held her, sinking to the floor with her in his arms.

Richard moved over to Laura. “It will be all right,” he assured her. “Everything will be fine, you’ll see.”

Laura sniffed, her eyes sparkling. She gave him a tremulous smile. “Of course it will be,” she said. “Vaughn is a good man. This will sort itself out when the truth is established. Then we can be engaged and leave this all behind us.”

Behind them, Raymond spoke urgently, his voice hoarse. “Fetch a doctor. Quickly!”
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La Floraison Moderne, Latin Quarter, Paris. March 1888. Four years later.

The songbird on the tiny stage was both colorful and musical. Not that Richard cared about either quality. While his French was good enough to maintain a conversation, sorting out lyrics was beyond him. He let the warbled notes wash over him. The song sounded sad and wistful. As it matched his mood, more or less, he drank and listened with more patience than he normally could muster.

There were a great many cafés in Paris, which pleased him. Cafés were good places in which to become lost. This particular café he had not visited before. It was deep in the Latin Quarter and was appropriately filled with bohemians and people who lived on the fringes of society.

Richard was glad he had not bothered changing into a tuxedo for the evening. In his tweed day suit, he was almost overdressed for this crowd.

He wasn’t entirely sure where his tuxedo might be, anyway. It was probably buried at the bottom of his valise, which laid in the corner of his bedroom in the pension where he had been staying for the last month. So far, his landlady had not insisted upon him paying the rent he owed her. It was just as well, because he was down to his last few francs. When she did ask, he would have to admit he could not pay her, then find yet another pension.

There were far more salubrious characters at this café than usual. They clung to the tables at the edge of the room, in the dark corners. They kept their heads together as they talked earnestly.

Bohemians, on the other hand, were easy to spot. The painters and writers and poets enjoyed the brighter lights. They gulped at life, laughing a lot and smiling even more. Richard could not stand them. Still, they left him alone, which was all he could ask of life these days.

The song ended on a quivering note. The entire café got to its feet to applaud the songstress. She gave a deep curtsy, looking pleased. Someone threw her a rose, which she caught and blew the man a kiss. French women were so much more forward than English women. In the Latin Quarter they were even more so.

Richard didn’t bother clapping. It would require letting go of his glass. He reached around the lantern on his table, grasped the bottle and pulled it toward him. Only two inches remained. It was still early. He could always order another.

Then he remembered how many francs he had left in his pocket and scowled. This would be the last bottle for the night. That was unfortunate. He needed more than one bottle to sleep.

“Can you spare a glass for a thirsty singer?”

Richard looked up. The pretty songbird stood in front of his table, the beads on her evening dress glittering in the light from the lantern on his table. She was even more beautiful, this close, and worth a moment or two of study in appreciation. Like all Frenchwomen, she had creamy skin, pure and smooth. She wore a minimum of jewelry, letting the dress speak for itself. Rosebud lips, very blue eyes, black hair. A faint line between her brow said she was used to getting her own way.

Her waist was agreeably small and her arms slender. She wore no evening gloves. Instead a small charm dangled from a slender chain about her wrist.

“Ah, if only this was not Paris,” Richard said, regret touching him.

“You do not like Paris?”

“I like Paris. Paris is wonderful. When I can remember it.”

“Perhaps I can help you remember some of it.” She pulled out the black chair opposite him and sank onto it with a graceful movement. She lifted her hand toward someone behind Richard. Silently, a glass was placed in front of her. She pushed the glass toward Richard. “May I share even a small glass with you?”

Richard considered the last two inches of the bottle, then shrugged and poured one of those inches into her glass. Her forwardness was a novelty. In a sea of nights he could barely remember, she provided a new experience. She deserved an inch of his wine.

He poured the last inch into his own glass and pushed the bottle aside. “Why do you wish to share wine with me?”

“Why would I not?”

He just stared at her. He had no patience for flirtations and empty conversation.

She must have sensed that. She gave him a small smile. “When I sang, you were the only man who did not appear to like it.”

“You believe every man should love your singing?” Richard scowled, as he realized she was drawing him into the silly conversation after all.

“I do not have such an inflated opinion of myself. I merely wondered what weight of troubles would stop you from enjoying even a small moment of pleasure. Or why you sit here by yourself, when more than two people sit at every other table.”

“Perhaps I do not enjoy company.” He stared at her, reminding her that she was company.

“Or perhaps you can take no enjoyment in the night, because you have none.”

Richard took a deep swallow of the wine. It burned the back of his throat. “It appears I have you.” He wasn’t sure if he was annoyed by the fact or not. His gaze drew back once more to the clean line of her jaw and the point of her chin. It was a small face, but strong. Her clear eyes matched the rest of her.

As he studied her and she sipped her wine, a fat Frenchman in shirtsleeves and wrinkled trousers staggered to the table and bent over her.

“Mademoiselle Evelyn, you have captured my heart. Kiss me, or I will die.” He bent even farther. His hand groped at her knee through the lace of her evening gown.

Before Richard could decide if he should do something about the lecherous man, Mademoiselle Evelyn picked up a spoon from the napkin on that side of the table and rapped the back of the spoon sharply upon his knuckles.

The man howled and released her knee. He shook his hand, blinking at her.

“I think, perhaps, you must die without my kiss. I regret, Monsieur.”

The man stumbled away, still shaking his hand.

Richard realized he was smiling. “I would have punched him.”

Mademoiselle Evelyn rolled her eyes. “A punch is too soon forgotten. I broke one of the blood vessels on the back of his hand. By tomorrow, his hand will be blue with bruises. They will not fade for days. Every time he tries to use his hand or looks at the bruises, he will remember his foolishness.” She picked up the wineglass and smiled at him. Her eyes twinkled with wicked humor.

Richard lifted his glass toward her, in a small salute. “To you, Mademoiselle Evelyn.”

“And to you… May I have your name?”

Wariness spread through him. He was not sober, although he was not drunk enough for the habitual caution to be repressed. “This is Paris. Why do we need names?”

“If the café was to burst into flames, how would I warn you? I cannot call out to you without a name to use.”

She did not understand, of course. If she did know his name, she would not want to use it, even if the café did burst into flames. “Then you must hope such an emergency does not arise in the next few minutes,” Richard replied. “Why did you sit at my table, Miss Evelyn?”

“Miss? Then you are English.”

“Which you knew the moment I spoke. My accent is abominable, which every Frenchman points out.”

She smiled. “I thought it was merely the wine slurring your words. Why are you in Paris, Englishman?”

“Because it is not England,” he growled.

Her eyes widened.

He shook his head, vexed at his lack of control. “Never mind. Forget I spoke.”

“I would rather not,” she said softly. Her gaze was thoughtful. “Perhaps we should use English,” she said in English.

Richard shook his head. “I’d rather not,” he replied in French.

“Sad memories?” she asked softly.

His heart shifted uneasily. Before he could answer, though, a shrill whistle pierced the air. Thudding sounded upon the door to the café.

“Police! The police!” someone cried.

The café became chaotic as guests leapt from their chairs with alarm, snatching up hats and coats and purses.

Miss Evelyn twisted on her chair, a hand on the back of it, to stare at the front door where dozens of gendarmes boiled into the room in their double-breasted dark tunics and flat kepis, truncheons raised in the air.

The darker denizens at the edges of the café did not try to evacuate through the front door. They had a better sense of self-preservation. They pushed in clumps toward the back of the café where the door to the lavatories and the kitchen was located. The kitchen would likely have a back door they could use to escape.

People screamed as the gendarmes swung their truncheons, attempting to control the room and contain the panic rising around them. The patrons pushed back against the police, trying to reach the front door. The wall of gendarmes was too deep. The tide pushed backward.

Tables upended, chairs toppled. Lanterns crashed with sodden musical notes and those with good sense still intact leapt to smother the flames of the lanterns before the spreading oil ignited.

“I would suggest you leave by the back door,” Richard told Miss Evelyn.

“There are too many trying to do that. I would not get through,” she said calmly.

Richard did not insist she leave, for he suspected she was right.

He eyed the tide of patrons as they gave way to the police pushing into the room. The table beside Richard’s was shoved back with a squeal of wood upon the floor and rammed into his. At the same time, the large glass window at the front of the café broke with a loud tinkling sound.

A patron in shirt sleeves, with no tie or jacket and a chin dark with three day’s growth staggered between two policemen. The corner of his mouth beneath his florid mustache was bloody, yet fire snapped in his eyes.

He saw Evelyn and snatched her wrist. He brought her to her feet and around in front of him. He was using her as a shield.
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