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New Zealand 

New Zealand is a country of three major islands, North, where two thirds of the population reside, South, which has the largest land mass, and Stewart Island, with its tiny population sitting at the southern end of the South Island.

New Zealand has had recent upheavals, both geologically and politically.  Savage earthquakes have recently struck both major islands, the most severe being in Christchurch. Much effort has been directed at repairing the infrastructure in several places in both the North and South Islands.  

The Maori people arrived by sea some fifteen hundred years ago, or perhaps earlier, to find a land empty of people.  There were no snakes or mammals other than a bat.  Instead there was a wide range of birds, many of which no longer needed to fly.  The Maori cleared land and occupied tribal enclaves throughout the country, living off the birds and fish and plants that Nature provided in abundance.

In the seventeenth century contact was made by European explorers, although it is possible that Chinese navigators came earlier, in the fifteenth century.  Around the end of the eighteenth century, sealers and whalers from Europe established bases around New Zealand and the era of European Settlement began.

The Treaty of Waitangi in 1840 established the principles on which a new inclusive society would be built.  This treaty was between two parties, the indigenous Maori and Queen Victoria’s Britain. 

Since that time people from many races have been welcomed to New Zealand, creating a society comprising the original Maori and the descendants of the immigrant pakeha, a sector that has grown to include all other races including black African.  There is growing evidence of a conservative Right Wing upsurge challenging this acceptance.  

Within the ranks of those with conservative views are those seeking to evict from New Zealand people who do not fit their criteria for remaining.  Extremists in this small but powerful sector wish to a create a society wherein people of Aryan origin rule all others.  Clearly racist in their views, these White Supremacists conduct their lives in multiple occupations and under various guises.  However, claims of White Supremacists being a danger are quickly smothered because by and large, the general population is complacent in the belief that New Zealand is a clean and green, happy little country, free of extremes and free from racism.  The attack by a White Supremacist on a mosque in Christchurch has shaken these beliefs.

There are growing fears that further terrorist activities will occur.

Highbeech history

In 1801, Highbeech was a small village on the road between Watling Cross and Watling Abbey.  It is gone now, like the old Abbey before it.  The remains of the old Gunpowder Works are still there, while what is left of the old abbey sits in ruins, having been torn down when Henry the Eighth disestablished the order of monks who had been there for centuries.  

The problem was financial success.  The Order of Canons Regular, a monastic Roman Catholic Order, became rich selling wool from the sheep raised on the downlands they owned.  The wool was of high quality, grown and processed by the monks and taken by them to the Continent in defiance of the Guilds of Merchants, and Spinners and Weavers.

Henry needed money and he needed to break the wealth of the monastic orders that gave enormous power to their parent Church.  In 1540 he ordered the buildings of Watling Abbey to be destroyed, the monks dispatched to other Catholic orders and the bulk of the Church lands to be sequestered and re-distributed at the King’s Pleasure.

Henry’s rule used gunpowder extensively in British warfare.  Over time, gunpowder factories were set up in remote areas where collateral damage from explosions could be limited to the odd farm or small village.  Highbeech was one such place.  

The old ruins were used to house a gunpowder factory, using the small Highbeech Stream as the power source to drive the stones that ground the mixture of sulphur, saltpetre and charcoal.  The finished product needed to be stored safely in small amounts.  This was achieved by building out of the stonework of the ruined abbey a series of low shelters, often sunk into a bank or under the ground to hold the kegs of powder.  The British Government ran the Watling Abbey Gunpowder Works for many years before it was sold off to private interests at the beginning of the Industrial Revolution.  

The land endured.  Sheep were grazed by nearby farmers, whose descendants were now tenants of the Sovereign or his beneficiaries, one of whom was Lord Ellingham.  The Ellingham family had interests in the West Indies, in the slave trade, in rum and sugar and more recently, in manufacturing, especially the cloth industry.

The road from London ran north east towards the coastal ports of Yarmouth and Harwich.  At Watling Cross, some eighteen miles from London, a hard four hour ride or six hour walk, the road branched to the west for Saint Albans and Luton and to the right to Highbeech and on to Watling Abbey.

The end of the eighteenth century saw much building of canals to overcome the difficulties of transporting goods by road.  Some canals were strategic, built by the military with extra labour from Ireland.  The Watling Abbey Gunpowder Works was on one such canal.  The workers lived in Highbeech, about half a mile from the canal itself, a swing bridge allowing access to and from the works without compromising the narrow boats that plied their trade along the waterway.

Just out of Highbeech sat the Pineapple Inn, originally built by a merchant who had made his money in the West Indies and had wanted to retire to an active life as a publican.  The surrounding farmlands and the factory ensured a steady trade while the occasional overnight visit by officials or merchants wanting to visit the gunpowder works supplied an odd windfall now and then.

The Gunpowder Works had been purchased by Mister John Mortimer, and his wife Agnes from his money earned at sea.  John Mortimer was a Royal Navy gunner, a Master Gunner in fact, who shared in the spoils of Britain’s West Indies conquests. 

Highbeech had become a busy village with a church and a resident vicar, and a variety of small industries such as the smithy, the weaving factory, the wool processing plant and a carriage trade.  The town was prosperous enough to employ a Mayor, Mister George Blyde.  A prominent landowner, Sylvester Millichamp had recently acquired a local large estate which he renamed Millichamp Grange.  Millichamp was a businessman who had made his money out of trading human flesh in the slave markets and brothels of London. 

Although slavery was still practised in England in 1801, public sentiment was turning against it.  The churches actively preached Abolition on the grounds that slaves were God’s creation, made in His image and deserving of Enlightenment.  Politicians walked on a knife’s edge as people opposed to slavery, the Abolitionists, and the people wishing to keep slavery, the Anti-Abolitionists, clashed.

While Clubs such as the Hellfire Club in High Wycombe had largely disappeared by 1800, they had been replaced by specialised groups and Gentlemen’s Clubs.  Mostly these were beneficial to society, but some were socially deviant.  Among the deviant Clubs was the Bentley Club, where homosexuals could be themselves in private, and the Phoenix Club, the membership of which wished to retain slavery, strict social order and white male dominance.

Although religion remained the cornerstone of family life, there was still a belief in witchcraft. People would cross themselves if a black cat ran in front of them.  If salt were spilled, a pinch was thrown over one’s shoulder to hit Satan’s eye so he could not see.  New shoes were never placed on the table top.  When the evening star appeared, people would say under their breath, ‘Star, Star, Shining bright, Grant this wish I wish tonight.’

A woman’s place was in the home, supporting the husband and raising the children.  Women were expected to raise large families and to live near the husband’s family in order to be directed by the mother-in-law. 

In the late eighteenth century most men worked as labourers or entered the Church or the military. The rise of industrialisation saw many young men move to the cities and towns in search of work.  There was strong opposition against mechanisation and the destruction of rural life that would soon result in movements such as Benthamism and the Luddites.  

The Royal Navy was extremely powerful but poorly funded.  Conditions were hard and discipline was harsh. Religious practice was mandatory with religious offices wielding great social power over the majority of the people.  Growing population, overcrowding, poverty and gin quickly eroded the power of the Church in the major cities. 

With huge movements of population into small areas lacking the necessary infrastructure, crime became an issue in larger towns and cities.  Although some major areas such as Manchester employed a special force of men to ensure the peace was kept, in most areas there was no police force as such.  Parishes were responsible for law and order within their boundaries through the services of the Mayor, the Night Watchman and the Justice of the Peace.  As unrest grew through the movement of people to the towns many Mayors employed ‘hard men’ to sort out issues.  These were usually men with a military background who could impose their will on wrong-doers.  

The turn of the nineteenth century was a prosperous time.  Although wages were small for the ordinary man, others became rich as trade in the Caribbean, the Middle East and Asia flourished, and industrialisation made many products affordable for the ordinary people.  Fashions were colourful and innovative, with almost diaphanous gowns worn with petticoats and bodices for women, and for men, the change from britches and stockings to Beau Brummel’s trousers and waistcoats brought more ease and comfort.  Wigs were still worn were being replaced by hats.

For the ordinary man in England, the over-riding issue was not the burgeoning of Industry that made many rich nor the decline in morality that spread disease and ruined lives but the threat of one man whose rise to power sent shivers of fear throughout England, Napoleon Bonaparte.  Watch towers were built, young men trained to defend local lands, and the Army and Navy were greatly enlarged.  Men were in short supply to fill the ranks of the military and impressed recruitment was commonly practised.  

The peace and tranquility of rural England in the eighteenth century was about to be totally disrupted in the early nineteenth.  In Highbeech, caught up in this social upheaval were the Mortimers, the Blydes, the Jacques, an ex-slave called Samuel Boyd and a family of merchants from Finland, the Pajaris.
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Jennifer Simpson.  Now.

When Jennifer Simpson went into Roseneath Retirement Home she engaged a genealogist called Fleur Hancock to map out her family tree.  Jennifer knows a great deal about her family from her mother and her grandmother but the information was all by word of mouth.  She knows there has always been a family historian to keep the records straight, a person who is told about the skeletons in the family cupboard as well as the events publicly registered.  Jennifer was chosen by common consent, and now that she is an old woman she will have to pass this information on to the younger generation or it would be lost.

Losing her daughter Karla to cancer broke Jennifer’s heart.  Only thirty four when she died, Karla left behind a daughter, Francine, a miniature version of Karla.  When Francine was born fair and curly like her mother, dark skinned black-haired Abdul Al Amalfi declared that he was not the father although he was the husband.  Nobody knew for sure, and nobody asked Karla.  Abdul, who was extremely angry, simply disappeared, which pleased Jennifer who felt that the handsome Egyptian was only after the family money.  Nobody knows about this money except Jennifer.  Jennifer always hoped that Karla would renounce the Islamic faith that she had adopted but Karla remained firm.  

After Karla passed away, Jennifer took in her grandaughter, Faransin Al Amalfi.  Karla had always maintained that Abdul was Faransin’s father, and her wild behaviour and olive skin convinced Jennifer that it was so.  In New Zealand, except for one section of the community, skin colour means people with a Northern European heritage and fair skins that go red in the sun, while others tan to various shades of brown.  The other section of the community are known as rednecks if their prejudice is minor, racist if it is major, and extremist if it is violent. The Organisation for Preserving Liberty, TOPL, has recently achieved notoriety for organised protests against Moslems and immigrants.

As time went by, Jennifer tried to pass on the family history to her grandaughter Faransin, who was as blonde as Jennifer herself.  When she met Arthur Kennedy, Faransin changed.  She became calmer, less prone to violent outbursts. After marriage she kept her Arabic name, Al Almalfi, as it was when she appeared in the media.  Arthur Kennedy accepted that but insisted that their children were registered as Kennedy.

Because she attended a private boarding school from the age of eleven, Faransin developed a dislike of the rich and privileged.  As an adult, she joined a group that looked only to the future, a future in which a Utopian Society would make all people equal and poverty and class distinctions would disappear.  She became deeply involved in the growing Islamic presence in New Zealand. When Jennifer talked to Faransin about the Old Ways, the healing skills and knowledge of Nature learned through the generations, Faransin did not want to know.  

Marriage to Arthur Kennedy seemed to have quietened Faransin down.  She and Arthur lived on a lifestyle block north of Dunedin.  Faransin still actively protested but now her protests were almost entirely about the plight of Moslem minorities, and Islamic refugees.  She protested especially against New Zealand’s quota system for refugees, and the disproportionate manner in which other refugees were chosen over Moslems.  Her friends’ response was, “What can you expect after Twin Towers and the Trade Centre?”

Because of Faransin’s religious practices, and because Jennifer had to bail her out each time she was arrested for breaching the peace, Jennifer decided that the family secrets should reside with Faransin’s daughter, Kalle Kennedy.

Jennifer Simpson’s genealogist, Fleur Hancock, is with Jennifer at the Roseneath Rest Home. 

“I know it has taken a long time and cost you a lot of money, Mrs Simpson,” says Fleur, a plumpish older woman with grey hair with a touch of violet through it, “but I think you will find it has been worth it.”

Fleur Hancock looks at the lady in front of her.  Although she must be in her nineties, Jennifer Simpson retains a regal appearance.  A little stooped now, she is still tall and angular, perhaps still able to play a round of golf if she wants to.  A framed photograph on a sideboard shows Jennifer on the golf course, lean and strong, with another woman and two men, all of whom appear to be in their sixties.  Only one of the four is taller than Jennifer.  

“Your story goes back a very long way, into the sixteen hundreds, but I want to tell you about your ancestors around the turn of the nineteenth century, because that is when your family was rich and got involved in politics.”

Jennifer knows that already.  The family story is of Germans coming to Britain in the Hanoverian period, when the Georges, who could hardly speak English, had been asked to rule.

“It was the time of the Industrial Revolution,” Fleur begins. “Fortunes were made and lost, and there was great fear of a man called Napoleon Bonaparte.”

Jennifer’s generation knows more about the Napoleonic Wars than Fleur’s generation will ever know.  History does not seem to matter in this new age.

“Your main line is through the Blydes and Mortimers, and a Finnish family called Pajari,” Fleur tells her.  “Look.  Here they are on the chart.”

Fleur’s stubby finger points at the chart she has placed on the table.  Jennifer wriggles a pair of cheap reading glasses on to her nose and ears.

“See, this is George Blyde,” says Fleur.  “As you can see, he married Bonita Saville and they had multiple children.  But this one is your direct line, Isabella.  She was born in 1784 so she turned seventeen when her baby girl Sarita was born in 1801.  I have some letters written by a Charles Crumley that you should read.”

“I knew about the Blyde family connection but I didn’t realise Isabella Blyde and Sarita Blyde were mother and daughter.  I thought they were two different people,” says Jennifer.  “I’m also confused about the Mortimers and the Fields.”

“Pretty straight forward.  Peter Field was adopted.  He was the grandson of John and Agnes Mortimer, who had a lot to do with the Pajaris.  Peter Field became a hero of the attack on Copenhagen,” replied Fleur.

“What about the Pah-yah-rees?  I’ve never heard that name. It looks like pajamas to me.” 

“Pyjamas, please.  It’s spelt with a J because they were a Finnish family,” says Fleur.  “It is actually quite interesting to follow the female line from where our story begins.”

“I knew Grandmother Baker,” says Jennifer.  “She dressed all in black.”

“You did indeed,” said Fleur.  “But forget the names of the husbands, let’s look at your female ancestors.  Here are their birth years.  Isabella was born in 1784 and had Bonny in November 1801.  Bonny had Isabella’s grandaughter, Sarita, in 1821.  Great Grandaughter Maria followed in 1846.”

“So Isabella would still be alive for Maria?” Jennifer asks. “She would still have been alive then, wouldn’t she?”

“Yes,” Fleur replies. “Isabella died at the age of ninety eight, in 1882. Your mother Sarah was born in 1880.  She was Isabella’s Great Great Grandaughter.”  

“And I came along in 1922,” said Jennifer.  “Sarah was my mother.” 

“So you are Isabella’s Great Great Great grandaughter.”

“So the oral history handed down came directly from Isabella, in reality,” said Jennifer.  She died some  forty years before I was born.  People were alive then who remembered Isabella, so most of the stories I was told as a child are true.”

“Well, certainly from the horse’s mouth,” says Fleur. “A lot of the papers I’ve gathered up for you will show if your stories are true or not.”

“So what is my Great Grandaughter? My daughter Karla who passed away would be a grandaughter with four greats, her daughter Faransin would have five greats and young Kalle ... “

“We say 6G daughter,” said Fleur.  “Or Grandaughter six times removed.”

They talk a little longer but the old lady is tired.  Fleur leaves the papers with Jennifer Simpson and leaves the old lady to rest. 

Isabella, Harriet and Samuel 1801

In another land far away and at another time, in the slanting rays of the afternoon sun shining through the vertical boards of the stable’s walls, Isabella Blyde lay on the hay in the arms of her lover, tracing the shape of his brown face.  

Isabella had her mother’s olive skin and dark flashing eyes.  Her face was lively and her movements quick, like those of a Spanish dancer.  She was fine boned and stood five feet two inches tall.  Her mother, Bonita who was known as Bonny, saw that Isabella was always well-dressed in the fashion of the day.  On this afternoon Isabella was naked, a state in which she felt perfectly comfortable.

She traced her finger from the top of Samuel Boyd’s nose above his left eye, down the bridge then slowly around the flare of his nostril.  Her finger moved around the outside of the nostril, over the tip of Samuel’s nose, around the other nostril and slowly back up to the top of his nose at the eye socket on the right.

“Tell me again,” said Isabella. “Tell me about the birds and the butterflies and the sunshine and the smell of the jungle.  Tell me about your home.”

“Jamaica is too hot for an English rose like you,” he whispered. “Your fair skin would burn bright red and your lovely black curly hair would frazzle in the sun.  But one day, I’ll take you there, just for a visit, where you can feel the sea breeze on your beautiful cheeks, and smell the fragrance of the living earth.”

“When we’re married.”

“Yes, when we’re married.”

Isabella murmured a soft contented sigh.  Closing her eyes, she forced herself to think about her dilemma.  

The two men in her life were as different as chalk and cheese. 

‘Well, chalk and walnuts,’ she thought with an inner giggle.  

Peter Field had not yet touched her sexually but she knew that he really fancied her.  For just one second he had held her closely at the Autumn Harvest dance and she had felt his manhood against her thin dress.  She really fancied him.  How would she choose?  If she chose Peter, what might happen with Samuel?

Samuel was a handsome man.  ‘He must be thirty,’ she thought. ‘Nearly twice my age.  He’s done so well for himself, with his horses and carriages and his livery stable and the cartage company.  He must be quite well off by now.’

Isabella knew that Samuel had been born into slavery in the West Indies on the properties of Lord Ellingham, who had made his family fortune from slaves, sugar and rum.  Although there was as yet no law against the use of enforced labour, in this year of 1801 people were turning against those who practised it.  In many quarters slavery was deemed to be not a Christian act.  Slaves were not animals.  They were people made by God in God’s image and as such had to be nurtured and educated in Christian values so they might attain a state of Grace before the Lord.  In raising up the poor and the enslaved one might earn credit in the eyes of God, a worthy enterprise that was fast becoming a cause in Britain.

When Lord Ellingham decided to free some of his slaves in Jamaica, he brought his natural son Samuel to England to work with the horses on the estate, training him in English ways so he could make his way in the world. Each time manumission was granted to a slave the British Government paid fifty pounds in compensation for the loss of free labour.  Lord Ellingham passed on forty pounds so that Samuel could find lodgings and begin business as a saddler.  Samuel knew he was favoured by this rotund white man but had no idea Lord Ellingham was his father.

As Mayor of Highbeech, Isabella’s father George Blyde, had helped Samuel set up his business by lending him money after his emancipation.  With George Blyde’s loan Samuel had enough capital to buy into the transport business.  With new waterways called channels or canals being dug there was plenty of business for an energetic young man.  

As well as his carriage business to take customers to and from the canals and between towns, Samuel soon developed a cartage business, a wagon trade to move goods from the canals to the stores and larger houses.  He was rapidly becoming a well-to-do man who knew that money and a well-connected wife would lead to acceptance in the broader, more liberal society of the Georgian era.

With Samuel’s regular appearance at the Blyde table and his attendance at church with the Blyde family, all eight children and parents, Samuel became an accepted member of the community.  His colour did not seem to matter to anyone except Mrs Blyde, who ensured Isabella was kept well away from him.  Attracted by Samuel’s impressive physique, his height was over six feet and his body was lean and strongly muscled, Isabella began meeting Samuel secretly.

The meetings became cuddles and the cuddles became intimacy. Soon Isabella and Samuel began an affair.  It was a secret affair that had to be kept hidden or Samuel would be turned away and Isabella disgraced.  Each Sunday morning after church they would meet while Isabella’s parents socialized.  

After walking home with the rest of the family, Isabella would hand the younger ones over to the house staff for their weekly baths. Then she would slip away to her rendezvous with Samuel.  This was usually in a nearby barn or stables, and sometimes in the carriages that were stored in the big shed in the village.  Isabella found the affair wildly exciting and dreamed of running away to Jamaica with her Samuel.

Samuel was in love with Isabella Blyde but he was determined not to let that affect his judgement.  She was a pretty little thing but her father had little to offer by way of social standing apart from being appointed Mayor of Highbeech. Isabella was a naive young girl whom Samuel led along with romantic tales of the West Indies, of sugar and spice and beautiful dresses and promises to sell up and buy a sugar plantation in Jamaica.  She did not know nor gave thought to any attachment Samuel might have to another woman.  Samuel was also meeting with Miss Harriet Millichamp.  Isabella was exciting but apart from her father being Mayor and owning a drapery shop and having helped him get started in his business, she offered little in the way of social advancement. 

On the other hand, Harriet was twenty six and was the Millichamp’s only daughter.  Harriet was plain of face and too outspoken for most men.  She was not pretty.  She was sharp and angular, shrill and demanding, and old for an unmarried lady.  Not an attractive proposition for marriage Harriet had no suitors until she met Samuel Boyd when he was delivering two horses to the Millichamps’ stables. Knowing that Harriet’s father was a rich merchant who might one day be awarded honours by King George, assuming he could meet the Royal fee and caused no scandal, Samuel focussed his charm on Harriet, who was flattered by this tall and handsome man’s attention.  

Seeing her warm response to him, Samuel made arrangements to meet with her to go riding in the mornings.  Quite quickly, he bedded her on the warm straw in the barn’s store room, the same place where he squired Isabella.  Not only was Harriet an excellent lover, Samuel thought that if he played his cards right and got Harriet pregnant, Samuel could offer to marry her.  

As an older woman, Harriet was able to come and go much as she pleased.  Although they had no idea that their daughter was in a sexual relationship, the Millichamps were pleasantly surprised at the change in Harriet.  She became less demanding and spent more time riding.  She was pleasant to her parents and the household staff and charming to visitors.  The Millichamps thought that Harriet had finally matured and began to seek suitable partners for her future marriage.

It was reported by servants that Harriet was riding each morning with Samuel Boyd. On the one hand, this gave their daughter a riding companion to keep her safe,  On the other hand the Millichamps did not welcome their daughter having anything to do with Samuel Boyd, especially as Harriet began talking about him in glowing terms. Marguerite Millichamp became alarmed. 

Harriet had come out as a Debutante and been presented in Court, so her parents intended to marry her to someone more important than a West Indian ex-slave. Although it was possible that Samuel was the progeny of the present Lord Ellingham, otherwise why would Lord Ellingham have given the young man so much privilege, he still had a touch of the tar brush, had humble origins and was to be totally avoided as far as Harriet’s parents were concerned.  Had Lord Ellingham acknowledged Samuel matters would have been very different.

After Marguerite shared some of her concern with her husband Sylvester, Harriet was forbidden to see Boyd.  If Sylvester had known that Samuel was bedding his daughter, he would have had the man horse whipped to teach him his place.

Samuel was pleased with his conquest of Harriet.  In the meantime, Isabella was exciting and matched his ardour in bed.  Still with his arm around Isabella’s shoulder so he could cup her breast with his hand, Samuel Boyd felt the linen sheath fall from his withered penis, waking him from his reverie and causing him to clutch the light cloth in his hand.  He needed to wash the condom before he met Harriet at eleven o’clock that night.  Like many men, he re-used the expensive prophylactic by rinsing it out between events. Made of the finest linen, it dried in minutes.  A sheath made from a pig’s intestines or bladder would have been better but because the making of the very fine stitches was a very special skill possessed by only the very best needle women such sheaths were only for the rich.  

Isabella had closed her eyes and was dozing.  He eased apart from her, waking her as he did so.

“Come on Isabella,” he said.  “Time to go home.”

After Isabella had put on her dress and Samuel had buttoned her up she gave him a lingering kiss and slipped out of the back door of the stables.  Samuel set about rinsing the prophylactic sheath in a bucket of water he would later give to the horses to drink.  He flicked the item to shake off loose water, then treated it with a solution of lye and sulphur to keep it supple and maintain its protective qualities before hanging it over the head of a broom handle to dry. He did not want Harriet to get pregnant just yet.  He needed to establish his position as her suitor and win acceptance from the Millichamps.

Sylvester, Marguerite and Harriet  Millichamp

Sylvester Millichamp sat before the fire on a cold mid-winter night.  He gave a self-satisfied yawn, a self-generated congratulatory signal that all was well in his world.  

‘Without succession’ was a polite  way of saying childless, a term which brought a shiver through Sylvester Millichamp’s warm self-satisfaction, for he had made a fortune, secured his place in Georgian Society and had prospects for being knighted for services to industry, but he had failed to produce a male heir.  Harriet had appeared some twenty six years ago, a strange and wilful girl of unpleasant countenance, but there had been no other children.  Sylvester sometimes had nightmares that there would be no other off-spring, and that Harriet would waste what he had built up my marrying some unsuitable man. What Sylvester had to do now was marry off Harriet to some sensible chap who would look after the wealth she would bring him.

Stanwyck Mueller had been raised in Prussia.  When he was fractious, his father chained him to his bed. If he ran away, he was chained to a tree like a dog.  He was beaten harshly for any childish misdemeanour.  He grew up resentful and violent.  When the Muellers were visiting friends near London, Stanwyck hid from his parents, who left for Prussia without him.  The friends, the Langdons,  found lodgings for him out of sympathy for the harsh treatment he received from his parents.  Over time, Stanwyck controlled his temper through strict self-discipline.  Through the Langdons, he met and married Marguerite Ponsonby, which changed his life completely.

Early one morning just before Christmas Marguerite Millichamp watched her daughter Harriet dressing to go riding. She noticed Harriet slyly applying perfume behind her ears.  The girl was flushed and excited. Was she meeting a man when she went riding?

‘Perhaps at twenty six she is finally discovering her womanhood,’ thought Marguerite.  Harriet had been a surprise baby.  Marguerite was a tall woman, angular and bony, unlike her plump and fleshy husband.  She was a Ponsonby, well above Sylvester in status.  It had been her idea to change his family name from the German Mueller to Miller, then to the more stately sounding Mitcham, spelled Millichamp.  It had been her money that financed the first of the slaves from Africa to the West Indies.  Sylvester Millichamp was a bully, quick to anger, quick to use his fists, as Marguerite knew to her cost, and slow to listen to advice.  Marguerite quickly divined that Sylvester Millichamp was still the square headed thickset Prussian Stanwyck Mueller at heart, with an intense yearning to emulate the British upper classes.  Consequently, Marguerite was able to suggest ideas to him that he could adopt as his own.

“I think the cost of rum is rather high, dear,” she had said.  “You have ships taking Africans to the West Indies.  Would it be possible to bring rum when the ships return to England?  Do you think you could find a buyer for a whole cargo?”

Millichamp had taken her idea on board as his own.  He arranged for a cargo of rum and found a ready market for it in England through Lord Pentland, and through him, to the Continent through Pentland’s business acquaintance, Juho Pajari. 

It was Pajari who introduced him to sugar.  This commodity was expensive and in short supply.  Trading as a wholesaler of imported sugar was profitable but best of all was to produce one’s own supply.  To produce one’s own sugar one needed land in the West Indies, particularly Jamaica, and one needed slaves to work the cane fields and the crushing mills.

One evening, Sylvester said to Marguerite, “I wish I could raise the money to buy into a farm in Jamaica, Marguerite.  There is money to be made in the Indies.  I know of a man desperate to sell a going concern, complete with slaves and plant.  Pentland knows the farm, says all it needs is a good manager.”

“How much do you need?” asked Marguerite.  “I’m sure that if you show the papers to Father, he will check the details and arrange a payment.”

The Ponsonby family was both wealthy and canny.  In order to avoid a husband sequestering his wife’s money, Marguerite’s dowry had been modest, with an understanding that Ponsonby family money would be made available on request.  

Marguerite’s thoughts were interrupted by Harriet’s sudden dash to the basin and water jug on a stand.  

“It must be something I ate,” said Harriet after retching several times.

“Try some of my stomach powder, dear,” said Marguerite.

“Thank you Mama,” Harriet replied.  She mixed a teaspoon of the powder in some water and drank the draft, then left the room.

It was some time later that a nasty thought occurred to Marguerite.  Why would one go out riding so early on a bitterly cold winter morning?  

Marguerite dressed in her riding habit.  She would go to the Millichamp stables herself and join Harriet, and ask some direct questions during their ride.

Harriet had taken a bay mare, leaving just a few minutes before her mother arrived.  Marguerite took a young mare which she could ride astraddle and followed Harriet’s tracks in the snow that had fallen overnight. 

The tracks headed for the common as if Harriet was going for a ride then went diagonally down towards the village of Highbeech.  Pulling her horse to a halt, Marguerite could see in the distance Harriet approaching the large barn that belonged to Mister Boyd.  Mister Boyd appeared, tethered the horse, and helped Harriet down from the saddle. 

Uncertain what to do next, Marguerite rode back the way she had come, her mind whirling with thoughts of what might be happening.  She rode for an hour then found herself back on the slope above the barn.  Waiting for her horse to recover from its exercise, Marguerite saw Harriet emerge from the barn, adjusting her clothing before hugging and kissing Mister Samuel Boyd.  He helped her on to the saddle and Hillary rode up the slope.  It was some time before she saw her mother was on the horse she was approaching.

“Mama, what are you doing here?” she called.

“Exercising my horse,” said Marguerite.  “What exercise have you been doing?”

“My horse needed to be checked,” said Harriet.

“Little liar,” said Marguerite.  “How long have you had morning sickness?”

Marguerite rode beside Harriet and repeated the question she had asked that had not been answered.

“Well, young lady?” Marguerite pressed.  “For how long have you had morning sickness?”

Harriet replied quite matter-of-factly, “For two weeks now.  I’m surprised you didn’t notice sooner.”

Marguerite allowed Harriet at twenty six to live her own life, to come and go much as she pleased, more like older and younger sisters than mother and daughter.  She had no fear that her ugly daughter would be accosted or importuned, not just because of her looks and her nasty nature but because of Sylvester’s position in Society. Mister Millichamp had hopes of a knighthood in recognition of his contribution to trade and industry, hopes that would be drastically affected by scandal of any sort.  

“Your father needs no scandal at this time,” said Marguerite.  “You will have to go away.”

“I will adopt the child,” said Harriet.

“Who is the father?” 

“The father needs no scandal at this time,” said Harriet, mimicking her mother’s phrase.

The two women were silent for some time.  The horses sensed their mood and walked slowly towards their home.  Marguerite was both clever and wise whereas Harriet was more like her father, who thought things through methodically and slowly, but with a propensity to not see the woods for the trees.

Harriet felt the love of her mother very strongly.  They often sat for hours in a companionable silence while they sewed or knitted or painted pictures in watercolours.  This was such a time.  Harriet felt no need to tell her mother she was sorry, although she would feel obliged to say so to her father.

Marguerite let matters lie without further prying.  She loved Harriet and knew that Harriet loved her, even though they never made a fuss about such matters.  When Harriet was younger, she had defended her mother against her father’s rages until the time came when Marguerite asked her to let events take their course for fear Sylvester would strike Harriet.  From then on, Harriet would leave the house when Sylvester got violent.  

Although Sylvester was always remorseful, Harriet had seen so many outbursts and broken promises that she became distant from him.  It was an uneasy household but not untypical of the era when women had no rights to money or property, who were only accorded rights in law through the males of the family.  The house was happier when Sylvester was away on his innumerable trips.

However, he was home this day and would have to be faced.

Harriet Millichamp

Mother and daughter rode home slowly, thinking of the implications of Harriet’s news of a forthcoming baby with no father.

“Sylvester, I need to talk to you,” said Marguerite when she and Harriet arrived back at the house from their discussion. “Harriet, stay or leave as you wish.”

Marguerite was fearful that Sylvester would attack her.  She loved Sylvester, who was affectionate and caring for most of the time, except for the moments where he simply lost control and lashed out with his fists.  Always remorseful after his violence, Sylvester would later shower Marguerite with kindness.  In 1801, leaving a husband was fraught with difficulty for a man retained rights of ownership until a decree nisi had been issued.  Gaining a divorce was difficult, as women had no recourse other than through the husband, shame fell on the woman concerned for the rest of her life, and violence was an acceptable way of controlling a woman.  A man could sue for divorce on the grounds of infidelity but au contraire, infidelity was usually seen as a man’s right to be a man.  Marguerite knew that Sylvester could beat his wife senseless should he wish.

Sylvester seemed to be in a fine mood this day, possibly because the rich merchant from Finland was in England.  Mister Pajari seemed to know exactly where a man could make money and extend his influence. 

Marguerite ushered  Sylvester away from the kitchen, where the cook was preparing for her day, into the snug, a small area where one could read or sew in peace. 

Harriet sat first, stringing together in her mind the words she wished to use.  She knew that her mother was in danger, as was she herself, but she felt quite calm.  She had worried about this moment for so long that it had an unreal quality about it.  Although she had always appreciated her mother’s strength of character, no more so than now, Harriet took the initiative.

“Father, I am leaving this household because I need to go away for a few months.”

“Fine,” Sylvester replied.  “The Continent?  Not France of course, but perhaps a Grand Tour in Italy?”

“No, father.  I wish to stay away from Highbeech until my baby has been given a good home.”

There was no stunned silence.  Sylvester reacted with lightning speed.  He hit Harriet around the head, bring blood spurting from her nose and making her ears ring.  Marguerite threw her arms around Sylvester in a vain attempt to stop the blows.  He was far too strong for her.  He swung an arm backwards and sent Marguerite flying across the room.

“You filthy bitch!” he roared.  “You whore!  You Jezebel!”

Marguerite lifted herself off the floor and once more attacked Sylvester, this time with a large pot containing a plant.  The heavy pot hit him on the head and split in two.  Sylvester staggered and fell to his knees before spinning around and rising to face this new challenge.  With one blow to her chest he flattened his wife before stamping on her fallen body.  A male servant summoned by a maid opened the door then promptly shut it.  Harriet finished the episode by hitting her father over the head with a heavy wrought iron poker.

In the silence that followed the manservant poked his head around the door.

“My father has been seized by a rage,” said Harriet.  “Please take him to his room and attend to his injuries.”

Harriet’s tone of command was indisputable.  Marguerite was a Ponsonby and Harriet was her daughter.  The manservant knew true quality when he saw, it. 

“Yes, Miss, right away,” he said.  “Please give me a moment to get a man to help.”

Sylvester was a big square man.  His bleeding head was square and large, his torso square across and deep through.

“Nobody must see my father’s situation,” said Harriet.  “You take his head and I will take his legs.  One word outside this room and you will never find employment again.”

Harriet flung open the door to find the maid with her ear glued to the wood.

“The same goes for you, Susannah.  My father has had a fit.  In restraining him the Mistress has been injured, as have I.  One word about the incident and you will be gone with no paper.  Understand?”

“Yes, Miss.  I won’t say a word Miss.  May I attend to the Mistress?” 

“Thank you, Susannah.  I will return in a moment.”

But it required more than Milton the manservant and Harriet to move Sylvester.  Working together, Susannah took one leg, Harriet the other, and with Milton manfully struggling with the heavy man’s top half, the trio managed to get Sylvester to his room.

Harriet left Milton to attend to her father while she and Susannah went back to help Marguerite.

When Sylvester woke, he found Marguerite sitting on a chair beside his bed.  At first he had no idea what had happened.  As his memory flooded back, his cheeks suffused with a deep red.  Marguerite pre-empted a further rage.

“Sylvester, my dear, you have suffered one of your terrible rages.  Harriet had to hit you with a fire iron to stop you.  Milton and Susannah have been wonderful and you shall give them each a gold sovereign for their assistance.”

“Will I Hell!”

“Sylvester, please do as I say.  I have always given you sound advice and have always stuck by you.  But if you do not do as I ask, I will return to my family, taking Harriet with me.”

A flood of emotion flooded through Sylvester.  He was ashamed of his attack but at the same time felt that it was justified.  Marguerite should have protected Harriet, should have had some knowledge as a woman that Harriet had become involved with a man. Harriet had always been difficult, never able to take orders and be submissive like a decent woman. Equally important, the scandal would see the end of his social ambitions; he might have become Lord Highbeech, certainly Sir Sylvester Millichamp was within his reach.  Pentland had indicated that it was already in the bag.  Also, to lose the Ponsonby money could ruin him.  Damn the girl.  He would find out who did this to her and whip him until he bled.  Perhaps even arrange a nasty accident if the father happened to be that upstart, Boyd.  Why did women always go for the rough types? 

“Stanwyck Mueller, you listen to me,” said Marguerite Millichamp.  “Families do not stay in high society unless they are good at dealing with crises.  Here is what we will do to save your precious knighthood.  I am a Ponsonby, and so is Harriet, whereas you are a rough Prussian immigrant. I fancied you even though my father forbade me to see you.  We had an illicit affair before we married and could have found ourselves in Harriet’s position quite easily.  I do not forgive Harriet, as my mother would not have forgiven me, but there is a way out of this particular mess.  Harriet and I shall go away to be with a sick aunt.  I have already sent a note, and Aunt Victoria really is sick and should welcome our visit. 

“Sylvester, we have for many years longed for a son.  I will wear padding, increasing the size of it over time.  Harriet will stay with Aunt Victoria until the birth.  Then I shall go to her, apparently heavily pregnant and come home slim with a baby.”

Sylvester had always respected Marguerite’s intelligent solutions to the problems he discussed with her.  Were she a man he would have called her intelligent.  “Could be a way out, but I need to look carefully at it,” he mumbled, stalling for time.

“Thank you dear,’ she smiled.  “I am sure you will come up with some answers.  If we leave tomorrow or the next day we need have nothing to do with the servants with the exception of Susannah and Milton.  We can avoid questions from the servants about our bruises and can recover from our injuries while we are away.  You, of course, will only come as far as the ferry.”

Marguerite knew that Sylvester would consider her plan, make a minor change, before presenting it as his own idea.  She had already worked out the details of her plan.  She bought the silence of Susannah and Milton for two guineas each.

Mixed feelings about Napoleon Bonaparte 

Napoleon Bonaparte was a serious threat in the late eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries. Although the British propaganda machine, working largely through the churches and through social events, described him as a baby-killer, a monster, a man who tore out the hearts of nuns, Bonaparte was in reality a brilliant military general and an outstanding administrator.  The French Revolution ran from 1789 to 1799. When the Directorate resigned and the Consulate took power in 1799, Bonaparte became First Consul.  This allowed him to use considerable power and autonomy in pushing ahead with his plan for a unified Europe, the Continental System.  The various countries involved in this league had to raise troops, which became in effect and extension of Bonaparte’s forces, renamed in 1805 as La Grande Armee.

“I think a unified Europe is of benefit to our Nation,” said Millichamp at the Bentley Club. “Many of our commercial leaders would welcome a European market.  We are a trading nation with goods to sell and raw materials to buy.  My sugar and rum, for example, would have a much wider market, and in return I could bring back wines and fashionable dresses and jewellery.”

Armstrong sipped his glass of port. “Russia,” he said. “They have ambitions to close the Baltic and rule from Russia across to Prussia and down to the French borders.  A large army under Bonaparte would stop Tsar Peter in his tracks.  He would have to expand the other way, into Japan and China.”

“He’ll never do that,” said Millichamp.  “The reason Peter of Russia wants Prussia and Germany is for the ports.  Konigsberg does not ice up. From there he can invade England any time he wants to.”

“Rubbish,” said Chapman, waving a cigar in the air. “Napoleon has Konigsberg.  He is the one who will invade us, and very soon now he is the First Consul. I have people in Europe reporting to me.”

Chapman was an arms dealer.  He sold everything from carriages and cannons to pots and pans, but his main sources of income were slaves for military forces and gunpowder and firearms.  “There are experts training Bonaparte’s artillery in Konigsberg.  Cannons.  In Denmark, Russians are learning to use firearms and rockets and multiple barrelled guns firing successively.  We have nothing like that.  Bonaparte is a smart man.” 

Britain was not unprepared for war with Napoleon, although the Army was small and the Navy always lacked funds.  Due to Bonaparte’s harassment of English ports overseas, the Royal Navy had been in conflict in far-flung reaches of the Empire, most recently in the West Indies and in Egypt, two areas important for Britain’s lifeblood, her overseas trade. The demolition of the French Fleet in the Mediterranean at Aboukir Bay was a crushing defeat for Bonaparte’s forces and supplied political leverage for Pitt and Perceval to get funds from a rather dilatory King George the Third.

These men pushed hard for improvement in training and arms, and for the expansion of Britain’s forces. Of special value was Britain’s state of industrialisation, which had given the country the lead in technology such as the Baker rifle, the use of cast iron such as the Iron Bridge in Shropshire and in the consequent production of manufactured goods.

In some people's minds there was no doubt that Napoleon represented a dire threat to the British way of life.  In England fear of rebellion had followed on the heels of the French Revolution. Bonaparte and his followers had ambitions to do in Britain what had been done in France, created a new state in which equality and brotherhood were valued over God's Given Social Order. The ruling classes, sandwiched between the social upheaval of the Industrial Revolution and Bonaparte's territorial ambitions, were preparing to meet Bonaparte's challenge.  After all, they had the services of the nation's hero, Horatio Nelson, who came fresh from triumph over Bonaparte in the Battle of Aboukir Bay in Egypt.

––––––––
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Millichamp’s plot.

Lord Ellingham was a very conservative Tory.  He held extreme views and detested the Whigs with their liberal policies.  He called a special meeting of particular members of the ultra-Conservative Phoenix Club.  

“Gentlemen, we are here to discuss Parliament,” said Lord Ellingham. “Not all of Parliament. But certainly its Whig sympathisers such as Pitt, Grey and Perceval. Would you please explain your plan.”  

Sylvester Millichamp rose to his feet.  

“Gentlemen members of the Phoenix Club, the Whigs have become a bandstand for liberal ideas,” he said. “Pitt. Grey. Sheridan.  All sympathetic to France. All wish to abolish slavery.  If slavery were to be abolished the economy will collapse. If there is a treaty with France we will lose our sovereignty because the Whigs allow any man to come to our England and set up in business, buy our property and send the profits back to their homeland.  Napoleon’s Code will prevail for the Whigs fail to understand our English traditions of fairness and stability through Justice, the Crown and the Church.”

There was a murmur from the fifteen men seated around the table.  At first Millichamp thought the murmur was because he was an immigrant who had bought property, married into aristocracy, and still did not understand the English. 

“Go on, Millichamp,” said Lord Ellingham.

“The Whigs encourage rebellion among the working classes and the Common Man,” Millichamp continued.  “They do not fund the Royal Navy or the British Army effectively, allowing the French bastard Bonaparte free reign to plot against our shores.  The Whigs have to go!”

There were cheers and applause.  In the absence of servants, some stood up to refill their glasses.  When the room had settled down, Millichamp continued.  

“The White Man was created by God to rule the World.  But the Whigs under Pitt are determined to raise the black man from slavery to equality.  We must never let that happen.  Pitt has to go.”

There was a loud drumming as the men tapped the table loudly in support of Millichamp’s views.

“And then there is the question of the Irish.”  

Millichamp paused while there was a gentle clapping.  Those gathered knew that the term Irish meant Roman Catholic from any part of the newly created United Kingdom. 

“Lord Ellingham informs me that there is to be a meeting of politicians and Lords of the Admiralty to decide the course of the Sea War against Napoleon Bonaparte.  France has disposed of its Nobles and is ruled by the common rabble.  France must be defeated but the Whigs lack the stomach.”

Again, there was a drumming on the table as people showed their support.

“The plan is simple,” Millichamp continued.  “We place gunpowder under the meeting room in the Admiralty building in Greenwich.  Pitt, Perceval, William Grenville and other Whigs sympathetic to France will meet with Admiral Parker and Rear Admiral Nelson to discuss how to fund the Navy’s response to Denmark, which refuses to fly its flag for England.”

There was no drumming of the table as the men gathered their thoughts.  

“But Millichamp, this is the same as the Gunpowder Plot, and look what happened to them and their supporters,” said Halifax.

“Guy Fawkes and his supporters were feeble minded,” said Lord Ellingham.  “He talked too much. All our operations will be kept secret.  If you cannot keep a secret please leave us now.”

Nobody moved.  The men all believed in Millichamp’s description of the state of the Nation.

“Very well.  Only four men will be involved.  They will dress as Frenchmen.  The leader, Frogmorton, has only a short time to live.” 

Ellingham waved at a thin pale man at the end of the table.  Everyone knew that Frogmorton had a chancre in his bowel and was  passing blood.  Although they felt sorry for him, they all respected him for his courage.  He was a good choice as leader.

“Harwarden and Oates will assist him.  The fourth man, Greene, will be at the river with a boat to effect an escape to Ireland,” said Lord Ellingham. He waved his hand towards where the three men were sitting.  “Gentlemen?”

The three men rose to their feet.  There was applause, and then as the three men sat, everyone else rose and continued their applause.  Lord Ellingham waited, and then signalled for silence.  When all were seated, he outlined the rest of the plot.

“Thank you one and all.  Now, should our men fall into Whig hands, they will pretend to be French saboteurs.  There is a common fear that saboteurs walk among us, so that is credible.  However, after Pitt and Perceval are dead, I will convince King George to accept Addington as his Prime Minister.  If in the unlikely event of failure our men are taken, Mister Addington and I will ensure that they are set free, and adequately rewarded.  This will cost money, which is why you are here.”

The plan was accepted.  Money was proffered in large amounts. Millichamp, Frogmorton, Harwarden, Oates and Greene met to discuss the practicalities.

“The Armoury is not well run,” said Frogmorton.  “Perceval is attempting to bring it to heel, but essentially it is in chaos.  We can arrange for supplies of gunpowder to be delivered to a ship of the line, but in reality, taken to the building where the meeting is to be held.”

“I know about fuses and how to prepare the kegs,” said Greene.  “Oates, will you take the boat instead of me?”

“Gentlemen, let us start at the beginning and work our way through to the end,” said Millichamp.  “Now, first each of you needs a French identity...  “

Millichamp kills 

After his wife Marguerite took his daughter away to stay in High Wycombe, Sylvester Millichamp stayed in town for several nights.

It had been costly easing his frustrations this time.  He had so much pent up rage that he needed to hurt someone.  That meant using a doxy who was into rough sex.  The girl had cost a whole half sovereign, an enormous price compare with what he usually paid for sexual services.  Still, she was practised in the arts of M. de Sade, and that was why she earned a premium.  She was also an excellent dominatrix, but that was not Millichamp’s taste.  Instead he enjoyed inflicting pain.

He did not know her name.  He had paid her pimp to bring her to a private room in the Bentley Club.  As soon as he had finished, she stood up and smoothed down her dress as if his actions had meant nothing to her.  This enraged Millichamp.  She should have remained on the bed, exhausted and totally submissive. He would show her the right way to behave to a man.  He hit her on the cheek.

“Oh, go on, love.  Behave yourself!”  she said. 

He hit her again.  She endured his beating as part of her current way of life but the blow had been savage.  She was not prepared to be beaten to pulp.

“That’s enough of that, Lover Boy,” she said in her dominatrix tone.

Millichamp was further enraged by her reply.  He swung his fists into her body so hard she could not breathe.  She fell to the floor so he kicked her to make her stand up where he could hit her face again.  All the pent up anger at his daughter’s stupidity, his wife’s superiority, his childhood beatings and chaining up flowed down his arms to his fists.  Blood spurted and the woman screamed.  The door banged open and the pimp came in.

“Oy!  Stop that!,” he yelled.  “You crazy or sumping?”

Millichamp whirled around and attacked the pimp.  He beat him as he had beaten the girl.

An attendant from the Club came into the room.

“Mister Millichamp, sir!” he said.  “Please keep your noise down or I shall have you removed.”

Had the attendant told Millichamp to stop hitting the pimp, Millichamp would have ignored him.  The pimp had no right to stop Millichamp getting what he had rightfully paid for.  That was why the girl was in business.  But to be thrown out of the Bentley Club was a very real threat so he stopped beating the pimp, who fell to the floor.

“Put your britches on, sir,” said the attendant, who then hurried off to get help.  He arrived back shortly.

“Please wait in the small reception room, Mister Millichamp,” he said.

Sylvester did as he was told.  His rage was over.  His anger had subsided.  While he waited for the Bentley Club servant to return, Sylvester washed his hands in the water set on the dressing table.  The water went pink with the blood that was on his hands.

“I’ll pay them both good money,” he said.  “Can’t say fairer than that.”

“Indeed , sir, except the young lady is dead,” said the attendant.  “I will clean up here. Please go to the small reception room and wait there for Lord Pentland.”

Pentland.  Not the Night Watch and not the Bow Street Runners. Millichamp heaved a sigh of relief.

“If you say one word outside this room, I shall punish you severely,” he said to the attendant.

“Not to worry sir.  I have seen worse,” he replied as he accepted the golden guinea that Millichamp was holding out for him.  

Millichamp heaved a sigh of relief.  He knew there would be a financial cost but he felt that the Bentley Club would somehow make the problem go away.  It might be wise to go back to Millichamp Hall and wait there for his wife to return. 
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Jenna Pajari

While the Millichamps were fighting, the Pajari family was staying in London, near Greenwich, south of the Thames, rather than the quite distant Westminster, which was more fashionable and on the northern side of the River Thames.  Juho and his sons Philip and Riku’s business meant they had to visit the Admiralty to report information they had gathered while travelling from Finland to England, and to ensure continued protection of their ships by the Royal Navy.  The three businessmen were also busy negotiating trade agreements with the politicians and the merchants of London, meetings and appointments that kept them away from the family for lengthy periods. Strains were beginning to show.

Jenna Pajari was in a bad mood, which was not unusual.  Jenna wanted to go shopping.  She wanted to meet people her own age.  She wanted to learn about what was fashionable and acceptable and what was not.  Compared to Paris, London was a dead end for her.

Renowned for her patience, Astrid Pajari screamed at her thirteen year old daughter.

“For God’s sake, girl.  Grow up!”

“You don’t believe in God, so don’t you tell me what to do!”  Jenna screamed back.

“Don’t change the subject.  You are not getting a new gown.”

“But my clothes are not fashionable!”

“You bought a new dress in Paris.  That will have to do you.”

“But it’s green.  Green is outre. Yuk!”

Astrid did not know where ‘outre’ had come from, nor did she care.

“Jenna Pajari,” Astrid declared.  “We are going to be late.  It is a simple afternoon tea.  We are fortunate to be included in Lady Pentland’s social group.  The Pentlands are important clients and your father would be very unhappy with you if you upset Lady Pentland.”

“Shit on Lady Pentland.”  Jenna spoke in Finnish, her first language.

Astrid believed violence begat violence but even so, she was sorely tempted to smack her daughter.

“Don’t use foul language.  Go to your room. Now.”

For a few short moments, Astrid thought that Jenna would refuse her order, but instead Jenna raised an objection.

“I have stomach cramps.  I think it’s the curse.”

“I don’t think so. You’ve only just finished.  I’ll make you an herbal infusion. Chamomile and feverfew.  I’ve used that for years,” said Astrid, trying to sound calm and sweet. “Go to your room till you can be polite. I’ll bring the drink to you. Go.”

Astrid threw out an arm and pointed in the direction of the bedrooms.  Astrid was renowned in her home community as an herbalist, and as a seer, an ability that she kept secret outside a small circle of believers. The family lived in Turku, the capital of Finland, where religion had a strong hold on the community.  Magic, which Astrid did not believe in, and Maausk, the Old Way, which she did believe in, were anathema to her local congregation. It was essential to attend the local Lutheran Church, which the family did every Sunday.

Although Astrid was sure that the stomach cramps were an excuse, she thought that an herbal drink might take away Jenna’s last-ditch attempt to avoid going to Lady Pentland’s.  She mixed up the drink, adding a tot of sherry before taking the glass to Jenna’s bedroom.  Astrid walked straight in because the door was not locked, which was a good sign.  Jenna was wearing her green dress, the one she had bought in Paris, the centre of chic fashion, which brought out the yellow in her hair. 

“Darling, you look fabulous,” said Astrid.  “Drink this.  It will cheer you up and make you feel happy.”

Without complaint, Jenna sipped the glass.  The sherry covered the bitterness of the feverfew, leaving a warm glow on Jenna’s cheeks.

“I can’t wear the same dress for each of Isa’s business friends,” said Jenna, now composed and calm.  Isa meant father.  Jenna wanted to help her father by dressing to impress.  “I will need new dresses to look good in front of them, so there.”

“If you behave you can have a new dress,” said Astrid. “What fashion would you like?”

“I think an afternoon dress, quite slimming, not fussy.  Paris is all bows and ribbons but here in England the line is almost Puritan.”  

Astrid was suitably impressed.  At thirteen, Jenna had little need of ball gowns and dinner dresses, but at thirteen she did need to ring the changes. As she would not be much longer in England perhaps two more dresses would do.

“I meant to tell you,” said Astrid.  “We are leaving London.  We are going north to be closer to the gunpowder factory in Highbeech, near Watling Abbey.  Watling Cross is too far from where we need to be and the Abbey itself is an old ruin now.  Apparently there is a meeting with some lords and sirs and stuff and he would like his two ladies to impress.  Grandfather Juho will come too.”

“Can I have another glass of medicine? I still feel sore.”

“No, dear, you cannot.  Let the first draught work its magic.  It takes time.”

Jenna said, “I want to stay in London, where it’s all happening.  I want to walk in Hyde Park and see the markets, and walk by the Thames.  The new port of Tilbury is meant to be huge.”

“All in good time, Jenna.  But Riku needs us.  Anyway I have to stop him drinking too much,” Astrid joked.  “You know what the lords and sirs are like!”

Jenna thought Riku drank too much anyway.  He was often mildly drunk, on most days, in fact, but sometimes, even regularly, he became very drunk.  That was when he could get violent, lose his temper, and lash out at Astrid but never the children.  At thirteen she knew that Astrid’s visit was to control Riku so this important trip to England did not fail.
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