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PART ONE: 1801 AND NOW
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1.

This is the second part of a trilogy about the experiences of Kalle Kennedy in New Zealand now and her ancestors in Europe at the turn of the nineteenth century.  

By 1801, Napoleon Bonaparte had effectively taken control of France and sought to create a European System, the invasion of Britain by first strangling its imports from the Continent and its colonies. The Scandinavian countries were important trading countries for Britain, providing a back door for merchants such as the Pajaris to smuggle goods into Britain. 

King George III ruled Britain from 1760 until his death 1820, but from 1810 when the King’s illness became more difficult, George, the Prince of Wales took charge as Prince Regent. 

After the American Colonies were lost, George III feared rebellion from Roman Catholics, supporters of Bonaparte, the Irish and the working classes as men rushed to the cities and towns to work for regular wages.  

Finland was an autonomous republic under the rule of King Gustav IV Adolf of Sweden. King Gustav IV was caught in a power struggle within the Scandinavian countries and with Russia. He also feared rebellion and was forced to abdicate in 1809 when the eastern part of Sweden and all Finland was invaded by Russia. 

There is also a problem with retaining power for the leader of present-day New Zealand. The popular Prime Minister, Geoffrey Crompton, is in power as the result of a coalition formed between disparate smaller parties, the largest of which is the Liberal Party. Ivan Schmisek, the Liberal Party’s leader and the Deputy Prime Minister of New Zealand, is also the leader of The Organisation for Peoples’ Liberty, a part of the Liberal Party with extremist views. Supported by the USA, TOPL plans to conduct a coup and take over the country.   

2.

In an Auckland high rise apartment building, an armed guard stands outside the door to a suite.  Inside the room an American is talking to a New Zealand police officer about the proposed coup. 

“Sit down, Millichamp,” says the American, General Nathaniel Meuller.  It is an order not a request.  

Inspector Stanley Millichamp looks out of the floor to ceiling window.  The view across Auckland to the harbour from the twentieth floor is amazing.  Millichamp wonders what might happen in an earthquake, to which New Zealand is prone.  There is about to be an earthquake all right, he thinks.  We’ll really shake things up.

“Your man, Manson.  What is happening.”  General Meuller remains standing.  He is a tall angular man in his fifties.  His hair is still a natural brown; although cut in a military style it is thick with no grey in it, a younger man’s hair, just like the rest of his appearance.

Millichamp answers in a brisk voice.  “The preliminary hearing remanded him in prison.  Currently, he is being held in a high security unit pending trial for murder and attempted murder.  The investigation is to prove that his act was one of terrorism towards a New Zealand citizen.”

“How so?”

“Extreme Right Wing.  He couldn’t keep his mouth shut.  Superintendent McGlashan is the chief investigator, but of course he delegates to a police team.”  

Millichamp stops there.  He does not want to take this conversation further in case his friend and colleague who followed him from Australia meets with an accident while in custody.

“So it really depends on the credibility of this young student?  Is that right, Inspector?”

Millichamp feels that Mueller is pushing towards a foregone conclusion.  “Yes, General.  If she can prove that she was held in New Mexico then McGlashan will link that back to me.  It is no secret that I am a TOPL member, and no secret that TOPL has White Supremacist views.  Although we are not classified as an Extremist group, the link to the Citadel at Las Cruces will tip the balance.  TOPL could be outlawed.”

General Mueller puts his fingers on the back of the soft chair and straightens his arms.  He stares out of the window. “And what of the Arab activist?”

“Ms Faransin Amalfi was kept in order while I had her daughter in Las Cruces.  Now the daughter is back she is active again,” says Millichamp.

“Have you heard of the Simpson Inheritance?” asks General Mueller.

“No sir.”

General Mueller starts pacing the floor again.

“TOPL has found two hundred million English pounds in escrow. It is in the account of Al Amalfi’s grandmother Jennifer Simpson.  We believe it was placed in trust either by Benjamin Simpson or by the father of her child just before the Germans shot him.  The resulting daughter, Carla Al Amalfi, is deceased.  Faransin Al Amalfi is her daughter and is entitled to claim the money.  TOPL has convinced the UK Treasury that the old lady has died.  Her account has been dormant for years.  When her Great Grandaughter Kalle Kennedy started at college the old lady tried to access the account.  Fortunately, a TOPL woman caught the call.  Our lady banker has rearranged papers so it is in the name of Boyd, and changed the amount into two packets, one of which is twenty million, the same amount that Benjamin Simpson stole from the UK government during the war.  That will allow a Treasury official to claim the money but in fact send it to TOPL.  The girl will get zilch and the money remaining in escrow will come to us via a man called William Joyce.  If there are no other claimants.”

“But there are,” says Millichamp.  “The New Zealand Simpsons.”

“Yes,” says the General. “The Simpson Great Grandaughter  plans to go to Britain where no doubt she will claim the money.”

Millichamp is clever.  He is at the bottom line already. “General, are you telling me to remove the girl or the mother?”

“The girl Kalle.  Her mother Faransin  and the grandmother Jennifer are not on speaking terms.  With the young student out of the picture Faransin Al Amalfi will be none the wiser unless Kalle tells her, which is not going to happen because the old lady has made it clear that her business is her business and nobody else’s.”

General Mueller pronounces the name as Francine.  He chooses not to use the Egyptian family name Al Amalfi more than he has to.

General Mueller sits in the chair at right angles to Millichamp.  “Our plans to take over the government of New Zealand have been brought forward.  They are code named Operation Deadwood.  You will be informed of your part in the near future.  If you still have a part.  That girl has to go.  I mean Kalle Kennedy.  Then if her mother Faransin pipes up asking questions, you get rid of her.  The old girl is going to die of natural causes; she’s in her nineties for God’s Sake, so we just have to wait.”

Millichamp asks, “What of McGlashan, sir? He is smart and as a top cop will have access to privileged papers.”

McGlashan is in charge of Counter-Terrorist Investigations.  He has a small central department located in Christchurch and has approval to second large numbers of officers.

“Fix it so he is discredited.  He’ll go on sick leave.  I’ll organise the rest.”  General Mueller stands. “Millichamp, we rely on you.  Your reward is coming.  Wait for further instructions.”  

General Mueller sits down at his desk with his back to Inspector Millichamp.  Realising he has been dismissed, Millichamp quietly leaves the room.

––––––––
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In a Dunedin hospital, far from the seat of political power in Wellington, nineteen-year-old student, Kalle Kennedy, puts down her cell phone so she can fluff the pillows for her Great Grandmother Jennifer Simpson, who has pneumonia. Although weak and inclined to tire easily, Jennifer is on the road to recovery. Kalle is also recovering but not from a physical injury. 

Eighteen months ago, Kalle was asked to go to the Dunedin Police Station to answer questions regarding the misappropriation of her Great Grandmother’s money. She called for help from a law firm. Ken Lydiard responded and accompanied her to the Police Station. There Kalle disappeared. Ken sought high and low to get help from the authorities but Kalle’s disappearance remained a mystery. 

After eighteen months, Ken’s efforts bore fruit. Kalle was found in the psychiatric ward of an Auckland Hospital where she had been admitted two weeks beforehand. The police view was that Kalle was a disturbed young woman suffering from paranoia. When Kalle returned she found that her boyfriend Martin Carter had disappeared at the same time as she had. Although prone to mental flashbacks and bad dreams, Kalle is well on the road to recovery and is determined to find out what has happened to Martin.

Great Grandmother Jennifer Simpson also has haunting memories. Having cut herself off from her grandaughter Francine, who calls herself Faransin, Jennifer enjoys Kalle’s visits. She believes she had two million pounds or twenty million pounds - she is unsure of which - in an English bank that has since been sold to new owners. 

It is possible that the two million dollars she knew were in the bank after World War Two has grown to twenty million but both sums seem too fabulous to be true. She feels helpless with computers and does not want to ask for help. 

Jennifer wrote to the manager of Combined Counties Bank and received a letter saying that the account had a hold on it, whatever that meant, and could not be accessed. 

Uncertain whether the money is lawful, Jennifer has left the situation until now. The arrival of her great-grandaughter Kalle to study at Otago University has given Jennifer great comfort. She thinks the time is right to sort out her affairs.

Now in her nineties, Jennifer recently sent an archivist cum genealogist to Europe to research the English and Finnish sides of her family beginning at the turn of the nineteenth century but did not want the genealogist involved in her problem with her money. Instead, she intends sending her great-grandaughter to find out the truth. 

Kalle knocks a pile of papers on to the floor. As she bends to lift them her cell phone clatters as it also lands on the carpet. Kalle puts everything back on the seat of the chair that sits beside the cabinet.  

“Gran, I see something here from Fleur Hancock.” 

“My eyes got tired,” says the old lady. “Fleur is back from England. I thought she was going to cost a lot of money but she said she was going for five people altogether, all different families so the cost is shared. She has some stuff about Isabella Blyde, one of our ancestors, and about her baby Sarita.”

Kalle replies, “I know I am descended from Isabella so it’s important I know who my ever-so-many removed Great Grandfather is. I am still not sure about the Pajari line, though.”

“Your mother is five times removed from Isabella. That makes you six times,” says Jennifer Simpson, making Kalle wonder, not for the first time, why GG Jennifer always calls Faransin ‘your mother’.

“Peter Field was possibly the father of Isabella Blyde’s baby. Peter was presumed dead after disappearing in the First Battle of Copenhagen in April 1801. The other possibility is Samuel Boyd, who was said to have ended up in Rarotonga.”

So if my boyfriend Marti from Rarotonga, is also a descendant of Samuel Boyd, there might be a problem for any relationship we might have, thinks Kalle.  

Martin Boyd aka Carter has also disappeared. He has not been seen since Kalle was abducted. Kalle is now living with Ken Lydiard and is desperate to find out if Martin is being held in the same interrogation centre as she had been.  

“There is a letter somewhere in that heap,” says Jennifer Simpson. “Fleur took a photo of it. It is handwritten and hard to read. It says something about being prosecuted by Mister Spencer Perceval.”

“What happened to Mister Perceval?” she asks. “I know from History 104 William Pitt resigned in 1801 and a new government was formed, but what about Mister Perceval?”

“Well, Perceval agreed with the King’s opposition to the Bill to give Catholics more power. He could see the Church of England being eroded if Catholics entered Parliament. The Prime Minister, William Pitt the Younger resigned over the issue.”

“Isn’t that what might happen here?” asks Kalle. “Our present Prime Minister Mister Crompton refuses to clamp down on immigration from Polynesia, Asia and Africa and the Right-Wing has gained huge support as a result. Ivan Schmisek is quite outspoken about too many immigrants and wants them kicked out.”  

Jennifer is surprised by Kalle’s insights, especially for one so young. A keen listener of the National Radio programme, Jennifer is aware of threats to the Prime Minister’s position but thought that all Kalle listened to was music.

“Well, in a way, yes. In 1801 William Pitt was the Prime Minister.”

Kalle interjects. “Although people called him Prime Minister, that term was not made official until 1906, Gran. It was used, but not officially.”

“Sometimes you can be irritating, Kalle dear. Let me continue,” says Jennifer. “I would like you to go to England and Finland for me.”

“Oh, Gran! I’m so busy with my studies,” Kalle replies. “I have to finish my present classes where I am playing catch-up and enrol for the next semester.”

“Kalle, now please listen to me. I am an old woman with not much longer left on this mortal plane. If I tell you something, will you keep it a total secret?” Jennifer asks.

“Yes, of course,” says Kalle.

“Not put it in your essays? Not tell your mother?”

Why thought Kalle, is Mum always called ‘your mother’?

“No. A secret for just you and me,” Kalle answers brightly.

Jennifer carries on as if Kalle has not spoken. “Now the secret. I have either two million or over twenty million pounds in an account in England. I don’t know how much and I don’t know where it came from. At first, I thought it was from my husband, Ben, your Great Grandfather. Ben Simpson made a lot of money out of the war and the black-market that followed. I was scared the money was tainted and I would have to give it back. That might still be the case but no-one is asking. Times have changed and what you went to prison for in the past you just get slapped on the wrist for now. But, here’s the thing, I have not been able to get into the account for the past ... I don’t know how long. Before I came to Roseneath House, anyway. I will give you letters to take to the bank so you can access the bank account.“

“Gran, the Treasury in England takes money like that. They say it has been abandoned. I saw it on a television programme. Twenty million? I hope it’s still there.”

“I do too,” says Jennifer. “The problem is, I phoned England and a man said the account was under a Court order. That seems to me to prove I am right. Funny money. I would like you to go to England, find out what the problem is, and find out where the money came from.”

Jennifer pauses. She is tiring quickly. “So that is my awful secret. I might be washing dirty money.”

“Laundering money, Gran.”  

“Whatever, it is, I meant illegal. Now my dearest, would you please delay your studies to find out before I die?”

Twenty million? thinks Kalle. Really? How can I let her lose that much?

3.

It is enrolment time for her second semester courses. Jennifer is in Mercy Hospital, which is some distance from the university. She will have to hurry. Kalle looks at the papers. 

Their fall to the floor has shuffled them. As she touches the papers to pick them up she sees the face of a young woman, dark-haired, not like Kalle who is fair. Like a photo on a digital camera, the picture moves back, showing a full-length picture of the young woman dressed in clothes Kalle has seen in re-runs of ‘Pride and Prejudice’.  

The woman is wearing a pale grey frock. It is close fitting and shows the woman is having a baby. The tie above the waist sits just below the bust, which is pushed up and out by some kind of vest or bustier. Then the picture fades.

‘Isabella Blyde,’ says Kalle to herself, although Grandmother Jennifer is in the bed beside her.

“Yes, dear,” says Grandma Jennifer. “Isabella Blyde. Now there’s a story that goes down and up and down again. She is a falling star, that girl. Your six times removed grandmother. She had a baby in 1801, you know.”

As Great Grandmother Jennifer Simpson speaks about Kalle’s grandmother six times removed, Kalle thinks about Isabella and visions from 1801 fill Kalle’s mind. She can see what Isabella must have looked like, a little younger than Kalle with black hair in tight ringlets. When she puts her head down and looks up, which she does quite often, her long black eyelashes contrast with the pale skin of her brow. She is dressed modestly but her clothing is of heavy material, finely woven wool by the look of it. It must be Autumn because she has put dahlias in a vase.

Isabella seems to say, I love dahlias, They come from Spain, where my mother’s family originated. Before then, when King Henry the Eighth was alive, they were brought to Spain from Mexico. His wife, Katherine of Aragon loved dahlias. If I had been alive then, I think I would have been a flower seller.

My business is going well. It is still 1801, a year I will be pleased to see the end of. I call myself Mrs Samuel Boyd now, even though I am still not sure if the baby is Samuel’s or Peter’s. As I was with Samuel frequently for over two months and with Peter only the once, I think the baby is Samuel’s, although he always used a sheath and Peter had none.  

I had a great deal of pleasure from my lover, Samuel. He was older than me by about thirteen or fourteen years but that did not seem to matter to us. He was kind and considerate and I am sure would marry me but as he is coloured he has to choose a wife with more social standing than the daughter of a town Mayor.

While he was making love to me he was also sleeping with Mistress Harriet 

Millichamp. She is the daughter, the only living child, of a wealthy man who lately bought a grand estate near Highbeech. He is a Prussian but his wife, Misses Marguerite, is a Ponsonby, an important family.

People have different parts to their lives, like chapters in a book; perhaps not so much chapters in a book because they follow each other. More like the caves at High Wycombe where you can find hidden places and secret rooms only you know about.

Samuel was my secret room, a room that nobody knew about and where I learned skills that would make me a wealthy woman. My father, Mister George Blyde knew nothing of my secret life. I was a little uncertain of my mother Bonny. She kept a careful eye on me, but of course, at sixteen I am old enough to develop a certain cunning, especially where love is concerned. Love. I was in love with Samuel. I still am. 

He is tall and strong and handsome, tough but with a loving nature. 

Men, I had heard, often had a fancy woman in London as well as a wife at home. I made up my mind that Samuel should take me back to his homeland, Jamaica to set me up in a house with a servant and stay for half of the year with me and half of the year with Harriet the Snob. I could stand that. Six months with me and six months with her.

But thinking of Samuel and Harriet lying on the same straw, sharing his bed and having the same joy in it made me jealous. 

That increased my ardour, of course. I decided to keep him so busy he would have no time for that narrow-faced snob.

I know her secret. Mistress Harriet is having a baby! I found out when listening to someone talking to one of her father’s workers, a man who looks after her horses. He saw her morning sickness when she went for an early ride, and how her jodhpurs could not be fastened, the gap exposing her stomach hidden by her riding coat.   

Samuel needs to be careful. Mister Millichamp will kill him if he finds out Harriet is having his baby. But it cannot be his baby because the dates are not right. Samuel was sleeping with me before Harriet came along, and she is further on in her pregnancy so she must have been in the family way before sleeping with Samuel.

I believe the father is not Samuel but the Vicar, Mister Winter, who has got her in the family way. I know he is evil and seduces women, by force if necessary. I know because he tried it on with me; he raped me while I was near death from strangulation, and he was definitely tupping my friend Alice. She’s only thirteen! What a foul creature!  

I thought and thought and thought evil thoughts, black things to harm him. I made a small doll and hung it by its neck on a cord I plaited. I pinned that to a rafter over the straw where Samuel and I make love in his barn. I am not sorry he was found hanging just like my doll. Samuel showed me that trick. His mother in Jamaica knows about these things. He says she bewitched Lord Ellingham and that is why the Lord brought his son to England, not that he acknowledges Samuel in any way. My father is more a father to Samuel than Lord Ellingham is. He helped him build his business as a carter. But Samuel disappeared in the Battle of Copenhagen, and so did Peter, so I must have my baby and make my own way in the world. I am truly a falling star, dropping down the night sky from happiness and the love of my family to misery and my family ashamed of me to disappear into the darkness beneath the world.

I was to marry Mister Peter Field. He was the grandson of John and Agnes Mortimer but was adopted by Barnaby and Eleanor Field. At my wedding, Mrs Field challenged me about how long I had been pregnant.  

Women are intensely curious and knowledgeable about the functioning of other women’s bodies, looking for the first signs of pregnancy, often knowing of a baby's coming before the woman herself. They are quite fixated. I did not know how far on my pregnancy was even though I was as regular as the moon itself. I ran away, with the help of the Pajari family, my good friends from Finland. 

Anyway, it was just as well because my husband to be, Peter Field, failed to show up. That was mortifying if that’s the right word even though he was on service in King George’s navy. 

I ran down to the canal to search for my canal boat friend, Kjesten Makala who had pulled me from the canal in which I was meant to drown. We became friends and went on her narrowboat to London. Kjesten loaned me some money, which I have since repaid so that I could start a business using my skill as a needlewoman. 

After opening a workshop as a seamstress, I employed carefully chosen seamstresses for the everyday production of gloves, dresses and underwear. I began making linen finger gloves, or prophylactic sheaths, as they were called by some of my more wealthy customers. I also made women’s webs. Selling these items, or a woman having one in her possession, meant a long prison sentence for immorality, or worse, a whipping and exclusion from the Church. That meant you would go to Hell so it was very risky but the men I sold sheaths to were in no position to make trouble for me. Although I had to be very careful who I sold the sheaths to, I made a great deal of money very quickly 

I made them in a private little room I call my office, wetting and stretching the fabric over the end of a broom handle. I made a double-stitched seam to make the cylinder then skilfully stitched a dome over the rounded end of a broom handle, with a little cap to catch the man’s juice. That was the really hard part. Each item had to be hung up while filled with water to test that it did not leak. Then the item was soaked in a lye solution before being sold.  

My most successful and most expensive models are made from pig or catgut rather than linen. This material is already cylindrical and needs no double seam. By turning the open end over to make a cuff, the item needs no ribbon to hold it in place once a man’s penis returns to normal. 

Within a few weeks, my products were well-known, forcing me to seek out a needlewoman with as much skill as I have. In strange circumstances, I found just the girl. Josephine Jones.

4.

Josephine Jones was a runaway from a small Welsh village. Her abusive father hit her once too often so Josephine stole his Brown Bess musket and ran away. The Brown Bess was heavy, with a long barrel that made it awkward to carry very far. Josephine sold it in a nearby market town to raise enough money to get her to London. 

She was seventeen, born in the same year as I was.

I first saw Josephine lurking around the door when my workers left for the night. I locked the doors then went upstairs to my room. Although living on my own meant doing everything for myself, I relished owning my little workshop. Water had to be drawn from the hand pump at the corner of the street, before being carried back to the shop and up the stairs. Being quite pregnant, I have to empty the chamber pot regularly. There is a privy down a path at the back for stools.

Late one night I lit a candle in a metal holder like a plate with a circle of metal to put your thumb through so you can still use your hand. I had a half-full chamber pot to carry down the narrow stairs and out to the door on the street. I put the pot on the floor while I opened the door. I turned back to the chamber pot but as I bent to pick it up the baby gave me a sharp kick, making me gasp.

“Excuse me, Misses,” said a girl’s voice. “Do you need help?”

Out of the dark came the scruffy girl I had seen earlier.

“No, I’m fine,” I said. As I spun away from her the china pot fell from my hand. The girl caught it as it fell. The contents splashed out and covered the girl’s dress with my urine. The girl emptied the chamber pot then held it out for me.

“Thank you,” said I. “As you see, I am a little handicapped at the moment.” 

I put my free hand under my belly and lifted it upwards, stretching my nightdress over the lump that would soon be my baby. 

By the light of the candle that I had managed to keep alight, I saw the girl’s dress was soaked in urine. “You are wet. Come in and I will dry your dress.”

“I am Josephine Jones,” said the girl. “Won’t your husband mind?”

“My husband died in the Battle of Copenhagen in April,” I said. “He left me this to remember him by.” 

I lifted my belly again. “I am Isabella Boyd. Please come inside.”

Josephine followed me into the shop, past the sewing tables and the bolts of cloth and up the narrow stairs.  

“I have a dress you can slip on while I wash out the one you are wearing,” I said. “Take everything off. I’ll wash the lot.”

Josephine took off her dress and her grey bonnet, undressing until she was naked. I was alarmed at how thin Josephine was. Her little breasts had shrunk so much they were windfall apples that have had their insides eaten by bugs, while her ribs stuck out under her skin. Josephine held the dress up ready to pull it over her head.

“Don’t put that on yet,” I called out. ”You climb into the bed and warm-up, whilst I make us something to eat. There is a nightdress in the chest.”

I fancied pickled onions, bread and cheese. 

This was a common wish so I had a small stock ready for any night time hunger pangs. I made the same for Josephine. 

On taking the plate upstairs I found Josephine sound asleep. Even though Josephine was so thin, the bed was not big enough for Josephine, the baby bump and me. With a sigh, I took a quilt from the box at the end of the bed. Stepping my way carefully down the stairs I was afraid I might trip on the quilt but I navigated my way quite safely, candle in one hand and quilt dragging from the other. That night I slept on a cutting table.

A few days later I was in my office when I heard a man called Arthur Grenfell ask to see the Manager.  

“You mean Mrs Boyd sir?” asked Jeanette with the auburn hair. “She is the owner and manageress of this establishment.”

I came through from the small room I used as an office in the corner of the workshop.  

“May I help you, Sir?” I asked. My hair was uncovered. I flicked a scarf over it and tied a bow under my chin to hold it in place. 

Arthur Grenfell looked at me. I was only a little over five foot tall, with dark little curls and flashing dark eyes. He saw that I was having a baby. 

“Oh, I’m sorry.”

“I am Mrs Boyd. What can I do for you, sir?”

Grenfell gave a small bow.

“Arthur Grenfell Esquire,” he said. “May I speak to your husband, ma’am?”

“My husband was killed in the Battle of Copenhagen in April. He was a gunner,” I replied. “Is it Men’s Business?”

“Yes, I’m afraid it is,” Arthur replied.  

“Come this way, please,” I said.

I led Arthur Grenfell Esquire to the office, closing the door behind me. Once the girls would have giggled but such sights were common now as men came to discuss a fitting for their sheaths. 

“Sit down, Sir. Have you come to buy a prophylactic sheath?”

“Ah. Yes. In a manner of speaking.”

“Please explain, Sir. Do you wish to buy a sheath?”

“Well, two. I think. I am uncertain. How do they work?”

“You have to soak the sheath in a solution of lye and sulphur that I supply. Look, this is what a sheath looks like.”

I opened a drawer and took out three sheaths.

“Large, medium and small. Or I can make to measure.”

Although I kept my voice low, there was a surge in the air, a ripple in the workroom as giggles were stifled at the possibility of a physical measurement being taken.  

“And will that stop the pox?”

“Nothing will stop the French Illness once you have it,” I told him. “This sheath and the solution it is soaked in will prevent a man from getting the disease and will stop him from passing it on to others. It will also stop a woman falling pregnant. Is it for you, Sir?”

“No. Yes. I mean, I want one for me and one for my father.”

“Do you have the pox?”

“No, not I. 

My father. He said he should use a sheath but did not know where to buy one. He does not wish to pass the pox on to his mistress.”

“And you? Are you diseased?”

“No. But I do lie with women.”  

“Then you need protection. Here is the deal. I can measure you, but I fear you are too nervous to measure up. I cannot measure your father for he is not here. Take two medium sheaths, one for you and one for your father. The bottles of lye and sulphur are free this time but replacement bottles are five shillings.”

Five shillings was an enormous amount but men never quibbled about it. As I gave Mister Grenfell a small green bottle with a glass stopper I looked into his eyes. They were grey and looked sorrowful. His face was handsome, his bones were strong, his skin more honey than milk. I stepped back and while he read the label I had stuck on the bottle I looked at his body. He was tall and rather slim, but his torso appeared to be muscular, poised and tense as a cat, a large cat like a tiger. He made me think of India, where tigers I had seen in the zoological gardens had come from.

“My thanks to you, Mrs Boyd.” Arthur was less embarrassed now that the business was done. He took out a leather pouch. “Here is a ten-pound note.”

“Sir, I cannot take a note. There is nobody here to change it into coinage.”

“Don’t you have a bank, Mrs Boyd?”

“No, Mr Grenfell. My husband has been lost at sea. I have to wait seven years for him to be declared dead. A woman cannot open a bank account of her own. I cannot even change your ten pounds at a bank. I would have to pay a man to do so.”

“Good Heavens. That is unbelievable. So very unfair. Come with me, come with me now and I shall go to the bank with you to change the note into coin.”

He took my arm and led me towards the door.

“Wait, Mister Grenfell. I need a bonnet and a cloak and some gloves. Then I shall come with you to the bank.”

5.

I would have liked to change my dress for the hem was quite dirty but then I thought that Mister Grenfell was not the man to look at the hem of a lady’s skirt the way some men did as they tried to see a pretty ankle. He held the door for me and we walked the short distance to Schuster Brothers’ Bank.

At the door of the bank, I was approached by a man in company livery with stockings on his legs and puffy striped britches buckled beneath his knees. His dark green tailed coat covered his back and part of his front, allowing his yellow jerkin to be displayed. His shirt was a pale green and his cravat yellow. He appeared discomfited with my appraisal. 

“Excuse me, Madam,” he said. “Ladies are not allowed here unaccompanied.”

“She is with me,” said Arthur. “She is my cousin. I wish to open an account for her so that while she stays in London waiting for her baby to be born, she will not lack for cash.”

“Where is her husband?” asked the flunkey suspiciously.

“Do not speak to a gentleman as if he were a common footpad,” said Arthur. “My cousin’s husband is long-delayed in Copenhagen. He is a military man. I am the Honourable Arthur Grenfell, son of Baron Grenfell. Find me the Manager at once.”

I was petrified. I knew I would not be welcome in a bank and this was so embarrassing. I wished I had never come.

“Chambers, Sir. Manager.” The man approaching was in his early fifties. “How is Lord Wilfred, Mr Grenfell?”

“He is fine, Chambers. His gout troubles him sorely but otherwise, he is fine.”

Arthur had lost the nervousness he had suffered when in the workroom filled with women. Among men, he was calmly assertive.

“How can I help you, Mr Grenfell?”

“I wish to offer my cousin support until her husband returns from Copenhagen,” Arthur lied. “I need a bank account into which she can place the money forwarded by him, and from which she can draw money at any time she likes. I do not want her to be bothered by your arrogant flunkeys. I want her to come directly to you with her needs.”

“Certainly, Mr Grenfell. How much will you be depositing into such an account, and where is her abode?”

“Mister Chambers, her name is Mrs Boyd and she is standing right beside me. Please have the good grace to ask the lady directly.”

“Certainly sir, I am sorry. I forgot my manners. Mrs Boyd, I need your name and where you live for my records. Would you please come through to my office?”

“Not alone,” I said. “Cousin Arthur, please accompany me.”

“Does the lady read and write, sir?” asked Chambers.

“Chambers,” said Arthur loudly. “I will not tell you again. She is right beside me.”

“Sorry sir, it is just so unusual to have a lady visit the bank. I do apologise. Would you both please step this way?”

Chambers’ office was large, with high backed chairs with red crushed velvet seats in front of an oak desk.

“Please be seated, Mrs Boyd.”

Chambers pulled back a seat. He pushed it in behind me like a waiter in a restaurant. My skirts were too full for the seat and I had to smooth them down beside my legs.

“Now, both of you, what are you up to?”

I was startled by Mister Chamber's accusatory tone.

Mister Chambers looked at Mister Grenfell. “You both come into the bank without an appointment and with a tale that is patently suspect. What fiddle are you playing?”  

I spoke out. “Mister Chambers, I can read and write. I am the daughter of the Mayor of Highbeech, who has currently disowned me.”

I patted my protruding stomach. His eyes followed my hand as I moved it across my unborn baby.

“My father did not approve of the marriage. 

Mister Samuel Boyd was a gunner in the Royal Navy. He was lost when a ship called the Dannebrog blew up near his cutter during the Battle of Copenhagen.”

Chambers knew the story of the explosion of the Dannebrog and the cutter that had been blown up with no survivors.

“He was transferring from Admiral Nelson’s ship to his own after laying the guns for him. It will be seven years before Samuel is declared dead. Meanwhile, I have a living to earn. I run a business making gloves and fashion clothes and special gloves for men. My cousin Arthur Grenfell thinks I should have a bank account, so here we are.”

“My word,” said Chambers. He seemed to be impressed with the way I spoke and I hope by my obvious honesty. He understood about special gloves for men. “I apologise for my assumption that you were up to no good. One cannot be too careful, you know. So I should put Mrs Samuel Boyd, of what address, madam?” 

I gave my address.

“Now, Mister Grenfell. Do you wish to pay cash or to transfer funds?”

“Cash,” said Arthur, holding out the ten-pound note.

“Thank you. Your account will be ready to operate in the morning, Mrs Boyd. When you need to use our services, please tell the doorman Mister Barchester that Mrs Boyd wishes to speak with Mister Chambers.”

“Thank you, Mister Chambers. You are a gentleman, sir,” I said. “I thank you for your understanding. Perhaps to seal our relationship I might do something for you. 

Your livery is ridiculous in this day and age if you do not mind my saying so. May I supply your doorkeeper with a new uniform, one along the lines suggested by Mister Beau Brummel? Not too modern, sir, but fashionable.”

“That would be a fine service, Mrs Boyd. How will this be done?”

“Please send him to my address when you finish for the day. I will measure him after which I shall bring some designs for your perusal. This is a gift from me to say thank you for your kind understanding about how I make my money. Not everybody would support a lady in Trade. Now, I must get back to my girls.”

Chambers face showed that he had misunderstood what I meant. He probably ran accounts for several Madams and Hostesses. I read his look.

“No sir, I am not and never shall be a Madam,” I said. “For a banker, sir, you wear your thoughts on your face.”

Arthur was still laughing as we left the bank.

Barchester the doorman duly arrived early in the afternoon. I showed him pen and ink drawings of the latest livery. I explained that he needed something more fitting to his station and the dignity of the bank. We settled on a grey and pale blue combination that looked smart with modern grey trousers and a matching three-quarter length tailed coat. To complete the ensemble I drew a cream jacket under the coat but over a pale blue shirt with a dark blue cravat.

For Mr Chambers, I quickly made a pen and Indian ink sketch of someone of Barchester’s build wearing the design. I used watercolours to colour the picture. 

Barchester was very pleased.

“Mr Barchester, as you can see I am now close to term. I feel very tired. I have money here, two hundred and fifty pounds. Would you please take it back to the bank for me and place it in my new account?” 

“I would be pleased to do so Mrs Boyd,” he said. 

He opened his bag and wrote a note to say he had received the money on behalf of Schuster Brothers’ Bank. I handed over a tin biscuit barrel. Barchester counted the money before departing. 

Josephine helped in the shop all day. She had a fine hand but would need training before she could make linen and kid gloves but I decided to employ her anyway. I sent Josephine off to a hardware store to find an army cot. Josephine would be sleeping downstairs near the coal stove from now on.

It had been a tiring day for us both. The other women accepted Josephine and were pleased that their Mrs Boyd would have someone on hand if I was ‘taken’ in the night. 

After a meal of stew, potatoes and cabbage, I mounted the stairs to go to bed. Josephine finished her mug of tea in front of the cast iron stove before setting up the army cot in the workroom.

Word came back the next morning that Mr Chambers was very pleased with the design and would be pleased to accept the new livery. I did not know at the time how important the friendship of Mister Barchester was going to be very beneficial to us both in the future. 

6.

On a cold murky London afternoon, Spencer Perceval pushed a rocking horse backwards and forwards. His three-year-old daughter Maureen squealed with delight each time he gave a hard and sudden push that made her head fly back as if the horse was jumping. His friend William Pitt was with him in the garden.

Spencer had eight children with one more to come at some time in July. 

He loved every one of them and hoped and prayed for more little English Christians to make the world a better place. 

Spencer’s deep religious convictions were shared by his wife Jane, the daughter of Sir Thomas Spencer Wilson, who had opposed their marriage until Jane turned twenty-one, which had been eleven years ago.

Sir Thomas had approved Spencer’s brother Charles marrying Jane’s sister Margaretta. Charles was older and had inherited the title of Lord Arden, together with the estates in Ireland and England. Left with an allowance of only two hundred pounds a year Spencer was like many younger sons of the wealthy whose future pathways were narrow: a career in the church, the armed forces or trade. He chose to trade and opened an office as a lawyer. 

After Jane turned twenty-one, Sir Thomas remained opposed to the match because Spencer was a small thin man, barely five foot five inches in height, no more than eight stone in weight and with insufficient means to support Sir Thomas’s daughter. But Jane and Spencer were in love and they had already waited three years so they eloped and married by special licence in East Grinstead.

It was a tough life at first, being a small young unimposing lawyer but Spencer’s intensity and his string of successful negotiations for his clients soon led to his engaging clerks and a business partner to take the smaller and cheaper cases. He began to prosper.

As Spencer’s career prospered, the couple and their children were able to move to Lincoln’s Inn Fields, an address that allowed Spencer to be accepted into higher levels of society, aided by his a close friend in Mister William Pitt the Younger.

The two men were opposites who were attracted to each other by their essential goodness as human beings. Spencer was an extreme conservative, a Tory, who believed that God had created the World and set people into different classes depending on their worth. Rich nobles were closer to God than the slaves in the fields, although most slaves were household servants. In many ways, they were better off than farm labourers. 

Wilberforce showed him the other side of slavery, a side that Perceval found distinctly un-Christian.

“Perceval, you must realize when you look around England and this new thing, the United Kingdom, that what you see is not typical of what the African slave experiences. Slavery is not illegal. It has long been practised in Britain. By and large, the plight of slaves is the same as indentured servants, another layer of society where the extent of their prayers is praised but their desperation is ignored. It is un-Christian nonetheless and we must work to eradicate both the indenture system and slavery. “The truth about English slavery is not here. It is in the English plantations in the West Indies and England’s colonies throughout the world.”

Wilberforce was a small man with a compelling manner. He could hold an audience transfixed, as he held Perceval. Pitt smiled. 

He had seen Wilberforce in action before

“Let me show you English slavery. Firstly, I have some pictures and then I will take you to talk with people who know from real life what it is to be a slave.”   

Perceval looked at drawings of whippings and hangings, of crowded dormitories and of the sick left to die where they fell.

“On Sunday, come with me to a church where the poor are gathered. 

I will introduce you to people who will tell you the truth,” said Wilberforce. “They have worked on the plantations of cotton. They have thirsted under the sun as they grew sugar for the English table. They have grown weak in the rice fields of America. For any dangerous and dirty job the Englishman has to undertake there is a slave to take his place. This is not a God-given state. It is simply the power one has when rich and influential.”

Perceval could see the inequalities for what they were, exploitation of the poor and the vulnerable. He began to see why Pitt wanted Parliament to endorse his equality Bill, the Act of Union which King George opposed. How could there be a United Kingdom if a large part of the population was anything but united? Perceval the Tory was becoming Perceval the Whig.  

William Pitt, known as Pitt the Younger, came from a family of Whigs, people who followed the humanistic precepts of men such as Bentham. 

Pitt saw the French Revolution as liberating man from the shackles of serfdom and domination by privilege, although he now strongly opposed Bonaparte’s attempts to bring Britain into the European fold. 

“Perceval, I might have to resign over this Roman Catholic thing,” said Pitt. “The King is worried we might be heading towards the Priestley Riots of ten years ago. He is afraid of either outcome; the Dissenters rising against the Church, or the people rising against the Dissenters as they did in 1791. Priestley blamed my father, saying he organised the riots to show the Dissenters in a bad light. I do not believe that is true.”

Spencer continued pushing Maureen backwards and forwards. The rocking horse was big, the saddle level with his hip.  

“Why resign my friend?” asked Perceval. “Dissenters can now own property. If they have any sort of income they can vote. Your Act of Union came into effect on the New Year. Why worry about emancipation?”

Pitt thought for a moment before replying, as he knew Perceval had very strong religious views that favoured the Established Church. “The King fears and hates Roman Catholics, a major group of Dissenters. Within their faith, the Church of England holds less than half of the population.”

“Dissenters do not recognize the King as Head of the Church. 

Is that the problem?” Perceval asked.

“Yes and no. He believes the Dissenters will depose him. 

He also fears the Catholics want a Catholic England with a Catholic King,” Pitt replied. “His mental disorder has made him erratic in his judgements. At times he is careless and allows matters to slide. On others, he becomes fixated, as is the case with Catholics.”

King George III had suffered from a mental disorder for which there was no cure. He tended to come and go, acting irrationally at times, at others, behaving quite shrewdly. 

He liked Pitt and had chosen him as the Chief Minister and asked him to form a Parliament. However, at the moment he was in his ‘I know best’ mood, the one that had cost England her New World colonies.

“Stay with the King,” said Perceval. “Nothing can be done except through him.”

“The Act of Union has brought Ireland under the rule of the English King. We are now the United Kingdom. The King’s Rule is resisted but will be brought into line by force. But you cannot rule peoples’ minds by force, and is almost entirely Catholic.” 

“Your Act of Union has not removed all of the sanctions against Catholics, is that what you’re telling me?” asked Perceval. 

“The Union is geographic and political. We also need to give the members of the Union the same rights throughout or there will be persistent issues and rebellion. The Irish are a fierce and proud race. They are not and never shall be slaves,” Pitt replied. 

“About slavery. I know of no evil that ever existed, nor can imagine any evil to exist, worse than the tearing of seventy or eighty thousand persons every year from their land. We are moving first through Wilberforce to stop the Trade in Slaves. Once no more slaves are available, slavery will wither on the vine as Nature takes its course.”

“What of the scheme to pay out owners when they release their slaves?” asked Perceval.

“More liberal minds do not see the enslaved as animals,” Pitt said. “They are God’s creatures who need Enlightenment, and any man who releases him from his bondage shall receive fifty pounds in compensation, plus favour in the eyes of God.”
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