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e contemplated finishing the painting he was working on, but it was 5
p.m. on Friday and most of his students had already left; only Antonio

was still at his easel. Marie had not come in that day as she was overseeing the
workmen at home, who were decorating the entrance hall. She said they
worked harder if she was in the house, supervising. Knowing her, she would be
a hard taskmaster, but he thought the men would be more distracted with
Marie around; he certainly would have been. She also tutored Jacques in
languages and music on a Friday morning and she was proving an admirable
teacher. She had insisted that they speak English at home for the last month in
an attempt to help Jacques. He had struggled a fair bit as he had never been to
the country and his knowledge was from textbooks.

Marie was now approaching her ninth month of pregnancy and was
absolutely blooming. Her skin and complexion were radiant, her blue eyes
sparkled with life and her waistline had expanded to accommodate her bump,
but unless seen in profile it was sometimes hard to tell she was pregnant. He
had enjoyed every moment of her pregnancy, particularly the developing
breasts (even the thought of them made him feel desperate to get home).

He packed up his palette as most of the colours had been used. He told
Antonio he was going but he was welcome to stay as he had his own key.
However, Antonio advised he was going to meet a young lady in the Café
Rouge at 6 p.m. anyway. Charles laughed and told him Paris did not need any
more Italians in it, so he could refrain from reproducing with all the French
women. He knew how attractive Antonio was to the local women. He could
charm the birds out of the trees with his Italian good looks, flirtatious manner
and his accent, which seemed to have an extraordinary effect on women. It



wasn’t just the young women either; Antonio could have women in their sixties
drooling over him. He never had to find his own breakfast; he only had to
walk through the marketplace and women would appear from all directions
offering him free fresh fruit, ham, bread and cakes. His nickname, given to
him by the locals, was “Italian stallion”. Antonio loved the attention, but he
was very clever about avoiding the sexual attention of those women he did not
wish to pursue. He did it with such charm and grace that none of them were
offended. It didn’t help that Antonio was now firm friends with Manet and his
crowd, who were not the best examples for him to follow. Manet was a born
practical joker, inveterate drinker and a skilled womaniser and he could not
resist telling women that Antonio fancied them when he hadn’t even laid eyes
on them.

ere was a time when all the female sitters used to fall for Charles but
now, Antonio was proving to be the new stag. Still, that let him off the hook as
he would not dream of being unfaithful to Marie and if any of them, including
his wealthy clients, indicated their willingness for sexual attention, he was
quick to rebuff them.

He set off home through the busy streets, which were teeming with life and
people. He crossed the Seine and was home within ten minutes. When he
came into the house, Marie was not in the hall, kitchen or lounge. He shouted
up the stairs and Jeanette appeared.

‘Where is Marie?’
‘Madame is in her room, sir. She has started in labour and I have sent a

groom to fetch the local midwife.’
He bounded up the steps shouting, ‘And why did you not send for me?’
As he got level with her she replied, ‘Sir, it is only the early stages yet and

we knew you would be back soon.’



He pushed past her into his bedroom and found Marie sitting at her
dressing table. He rushed over and knelt behind her, holding her tightly in his
arms.

‘Darling, how are you? Where does it hurt? Can I get you anything?’
Marie smiled at him in the mirror. ‘Oh Charles, I am not even sure I am in

labour. I have only been getting a slight twinge in my back. It was only when I
noticed it was happening every five minutes or so that I even thought it may
be the onset of labour.’

‘Every five minutes,’ he repeated in horror, ‘but it’s too soon; we are not
ready. Do you think the baby is in distress?’

Marie replied, ‘No, not at all. ere has been plenty of movement and
probably, the baby has been repositioning for the birth.’

He was overcome with fear and panic and he needed to get these emotions
under control so as not to frighten Marie.

‘Do you think you should be in bed, darling?’
‘No, I am perfectly fine as I am. I find I cope better being upright.’
He saw her face change and she gripped the top of the dressing table and

caught her breath. Oh dear, if this was only the start then he knew he was
going to be a gibbering wreck by the time of the birth. Maybe that was why
men kept away during childbirth. ey couldn’t bear to see their wives in
pain… and he was sure he could feel some discomfort himself. It was probably
nerves or fear that was turning his stomach. He must calm down. He thought
of his father’s utter calmness and authority when the mare was foaling… but
he had years of experience under his belt. Charles had no experience of
childbirth.

He pulled himself together and asked Marie, ‘Have you had anything to
eat, dearest? You need to keep your strength up.’



Marie snapped back, ‘I couldn’t eat a thing. I have been sick once already.
Why don’t you and Jacques get your dinner and I will see you later?’

Shocked by her flash of anger and instant dismissal he said, ‘What, and
leave you on your own?’

She rounded on him again. ‘I am not dying, just in the early stages of
labour and when and if I need you, rest assured I will call.’

He was dumbstruck as she would never have spoken to him like that
normally; she must be in far more pain than she was revealing. He had no
option but to do as she asked. He had promised her he would abide by her
rules during labour and if she didn’t want him with her then he would have to
comply. He put his arms round her and kissed the top of her head. He felt her
stiffen and she pushed him away and put both hands on the dressing table
while the pain washed over her. He turned and left her in peace, but he was
devastated.

He went downstairs to find Jacques who was in the lounge, reading a book.
He leapt up and asked, ‘Is Marie all right? She was in some pain this morning.’

‘She has started in labour and she seems to want to be alone.’
Jacques replied, ‘Well that doesn’t surprise me; my mother once hit my

father over the head with a cooking pot when she was in labour and thereafter
he took himself out into the fields when she was in labour.’

‘Well, I am glad it may have been a response to pain rather than being
directed at me personally. I had better have something to eat; it could be a long
night and I do so want to be with her.’

‘Really? You’re a brave man then, Charles. Most men can’t get out of the
way fast enough at this crucial time.’

Jeanette came in and said, ‘Sir, do you wish me to stay tonight as Madame
is in labour?’



‘Oh, Jeanette you will have to ask her yourself. I have already been told to
leave her in peace and I don’t want to be accused of making a wrong decision.’
What on earth was he going to do with himself all night if Marie didn’t want him
with her? He wanted so much to be a part of this experience and to share the
pain with her.

e doorbell rang and Jeanette ran down to answer it. It was the midwife.
He caught them halfway up the stairs and told her that he wanted a report on
Marie’s progress immediately after the midwife had examined her. He
contemplated sending for Marie’s mother. It would only take Jacques, an hour
to ride over there and he knew his way. He daren’t leave her himself in case she
needed him. He dismissed this idea as Marie had never mentioned wanting her
mother at the birth. He thought that if she needed a woman it would be
quicker to get Suzanne, Manet’s wife. He decided he had better wait until she
got a bit further into the labour, but at least he had thought of an option.

e midwife came back downstairs. She didn’t look unduly concerned.
‘Your wife is progressing well, but this is her first baby and it is difficult to
estimate how long she will be, and she is rather small down below. It could be
any time between five and fifteen hours before the baby is born.’

Oh God, one or both of them could be dead in fifteen hours; she with the pain
and him with the stress of not being with her. He rounded on the midwife, ‘en
go back to her and don’t leave her for a moment but tell her I am here for her
and if she utters my name you will shout me immediately, do you understand?’

‘Yes sir!’ She bobbed and practically ran back up the stairs.
Aware that Jacques was eyeing him with some concern, he poured himself

a brandy and left the dining room. He went to the lounge as this was directly
under their bedroom and he wanted to hear exactly what was going on.

Jacques followed him sheepishly and asked him, ‘Would you prefer to be
alone?’



‘No, Jacques. If you wouldn’t mind staying here, perhaps reading, as I may
need you to ride over to Marie’s parents to get her mother or run over to
Manet’s to get his wife.’

‘Certainly, Charles – just tell me what I can do to help.’
He tried hard to calm down and made sure he only had one glass of

brandy. He could hear her stifle a cry, probably into a pillow, at the peak of
each contraction and he became obsessive about timing them. ey were
certainly coming at shorter intervals – around every four minutes – but they
weren’t giving her much respite in between. is went on for the next hour and
by then he was so fraught with stress, he felt like he could murder someone.
Finally, Marie let out a piercing scream and he could wait no longer. He took
the steps two at a time, flung open the door and saw Marie on her back on the
bed, in her chemise, with sweat pouring down her face. She had been using a
rolled-up towel to stifle her screams. e midwife was sitting on a chair, totally
ignoring his wife. He stormed over, grabbed her arm and marched her out of
the room.

‘Get out and don’t come back. I will deliver this baby!’ He slammed the
door and returned to the bed, scooped Marie into a sitting position and knelt
beside her now sobbing body. ‘Sweetheart, I am here now and together we will
get through this!’

As her sobs eased she cried, ‘Charles I am so frightened, and it hurts so
much; please help me!’

In tears himself, he carefully lifted her chemise above her waist. Before he
could go further, she started another contraction. He ran his hands over her
swollen and tight stomach and could physically see a ripple of pain running
through her belly. She grabbed his hand and screamed in pain.

‘Sweetheart, just scream and let the pain out; don’t try and stifle it. When
it eases a little, can you raise your knees up? I need to see what’s going on.’



‘Only if you promise not to touch me internally. I feel like I am being
ripped apart as it is.’

‘I promise I will only look this time Marie, but I need to know where the
baby’s head is.’

She did as he asked, and he saw that the baby was not in view. He carefully
inserted three fingers inside her but before he could go any further another
contraction started. He lifted her up on to the pillow and said, ‘I think you
need to stand up and let gravity help you get the baby further down the birth
canal.’

Just at this moment, he was aware of the doorbell ringing. Could this be
someone who could help? He told her to stay there; he would be back to help
her stand up in a minute. He ran out of the room, back down the stairs and
got there as Jacques opened the door. To his complete amazement, Henri was
on the doorstep. ey looked at each other and Henri said, ‘God, Charles,
whatever is the matter? You look dreadful.’

Just at that point, Marie let out another piercing scream and Charles said,
‘Marie’s in labour and I need your help.’ Henri turned and went back to his
horse and unfastened a saddlebag. Charles and Jacques followed him out.

Charles turned to Jacques, ‘Do you know how to deal with his horse? Give
him a small amount of aired water, untack him, find some sacking and put
straw underneath it until he has stopped sweating, then rug him up.’

‘Of course, Charles. I used to deal with changing carriage horses in Lille all
the time. I know what to do; I won’t leave him till he has dried off and then I
will give him some hay and a short feed.’

‘Good lad’, replied Charles. He and Henri ran up the steps into the hall.
‘How far gone is she, Charles?’
‘She has been in labour lightly since midday today and now she’s having

contractions every three to four minutes. e baby’s head is not visible yet.’



‘Ok, it’s a good job that I have attended four births, but I have only
delivered one baby myself. Have Marie’s waters broken?’

‘No.’
ey were soon in the bedroom and Marie could not understand how her

brother had suddenly appeared; she thought she was dreaming.
Henri leant over her and kissed her cheek. ‘Marie, it’s Henri but just forget

I am your brother. I have delivered four babies recently and I will do my
utmost to deliver you safely. Now, I need you to lay back and open your legs
and let me examine you.’

Marie groaned but did as she was told. He motioned to Charles to help her
get her chemise over her head. He went to his bag and selected his baby
stethoscope and a small crochet hook. He could feel Charles watching him. He
put his finger to his mouth to warn him to keep quiet. He put the stethoscope
to her stomach and moved it round until he found the baby’s heartbeat. He
beamed with delight.

‘Marie, the baby’s got a strong heartbeat and is coming the right way but I
need to feel how far down it is, so can you be brave? If you feel a contraction
coming, tell me and I will stop. Charles, can you hold her hand and comfort
her. Marie, I need to turn you, so your legs are over the edge of the bed.’

Charles watched in horror as Henri put his hand inside her with the
crochet hook between his fingers and the flat of his palm. Marie yelled, and he
held her hand and kissed it. He realised he had stopped breathing and took a
sharp intake of breath. Marie writhed to twist away from Henri, but he forced
her shoulders back onto the bed. Marie’s scream was silenced by the flood of
fluid that ran like a river down her legs and onto the floor.

She gasped and cried, ‘Bastard brother and a bastard husband!’
Henri replied, ‘I know. I’m sorry, but I had to break your waters. We need

to get this baby out.’



She shouted, ‘Well bloody well get on with it then, even if you have to use
your sword. Just get this baby out.’

Henri calmly replied, ‘Right, now stand up and face Charles and put your
arms around his neck and use him for support.

‘Stand up? I can’t even feel my knees, never mind my feet.’
Henri pulled her up. ‘at’s because they have gone numb with lying

down. Put some weight on them and try walking around with our assistance. I
promise you the pain will lessen if you stand up and lean forward when the
contractions start.’

Charles had hold of her arm on one side and Henri supported her on the
other. After a slow start the feeling came back in her knees and she could stand
unaided. Henri fetched her chemise and brought her a glass of water. He
helped her put it on and she drank the full glass of water. e next contraction
started, and she put her arms round Charles’s neck and he supported her as the
wave ran through her body.

Henri instructed, ‘Marie, don’t hold your breath. You need to breathe
through it or you will feel faint.’

She snapped back, ‘Oh Mr Bloody know all; I’d like to see you giving
birth!’

Henri retorted, ‘at’s better, you sound more like my little sister now.
Take your pain and anger out on me. I can stand it.’

Marie shouted venomously in Russian and gave Henri a severe telling off.
Charles said, ‘What did she say?’
‘Nothing you need to worry about, Charles. Some of those swear words I

had forgotten but the gist of it was, she was very angry and threatening to kill
me slowly and tortuously. You must remember she is in so much pain, she has
no idea what she is saying or doing. We are getting nearer to the birth every
minute.



Henri took two pillows off the bed, and a sheet, and laid them out around
the bottom of the bed. ‘When the head is crowned, I need you to sit on the
edge and get Marie to kneel in front of you. Put a pillow over your knees for
her head and I will deliver the baby. Do be careful, she could easily bite or
scratch you because she is in pain. If I have to cut her, I will need her on her
back on the bed again and you will have to hold her down.’ He went to his bag
and produced a large pair of scissors. Charles’s face must have said it all –
Henri smiled, ‘Don’t worry, we won’t need them if she listens to me. I can
assure you my needlework was far superior to hers when we were children.’

Marie suddenly had another contraction and she screamed, ‘Oh my God, I
want to push.’

Charles manoeuvred her to the bottom of the bed and whispered to her,
‘It’s nearly over now; just let your body take over and don’t fight it and listen to
Henri’s instructions.’ He kissed her wet cheek, put the pillow on his knee and
told her to bite into that if she needed to. Henri lifted the back of her chemise
and tucked it into the top. He could see the head was there but had not
crowned yet. He leant over Marie and spoke to her.

‘When the next contraction comes I want you to start pushing really hard
but into your bottom this time. If I tell you to stop you must obey me
instantly. Have you heard me, Marie?’ She nodded her head in consent. e
next contraction tore into her and she started to push. Tears were pouring
down his cheeks and sweat was pouring down hers. He was terrified of what
was happening, but he couldn’t leave her now. Henri shouted encouragement
and she took another deep breath and pushed but let out a scream so loud, he
was deafened. Suddenly, Henri shouted at her to stop pushing and start
panting, and he touched her face to see if she had understood. She did his
bidding but her whole body was shaking. Henri told her to push if she could
and within seconds, the head was born. Two more pushes and the shoulders



were out, and Charles saw his baby in Henri’s arms. He covered Marie’s head
in kisses and his whole body was heaving as he sobbed.

Henri said to him, ‘Can you carefully pick her up and turn her round so
that she’s leaning with her back to the bed and sitting down so I can cut the
cord.’ He lifted her off her knees, twisted her round and gently leant her back
against the bed. Her eyes were half closed, and she didn’t speak, but then her
eyes flickered open and she looked down and saw the baby. Tears poured down
her cheeks. Henri tied the cord off and deftly cut it with the large scissors.

Charles said, ‘Did you have to cut her?’
‘No Charles, I didn’t, but I need to check she is not torn internally.’
Henri had a towel and was wiping the baby, which made it cry. He

wrapped it in a second clean towel and handed it to Marie.
‘Congratulations on the birth of your beautiful little girl, born at 1:30 a.m.

on 25th June 1869.’



C
2

harles dropped to his knees beside Marie, and he kissed his daughter for
the very first time; her crying subsided.

Henri said, ‘Charles, can you keep Marie still there until the afterbirth
comes? Just watch she doesn’t pass out as she will be very weak. I will prepare
the bed ready for her after the afterbirth has come and I have washed her. I will
leave you both to get acquainted with your daughter. Do you think you are up
to bathing her, Charles, when I see to Marie?’

Charles nodded, still unable to speak due to the enormous lump in his
throat. Marie stirred and unwrapped the towel to examine her baby in minute
detail. Her facial features consisted of blue eyes, a button nose, and a shock of
dark hair. She had long, slender fingers and beautiful pink toes. She was small
and probably weighed around five pounds. Henri left the room in search of
hot water.

Charles turned Marie’s chin towards him and said, ‘Ma cherie, I am so
proud of you. You have delivered our first child with such bravery and
fortitude, I thank you from the bottom of my heart. I only wish I could have
borne the pain to make it easier for you. But we both owe your brother a huge
debt of gratitude. I doubt I would have been able to perform like he did; he
was just sensational. He went into action and I panicked. Please forgive me.’

Marie sighed, ‘He does always seem to turn up at the right moment,
whenever I am in trouble. Did you send for him?’

‘No, I thought of sending for your mother or Suzanne and Manet, but
Henri just turned up on the doorstep at 10 p.m. Never have I been so relieved
to see him in my life.’



Marie suddenly grimaced and said, ‘Take the baby, Charles. I want to push
again.’ Charles grabbed her and stood up and at exactly the right moment,
Henri appeared with two pitchers of steaming hot water. Charles took the baby
over to the dresser to wash her. Henri put the pitchers down and was back on
his knees by the bed with Marie.

‘Perfect timing now just relax – this won’t hurt – but only push very
slowly; we don’t want the afterbirth to tear. I’m sorry but I need to check you
internally again for any retained afterbirth or any tears.’

Marie smiled weakly at him, ‘Well, considering I feel like I have been
ridden over by an entire cavalry troop, one more intrusion will hopefully put
an end to it. No, don’t tell me, Trooper Croizette. I know the drill by now.’

‘I’m pleased to see your sense of humour is returning, dear sister. By the
way, I have been promoted to lieutenant. However, a little word about your
foul-mouthed language and your threats to my body. Do you remember
them?’

‘I vaguely recall swearing at you in Russian and threatening to cut your
balls off, yes.’

‘Well, that I can forgive due to the pain that you were experiencing. But I
must take exception to your threats towards Charles. You said you would not
allow him near you and there would be no more babies. May I remind you
that he is your husband and he has every right to his conjugal rights and to
have as many children as he considers necessary. You are perfectly healthy and
capable of producing several more children. If I hear you have been
misbehaving I will drag you to the barracks and horsewhip you in front of my
entire troop. You don’t appreciate what a wonderful husband you have, Marie.
He loves every bone in your body.’ Henri had been skillfully washing her from
head to toe as he spoke to her and then dried her off with a fluffy white towel.



‘Stop it, Henri. I didn’t mean it; I was just in so much pain and he was the
one who got me pregnant and as usual, I hit out at the wrong man. Did you
tell him what I said?’

‘No, I didn’t. He’s been to hell and back today as it is, and I was sure you
didn’t mean it.’

‘ank God for that. I do love him, you know. I have since I first set eyes
on him.’

Henri hugged her. ‘I know that, but just try to keep your temper under
control. I appreciate you were under a lot of stress. I am going to pick you up
now and put you in your nice warm bed, so you can feed your baby and then
have a well-deserved sleep.’ He swept her up into his arms, sat her on the bed
while he slipped a clean nightgown over her and then propped her up in bed.

Charles was toweling off the baby, so he went over to him. He realised that
Charles was still sobbing, and he said quietly, ‘Whatever is the matter?’

‘Henri tell me the truth. Is there something wrong with her head?’
‘Oh, forgive me Charles, I should have told you. She is absolutely fine; it’s

just that babies’ skull bones are not fused together until about twelve months
after the birth, that’s why it’s not a good idea to drop them. ey come out
with their heads pointed like that because they have to pass through a very
narrow birth canal and I promise you within twenty-four hours, her head will
have filled out. You poor man, you must have gone through hell worrying
about her. Look, she is perfect – ten fingers and toes and everything that’s
necessary in the nether regions.’

Charles heaved a huge sigh of relief. Henri bent over and said, ‘Babies are
born with two natural reflexes. Watch.’ He put his finger near the baby’s hand
and she reached out and grasped his finger with all of hers. ‘at’s the grasping
reflex and it can be very strong. Open your shirt.’ Charles obeyed, slightly
stunned. Henri wrapped the baby in the towel and put her in his arms, close to



Charles’s chest. She immediately started rooting with her mouth, towards his
nipple. ‘at’s the suckling reflex and you had better give her to her mum
before she realises you have nothing to satisfy her.’

He was elated now that Henri had banished all his fears; he could have
danced for joy. He waltzed her over to the bed, where a contented Marie was
watching him closely.

‘You can’t feed the baby, Charles, that is my job. Now give her to me so I
can have a go at this breastfeeding lark that you are so keen for me to do.’

She undid her nightgown and took the baby from him and put her to her
left breast. e baby rooted for her nipple and latched on very quickly. Marie
took one look at Charles’s besotted face and laughed, ‘What am I going to do
with you? Your face is a picture; you look like you have died and gone to
heaven.’

‘I have, and I have waited nine months to see you feeding our baby.’
Marie suddenly gasped and Charles said, ‘What’s the matter?’
Henri came over and said, ‘Sorry Marie, I should have warned you about

that. at is your womb contracting after the birth and it occurs for a few
days, particularly when you are breastfeeding. It shouldn’t be too painful, but
you may find you bleed slightly when it occurs. It is perfectly normal.’

Marie shouted, ‘Enough Henri, do not tell me another thing unless you
two want to raise this baby between you. I do not wish to know what other
horrendous things I have to look forward to over the next few months. Henri,
when I was teaching you to conjugate Latin verbs as a boy, if I had only known
you would be lecturing me on the art of breastfeeding, twenty years later. I
would have drowned you.’

Both Henri and Charles laughed at her, delighted to see the colour back in
her face and a contented baby suckling at her breast.

‘Oh God, Jacques must still be out in the stable with your horse!’



‘We will leave you to practice and go and rescue Jacques… and I think we
both deserve a drink.’

ey went downstairs, Henri bringing the pitchers with him. ey found
Jacques asleep in the kitchen; he stirred as they came in. Startled, he jumped
up and asked, ‘Is Marie all right? Has she had the baby?’

‘Yes, a beautiful girl. I am a father at last.’
‘Congratulations, Charles. You must be delighted.’
Charles asked Jacques if he could rustle up some black coffee for them

before he retired to bed, and he readily agreed. When Henri returned from
checking his horse, and thanked Jacques for doing a great job, they went into
the lounge. Charles poured them a large cognac but before he gave it to Henri,
he put his arms round him and gave him a bear hug.

‘Henri, I can’t thank you enough for what you have done today. You keep
turning up like a guardian angel and saving me. Last time it was your help and
advice that got me through the duel and now you have just saved my wife and
daughter’s lives.’

‘Rubbish, Charles, you would have managed today without me; you have
seen enough foals born. It might have taken a bit longer, but nature would
have taken its course and you would have got there in the end.’

‘But what if I hadn’t been able to get the baby out? I would have been too
terrified to cut her. And you were the one who guided her through the birth. I
was a gibbering wreck. Explain to me how you have delivered four babies when
you are a soldier stationed in barracks in the outskirts of Paris, and how you
came to be here tonight?’ ey both sat down with their drinks and Jacques
brought them two steaming mugs of black coffee.

‘As you know, I volunteered to train as a medic as it interested me. I am
not a doctor. I have no surgical skills as such, but I am trained to deal with
battle wounds and would be on call to deal with the injured after a battle,



should I be lucky enough to still be alive. I am a soldier first and foremost and
I could be court-martialed if I stopped fighting to help the wounded, without
the permission of my commanding officer. I have been promoted to lieutenant
recently on the recommendation of my commanding officer, as he likes to have
me watching his back. You may not know but there are women both in the
barracks and out on the road with us as part of the supply team. I believe the
Russians do the same. Men need the comfort of women before they go into
battle and it stops them getting sexually frustrated and bad tempered if there
are women available to relieve their tension. ere are about fifteen or so
women based at the barracks who you could describe as prostitutes, but they
also work – doing cooking, cleaning and grooming the horses. So obviously,
they are going to get pregnant frequently and that’s where my introduction to
childbirth began. I have delivered three babies from the camp followers, and
that of an officer’s wife who was visiting and went into labour while she was
there… much to my horror. ankfully, it was her second baby and it was
quick and trouble-free.’

‘But why were you coming here tonight?’
‘We have all been given forty-eight hours’ leave to go back to our families.

We pull out on Monday for the German front; we will be at war with Prussia
within the next few weeks. I had hoped I could spend the night with you and
then go to my parents tomorrow.’

Charles groaned, ‘Oh Henri, I am so sorry. I will pray for your safety every
single day. Marie will be heartbroken at this news.’

‘Don’t tell her then, Charles. She is too emotional now, after the birth.’
‘Henri, will you do me the honour of becoming godfather to the baby?’
‘But I may not be here for her; I may be killed in the first battle. I wouldn’t

be much use to her dead.’



‘But you brought her into the world and somehow I just feel that she could
act as your guardian angel and keep you safe in return.’

‘at’s a wonderful idea and I would be honoured, but you would need to
baptise her quickly as I have to be back at the barracks by 2 p.m. on Monday.’

‘We could all go back to your parents. I am sure the priest would do it on
Sunday under the circumstances and we always intended to baptise her in the
church where we were married. Do you think Marie will be up to the journey?’

‘Yes, but better by carriage than astride. I don’t think she would be too
keen on riding the day after giving birth. However, she is fit and strong. Don’t
allow any of this rubbish about lying in for two weeks after the birth. You get
her up and out; the women recover so much quicker if they are back at work
with their babies by their side. ere are far fewer complications after the birth
with these women than those who stay in bed for two weeks after delivery.’

He showed Henri up to a bedroom next to theirs, to get some much-
needed rest. Henri promised to be on call should he be needed during the
night.

Charles went into his own bedroom. Marie had clothed the baby in a little
white nightie and wrapped her in a light woollen shawl and she was fast asleep
in the crib next to their bed. He bent down and gently kissed his daughter’s
cheek and he felt so protective of this wonderful new life he had created, he
could have wept. He undressed quickly and slid into bed next to his beautiful
sleeping wife. She had made him so happy and content on the birth of their
daughter. He snuggled up to her and fell into a deep sleep.
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e woke to the sound of snuffling and a little cry, which he thought was a
puppy in the room. As he came around in the bright sunlight, he realised

his baby moving in the crib had woken him. He looked at his watch and it was
7 a.m. Marie was still fast asleep, but he leant over and unwrapped his
daughter and picking her up gently, cradled her in his arms and leant back on
the pillows for support. He just gazed in wonder at her tiny nose and bright
blue eyes. She responded to the smell of him and started rooting for his nipple.
He brought his knees up to his chest and lay her on them, so they were face to
face. She put out her hand and touched his nose and gurgled contentedly. He
still couldn’t believe that he had been responsible for creating this perfect little
girl who seemed to be an exact replica of her mother.

Marie stirred and moved over to him, leaning back against the pillow. She
stared intently, transfixed by the baby. ‘Did I really give birth to her last night?
It feels like I am in a dream.’ She unbuttoned her nightie and lifted the baby to
her breast. Within seconds she was suckling, and he felt tears of happiness
coursing down his cheeks at the sight before him. He leant over her and
tenderly kissed her lips.

‘Marie, you are wonderful. I couldn’t live without you by my side.’
She pushed him out of the way and said, ‘Move over, I need to see what

I’m doing. It’s too early for me to do this instinctively yet. I am terrified of
squashing or choking her.’

‘What does it feel like?’
‘Charles, you do ask some difficult questions. Well it feels… just…

natural. It doesn’t’t hurt, but then she has no teeth yet and my milk hasn’t



really come through yet. I guess this is all colostrum and just as vital to protect
her as it is with a new born foal.’

‘I love you, darling, you were so brave last night, and I was just hopeless.
It’s very hard seeing the woman you love in such pain, but I wouldn’t have
missed it for the world.’

‘Well, may I suggest you bear the next one and give me a break?’
‘I would if I could sweetheart, but I will be here for you every step of the

way. What do you want to call her? I know we discussed Marie-Ann before the
birth, for a girl.’

‘Charles, tell me truthfully – are you disappointed I didn’t have a boy?’
‘Oh no, not at all; there’s plenty of time to have a boy.’ He leant over and

kissed her and helped her switch sides with the baby.
‘Can we call her Marie-Ann Henrietta Carolus-Duran?’
‘Oh, Charles that sounds perfect and Henri will be so pleased. She might

not have survived without his intervention. He was a hero for me last night.
What was he doing here, anyway?’

Charles paused to think, carefully. ‘He has got forty-eight hours’ leave from
the barracks and he called here to see us last night and he is going home today.’

‘Why only forty-eight hours? Where is he going when he gets back?’
‘He didn’t say he was going anywhere.’
‘Charles, you should know by now you can never lie to me. I can see it in

your eyes. He’s going to war, isn’t he? My little brother is going to risk his life
for bloody Napoleon against the Germans.’ She broke down and sobbed heart
wrenchingly.

He took his daughter out of her arms and held them both close to his
chest.

‘You knew Henri would go to war one day and these are turbulent times. It
was his choice to join the cavalry and you wouldn’t deny him that. We will



pray for his safety every day. I have asked him to be the baby’s godfather, but
we need to baptise her tomorrow, so I thought we could all go back to your
parents today. You know we briefly discussed possible godparents before and,
strictly speaking, a girl should have two females and one male godparent.
Would it matter if we had Henri, Manet and his wife Suzanne? I think we can
get them all to the chateau tomorrow if I act quickly.’

Marie sobbed, ‘Yes that would be fine but are you expecting me to ride
there? I am supposed to be lying in for two weeks.’

‘No, of course not. We will take the carriage and Henri will drive, Jacques
will ride Henri’s horse and Manet and Suzanne can join us on Sunday. I will go
and get Jacques up and send him round to Manet’s. Your brother does not
agree with lying in, Marie, so you had better get up soon. Are you in any pain?’

‘No, just dying of a broken heart at the prospect of losing my brother to a
pointless, stupid war. Now he’s a medic, will he be able to stay away from the
front line more?’

‘No, sweetheart. Henri has already said that he is a soldier first and
foremost and he won’t be spared any of the action. You change Marie-Ann and
I will bring you a coffee and some toast and then you had better have a bath. I
will look after her while you get ready.’

o0o

Charles quickly got dressed and went downstairs to the kitchen. He popped
across to the stables to feed Henri’s horse. He took his rug off and admired his
shining black coat and his fit condition. He patted his sleek neck and said,
‘Good lad, please bring your master safely back from the battlefield; we all love
him so much.’ He gave him a good feed and filled his hay net. He felt
powerless to do anything to prevent the loss of his brother-in-law. He knew his
biggest danger was the cannon. Why they persisted in the cavalry charging



against cannons, he could not comprehend. To him, it was suicide as the
majority would be blown apart long before they reached enemy lines.

He went back into the house. Henri was up and making himself some
breakfast.

‘How are the girls?’ he said.
‘Fine – they had a good night. Marie fed her at 7 a.m. and I have told her

our plans for the baptism and she is in total agreement. She would love you to
be a godparent and we have decided to name her Marie-Ann Henrietta in
honour of you.’

Henri took a deep breath and fought back his emotion. ‘I really appreciate
that, Charles. I just hope I can see her grow up and have her own child.’

‘Why don’t you take Marie this tray and talk to her while I despatch
Jacques to Manet’s? I have seen to your horse; he’s fine and superbly fit. In fact,
the pair of you are looking well. Do you think Jacques can cope with your
horse on the ride home?’

‘He can be a bit of a fool when he’s fresh and he has had some of the
grooms off several times. It depends how competent Jacques is at riding.’

‘I believe he had plenty of riding experience as a lad and he has had no
problems with my horses but they’re not in the same league as yours. Shall we
put him in the field and see, or perhaps you could take the sting out of your
horse before we set off. What do you call him, by the way?’

‘He became “Jester” by default as he can untie knots and undo stable doors
as and when he wants. He got me into so much trouble because, not content
with letting himself out, he has been known to let other horses out as well. He
has an extra bolt low down on his stable door now. When we line tie them up
outside I have to muzzle him, or he can get loose. Imagine if he did that in
battle and we lost an entire troop of horses.’

‘Oh dear, sounds like he’s a handful.’



‘It has its advantages too. I have taught him some tricks, which I hope will
improve our chances of survival. In close combat fighting he is phenomenal; he
knows instinctively how to weave so that I can use my right hand with the
sword to best effect against an opponent. He will rear to move me away from
an opponent and he will deliberately push the opponent’s horse away and use
both his teeth and legs to do it. If I am ejected from the saddle for any reason
he will come and get me on a whistle command, as well as automatically, as I
might be unconscious on the ground. I have taught him to lie down so that if I
can’t walk he will let me get on from the ground. I don’t use the reins in a
charge; I knot them on his neck and steer him with my legs and control his
speed with my voice. at allows me to have a pistol in my left hand and my
sword in my right so if I make it to the enemy lines, I have two weapons. I
have had to learn to shoot a pistol from my left hand, but it will only be of use
over short distances. Our rifles are anchored on the saddle but there will be no
time to use them in a charge. However, I am a crack shot at rifle shooting from
any distance. I learnt those skills in Russia, out hunting. I can bring a bear
down from 100 yards with a rifle but unfortunately, I can’t bring a cannon
down. I do get picked for advance surveillance because of my rifle skills so
maybe I might avoid some direct charges because of it, and my sword skills are
well honed. I could take you on now, Charles, and win.’

‘at’s amazing, Henri. Do you have any other weapons on you?’
‘Yes, of course – a short dagger down each boot and a longer one sewn into

a pocket on the inside of my jacket. Unfortunately, though, they depend on
me seeing my opponents coming. I would have no chance if I was in someone’s
rifle sights from any distance. We could do with some armour on the chest but
unfortunately, armour and shields are no longer issued.’

‘Let’s pray to God that you keep safe out there.’



Charles gave Henri a tray with enough toast for two. He went in search of
Jacques, to send him to Manet. Henri took the tray upstairs, knocked on
Marie’s door and went in. He was pleased to see her looking fresh and well
after last night’s ordeal. Her face lit up when she saw him.

‘Ah, my hero brother bearing gifts of food. I am starving.’
Henri sat down beside her on the bed and inspected his niece in her cradle,

sleeping soundly. Her head was already filling out and he winced as he
remembered Charles’s fear last night of her being brain damaged. He should
have told him straight after she was born why the head looked misshapen. e
sight of the baby reminded him of an area of life he may never have the joy of
experiencing due to his chosen profession. He would have found it a great deal
harder to leave a wife and new baby to fight for his country. At least if he never
came back he wouldn’t have shattered anyone else’s lives, just his own. He had
been wise to keep his relationships with women on a very temporary footing.
However, he had never explored the possibility of finding a wife. Maybe if he
survived this battle he would have to pursue that on his return. He was only
twenty-two, so he had plenty of time – God willing.

Marie interrupted his thoughts, ‘Henri, how have you become experienced
in delivering babies? You are supposed to be a soldier.’

He told her about his four deliveries and she was surprised to hear that
women were allowed to be stationed in the barracks. She had to ask him,
‘Have you been responsible for any of the babies you have delivered?’

He hesitated. ‘No, not exactly… although one of the women, I did have a
brief dalliance with, but she was already pregnant. I delivered her little boy. She
is one of the grooms who looks after Jester.’

Marie was quick to respond, ‘Oh do be careful, Henri, don’t lose your
heart to her. Papa would be furious if you married someone like her; he has
high hopes of you finding a more aristocratic wife.’



‘But how? God knows how long I will be away, even if I survive… and
would you be happy for Charles to leave you with your new baby and set off to
war? How many of your aristocratic women would want to cope with that?’

‘Of course, there are many families of dukes and counts that still have their
titles, but maybe not their land. Leave it with me and while you’re away I will
do some investigating.’

‘Marie, I don’t want just a meek and mild lady of the court, I want
someone like you; educated, spirited, highly strung, loyal, courageous and
totally unaware of the meaning of danger. I want a marriage like yours in body
and soul… so where on earth can you find me someone like that in France?’

ey were interrupted by Marie-Ann waking up. Henri lifted her into his
arms and cuddled her and then passed her to her mother.

‘I am honoured that you named her after me and I hope she can be my
guardian angel while on the battlefield. Now, back to being your doctor. Is
everything settling down below?’

‘Henri, you have seen and felt far more of my intimate areas than any man
should ever see, but I think apart from some soreness, everything is returning
to normal. At least I didn’t tear, and I have no stitches thanks to your expert
delivery skills, so I think I will be fine. I will feed her now. en, if you would
take her down to Charles while I have a bath.’

‘Just remember it will be Monday before your milk comes through and it
will make you feel very emotional. I know that you respond by being evil and
cutting with your tongue, but don’t take it out on poor Charles. You can admit
that you are vulnerable without losing face, you know. You should take a leaf
out of Charles’s book and talk about your feelings more. I have brought you
some salt from the kitchen to put in your bath to speed the healing.’

Marie groaned, ‘Salt in my bath, you really do have sadistic tendencies,
brother. I think you are paying me back for all the times you got me out of



trouble in Russia.’
‘Yes, I do recall your first bear hunt, madam, when you made a near fatal

error by getting too close when the bear went down. It was only temporarily
winded by being brought down by the hounds, but you forgot that it had to be
shot and it came around and lunged at your horse and tore its flesh with one
paw from the wither to the elbow; you were within inches of death. How I
shot it cleanly through the heart from 100 yards away I will never know. One
wrong move and I could have killed you.’

Marie said, ‘Perhaps you are my guardian angel, which explains why you
turned up in the nick of time last night? Oh dear, the baby is so small, I have
trouble holding her in the right position.’

Henri pulled a pillow off the bed and put it under the baby, so that Marie
only needed to use one hand to support her. He said, ‘You know that if you
want to delay any subsequent pregnancy then you need to fully feed her for as
long as you can. Even when you start weaning her onto solid food you need to
continue to breastfeed or you will fail to suppress your reproductive cycle.’

‘I am not even thinking of going through this again for quite some time
and I know Charles will not allow a wet nurse in the house. Please don’t
mention this to Mother as she will be horrified.’

Henri laughed, ‘Marie, it is perfectly normal. How do you think the rest of
civilisation exists? And it gives you such a close bond as well as having
countless health benefits. You may find you enjoy it once you have mastered
the art.’

She promptly handed him the baby and said, ‘Here, godfather – get started
on your duties and change her while I have my bath.’

‘Marie, my skills cease after delivering babies. I haven’t a clue how to
change a nappy or rear a baby.’



Marie responded vehemently, ‘Do you think that just because I am a
woman I should instinctively know how to rear a baby? I can rear foals and
puppies from experience, but this is in a different league and is extremely
daunting.’

‘Marie, I have every faith in you. Once you know what you are doing, you
will be fine.’

Henri picked up the baby’s clothes and nappy and took them downstairs
with the baby in the hope that Charles might have a better idea of how to dress
her. Charles was in the kitchen and could hear Henri approaching as Marie-
Ann had realised her breakfast was over. He took her from Henri and she
instantly stopped crying, recognising both the voice and smell of her father.

Just at that moment, Jacques returned with an excited Manet at his side.
‘Charles, congratulations on the birth of your daughter. I had to come and

see you all straight away as this was the completion of my project – I pushed
you into asking for Marie’s hand in marriage. Both Suzanne and I would be
delighted to be her godparents.’ He had a peek at her in Charles’s arms but
refrained from picking her up as babies were not his forté. ‘Jacques says the
labour was a bit of a trauma until you arrived Henri and saved the day.’

‘Rubbish. Charles would have coped admirably without me.’ replied
Henri.

Charles was fussing with the baby’s nightie and Jacques took pity on him.
‘Would you like me to show you how to change her, Charles?’

e look of relief on Charles’s face was paramount. ‘If you know what to
do I would be more than grateful. I can’t even undo the buttons on her nightie
with my clumsy fingers.’

Jacques picked up a cushion and laid the baby on the kitchen table and
deftly whipped the nightdress over her head and she lay, wriggling her arms



and legs, in just her nappy. Jacques went for a jug of water and a bowl while
Charles stayed with her.

Manet asked, ‘What are you calling her?’
Charles replied, ‘Marie-Ann Henrietta Carolus-Duran – after the uncle

who delivered her.’
Manet said, ‘How very apt, but why the immediate rush to baptise her?

She’s not in any danger, is she?’
Charles replied, ‘No, not at all; it’s just that Henri only has forty-eight

hours’ leave and we need to get it done before he goes.’
‘Does that mean that Henri’s being posted?’
‘Yes, we are moving off to the German border, but war has not been

declared yet. Napoleon is just moving us into position.’
Marie appeared in the kitchen doorway and said, ‘Heavens, a kitchen full

of men in thrall to one little girl. I think I will be the one who returns to the
studio next week and will leave Charles and Jacques here to tend to the baby.
You are doing a very good job, Jacques. Did you used to care for your siblings
at home?’

‘Yes, all the time, Marie. I am an expert on changing babies, rocking and
singing them to sleep.’ replied Jacques.

Marie said to Charles, ‘I hope you were paying attention? Don’t think for
one moment you will be avoiding changing nappies.’

Manet stepped forward. ‘Marie, what a beautiful little girl you have. I can
see Charles is quite besotted with her already and Suzanne and I would be
delighted to be godparents. I had to come around and meet her straight away,
but we will ride over early tomorrow for the christening at your parents’
house.’

Marie asked Jacques to make them some coffee and bring it through to the
lounge. Marie let Charles have charge of Marie-Ann, so they could get to know



each other.
When they were all settled in the lounge, Marie turned to Henri and said,

‘Henri, we can’t tell Mother that you delivered my baby. She would be
horrified… unless you want to tell her?’

Henri replied, ‘No, I think it’s best we say I just turned up and you had
called out a doctor to deliver you. It’s going to be hard enough explaining that
I am going away, without adding that to the equation.’

Marie said, ‘She’s going to be mad enough with me for not being in bed
for two weeks as it is, and she will expect me to have a nursemaid with me to
attend to the baby.’

Charles laughed, ‘Well you’ve got me or Jacques for that role; choose
whoever you think is the most capable.’

After a brief chat they all dispersed; Marie with the baby to pack a bag, and
Henri, Jacques and Charles went to put Jacques on Jester to see whether he
would cope, and to tack the carriage horses up for their journey. Manet was
going home.

Henri tacked Jester up and took him into one of the small paddocks and
schooled him for a while, to get the freshness out of him. en he went into
the orchard and gave him a canter round. He brought him back to the smaller
paddock and Jacques got on and did some schooling with him. He behaved
impeccably. Henri thought he would be fine as he was used to being in “troop
mode,” so he should just switch off while following the carriage. ey tied
Jester up outside the stables while they tacked up the carriage horses. It had
been a while since Charles had harnessed carriage horses, so he was glad of
their expertise. e five servants they employed (including one groom) did not
work at weekends as Charles preferred to have the weekends to themselves.

Charles went back to see if Marie was ready and she had packed them an
overnight bag but was fussing over what she could christen the baby in as she



was convinced the family christening gowns would be too big for Marie-Ann
as they had not been baptised until around three to six months after birth. She
was also panicking about what she was going to wear as she wasn’t expecting to
get back into her pre-maternity clothes quite so soon. She did not relish
wearing a corset whilst she was breastfeeding as she would be far too restricted.
She realised her mother would notice, and she knew she was going to get some
grief off her mother for her inappropriate behaviour. She must try and keep
quiet about Charles being with her at the birth as she had raised the issue the
last time she saw her – under no circumstances was she to let Charles be
present at the birth as it would put him off her for life. Obviously, there had
been no point in telling her mother that Charles knew every inch of her body
intimately and had taken great pleasure in watching her body change from that
of a girl into that of a woman.
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