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 Preface

 



It's a wonderful experience in life where different paths lead us, when sliding doors open to reveal one path or another. We are history hounds and follow paths wherever they lead. Once in a lifetime a door opens that leads to a wonderful adventure, such is the story of Alice Dixon Le Plongeon.


Strangely our connection to Alice started on a sunny day in May 2011 while visiting Pompeii in Italy. We walked from the amphitheater along a cobble stone road towards one of the excavated ancient villa's. History tells us after the eruption of Mount Vesuvius in 70AD, Pompeii was buried under ash and pumice. It was only during the archaeological work in the twentieth century that the enormity of the destruction was unearthed.

 
During our visit, we came upon the villa, and by chance, discovered an exact scaled replica of a Mayan temple, the Platform of Venus, in the gardens at the rear of the villa. A month earlier we had visited Chichen Itza in Mexico and seen the original temple. It was uncanny to see an ornate fountain of a Mayan temple sitting in an old Roman villa. To search the accuracy of our find, we sought records of the measurements of the original platform and this is where the story of Alice and Augustus Le Plongeon began to unfold.

 
They had excavated the platform at Chichen Itza in 1883 and Alice recorded accurate drawings and measurements which exactly matched to scale the replica in Pompeii.


One thing led to another and we discovered her diaries, field notes and many of their photographs which had been left to the Getty Research Institute in Los Angelos. Although her diaries were comprehensive about their daily life and adventures, it did not fill in the blank spaces of their physical and emotional lives together.

  
This book is a work of historical fiction. Although the facts of their story lay as the foundation, the book has been dramatized to bring an emotional element into the story.

 
Our book reads like a Hollywood adventure as you join Alice and Augustus searching for proof of Atlantis, mysterious crystals, prophecy and mystical visions of long ago. Their lives were extraordinary, giving all the ingredients of love and adventure.


However the book is primarily a love story set in the Yucatan jungle of a nineteen year English girl born into a Victorian family. Her father was renowned as an early pioneer of photography. Alice is captivated by an older man, whom she marries. He is a Doctor, an explorer and photographer among many other exciting and wonderful things. He takes her from London to New York and onto the Yucatan in Mexico to find smallpox, slavery, rebel fighting and the unexplored ruins of Mayan temples and palaces.


So join us on the adventure as Alice attends a seance, at her Uncle Jacob's house, that foretells her meeting and subsequent marriage to Augustus Le Plongeon.
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 Introduction to
 
 Turtles & Ancient Secrets

 



At nineteen, I went to a seance at Uncle Jacob's house where I was told by a world famous clairvoyant that I would meet a man much older than myself, be married within months and travel to an ancient land. 'Poppycock', I thought until the idea began to appeal to me.


In 1851, I worked at my father's photography studio in Regent's Park. My parents had introduced me to suitable young men for marriage. I refused each one. I wanted to be a singer at Covent Garden and make my mark in the world. I loved my parents and my eight siblings but I was nothing like them.


The day I bumped into Augustus Le Plongeon, I knew immediately it was him, the one I was to wed. My mother said I was excitable but I wasn't. I have always known things beyond explanation.


New York was exciting compared to London but nothing prepared me for the extreme conditions of life in the Yucatan with rebels, murder and ravages of disease which became my daily ritual. I almost died on more than one occasion. 
Augustus had a theory of the origins of man and the ancient land of Atlantis. Our work was ground breaking as we decoded the messages and ancient images on the stone inside the 'House of Mysterious Writings' in Chichen Itza.


Years of hard work would eventually see me known throughout the archaeological world alongside my husband. Augustus was an antiquarian and I was his assistant but I developed beyond his expectation to be respected as his equal.

 
In Victorian times, this was quite a feat and I am proud to be Alice Dixon Le Plongeon.
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 Chapter One

  Meet Lucy McDonald

 



"Come closer my dear. I have a story to tell 
you but firstly, what is your name?"




In the middle of her oversized bedroom, Alice Dixon Le Plongeon lay propped up in her black wrought iron double bed with three or four large white starched pillows supporting her frail body. She was dressed in a heavily embroidered black silk bed-jacket with an array of delicate dark green leaves encrusted with small pink rosettes on the front lapels. Her dearest friend, Maude Blackwell had taken over the running of the house and had combed and pinned Alice's hair back before she met her guest. A touch of soft red rouge for her cheeks disguised an otherwise sallow complexion and crippling illness.


Alice was evidently unwell but made a determined effort to appear bright and welcoming. A pristine string of white pearls hung neatly around her neck, giving her an air of elegance. The black collar of her jacket sat slightly open and on the lapel was pinned an unusual green jade tubular pendant with gold clasps. Lucy felt she was in the presence of someone royal or aristocratic, either way she was particularly impressed and taken back by the exotic surroundings in the room. However in the room the tell-tale signs of better days were obvious as Lucy noticed the old blue and white patterned Victorian wallpaper was lifting away and the heavy burgundy curtains had slightly torn away from the railings.


The morning light was shining through and Lucy admired the furniture, a heavily carved tall timber cabinet, a small bone inlay hall table and a small tapestry covered foot stool. Around the room exotic tribal pottery sprinkled between precious collections of statues, furniture and cushioned chairs. It was a bazaar and eclectic collection of pieces Lucy would expect to see in a museum. She was mesmerized by this new world of mystery without realizing Alice was studying her carefully.


Alice could sketch the room in detail if necessary so everything about her guest was carefully observed. Lucy wore a very plain, slightly pleated coffee brown dress with a white starched collar showing above the tailored matching jacket. Tiny white buttons were done up under her chin, the outfit was almost a strait-jacket but it was a young ladies uniform for a professional working woman in 1910.

 
Around the room were the most intriguing items, the puzzle pieces of Alice's life, but what really took Lucy's attention were the black and white photos. There must have been hundreds, either hung in simple frames from the picture rail on the walls or laying in cluttered piles on old wooden cabinets while others lay in drawers waiting for Alice's long elegant fingers to gently sort. But the most haunting photo was the Doctor, with his long grey beard and piercing eyes staring at Lucy from beyond the grave.


In one corner Lucy saw what looked like an old grey Victorian sea trunk and on top of it sat a macabre ornamental terracotta Indian face with teeth bared and distraught eyes staring at her from a long forgotten civilization. Maybe the idol was worshipped or used as an incense burner but Lucy was only a rookie reporter and had no idea. On a weathered timber corner stand, resting on a white cotton doily sat a very beautiful crystal object, a perfect sphere about one inch in diameter. As splinters of light occasional shone through the gap of the old curtains, the crystal seemed to be able to magnify and project the rays to the other side of the room, another minor mystery.


On the far wall directly facing Alice was an unusual image of a pretty young girl in pantaloons. Lucy understood ladies never wore pants openly in Victorian times. The young women's eyes stared confidently into the camera with her wide brim straw hat firmly planted on her head as the defiant explorer. Her long hair fell around her shoulders and fingers interwoven told a story of utter confidence, the story of a woman ready to tackle her new world.

 
With all these wonderful photos in the room Lucy summed up Alice's life in her mind's eye, as a woman defiant and courageous, breaking the barriers of the Victorian stereotype before she spoke, "My name is Lucy McDonald." She offered with a pleasant smile.


Alice stared at the young woman standing in her bedroom with mousy brown hair tied back so tight, it gave her the impression she was a matronly woman although she was only in her early twenties. Lucy appeared starchy and old fashioned, even in a time when young women were becoming filled with feminine rights but she was in a man's world working as a rookie newspaper reporter.


"Ahh, I have a sister called Lucy whom I love dearly but have not seen her for many years as she is in London. I am pleased you are here today to listen to my story."


Lucy nodded politely and waited.


Alice paused a moment then continued, "I know you have come to ask me to tell the story of my dearly departed husband, the good Doctor Augustus Le Plongeon. But the story I want to tell you is the grand epic of a young woman in London meeting a worldly Doctor, falling in love and blooming to become the wise woman you see dying in this bed in New York. I don't have long to live but I want to tell you my story."

 
Lucy sat quietly without expression. Her editor had sent her to interview Alice for a short story which would run in a later edition. Lucy was trying hard to be respected at The Times but found herself having little interest in the story about a deceased archaeologist. This assignment left her feeling nonchalant and she was not looking forward to listening to a widow relive her glory days. However the last few words Alice spoke caught Lucy's attention as she slightly cocked her head to one side. A new thought had caught her attention and she needed a moment to gauge its importance. Lucy stumbled with the words to express herself.


"I have only been sent to write a short story about the passing of the eminent archaeologist Doctor Le Plongeon however, however...."


Lucy stumbled around the words trying to find the right reply for Alice without upsetting her. After all, she was a rookie reporter and had been sent for a specific assignment. But Alice was obviously in the final stages of her life, propped up on pillows in bed with her sallow complexion hidden only by a little rouge, it told a sad story which may unfold at any moment. Lucy realized Alice had all her mental facilities even though her body couldn't support her desire to live.


She made a brash assumption she would go back to her editor to reconfirm the story as the conversation was starting to center around something bigger than the single original assignment.


"Alice, I can understand from what you are describing that I will need more than one interview with you. Would you allow me to discuss a series of meetings with my editor?"


"Of course, this journey will take longer than a cup of tea." Alice said with a touch of humor.


Lucy got up and began to leave when she noticed the green stone jade pendant pinned to Alice's jacket lapel was luminous and the temperature in the room had dropped a few degrees.

 
Lucy knew from her brief discussion with Alice's friend and assistant Maude Blackwell, that she had only weeks to live. As a rookie journalist, she could see Alice had a large quantity of memorabilia and evidence to substantiate her story. She knew Alice would do her best to pay homage to the memory of her dearly departed husband.

 
But in a twilight moment between one door opening and another closing Lucy again felt something magical about the jade pendant sitting delicately on Alice's lapel. Not only did it glow momentarily but it seemed to influence Lucy to want to stay and listen to Alice's story. A single thought ran parallel with another, should she go or should she stay. As she was teetering to leave, a clear message entered her mind, "Stay and hear our story. You won't be disappointed."


Lucy stood silently and for the first time in her life she felt apprehensive, not understanding what was happening to her. Unable to speak, she stared at a sickly Alice lying in her bed. The words in her throat could not make audible sounds and every time she tried to speak, nothing came forward. Her body was stiff and her feet did not move.


The moment was frozen in time as Lucy waited for a sign to move one way or the other. She tried vainly to make a decision but nothing was happening as the physical reality of everything she knew contradicted with the voice speaking clearly inside her head. The spoken words were as plain as her editor shouting at her that morning for arriving late. What an irritable person he could be at times but Lucy wanted the job and he wasn't going to give her any special treatment just because she was a woman. In fact Lucy was sure he didn't want her there at all but she was going to prove him wrong. She had set her sights on becoming one of the greatest reporters The Times had ever seen or go down fighting. Lucy wasn't a domestic woman and didn't want an ordinary life. No, that just wouldn't do.


Alice watched with curiosity as the young woman was frozen and unable to move or understand her predicament. But Alice knew exactly what was happening. She had the same experience the first time the apple green jade talisman spoke to her.


Lucy looked across to Alice for an explanation before switching her gaze instantly to the piece of jewellery pinned to the jacket. Its apple green hue seemed to magically embrace her, as if it was a living presence able to telepathically communicate. In her confusion she thought it was not possible, as the jade stone was an inanimate object. Even though the green jade pendant was mesmerizing, it was only an inanimate piece of stone jewellery. Or was it?

  
Alice finally spoke, "I can see you hear the talisman? It talks to you doesn't it? And, you are not what you appear to be. You, like me, are able to hear other voices. Mmm, rather interesting."


"What is that piece of jewellery pinned to your jacket Alice? What is it?" Lucy had one hand on her own jacket and the other pointing to Alice's pendant.


"It is a talisman, a piece of very precious apple green jade imbued with certain magical qualities by the ancient High Priest of a Mayan dynasty at Chichen Itza in Mexico. It was found by my husband, the Doctor, in the tomb of a valiant warrior Prince Coh who was murdered by his brother Prince Aac so he could marry Queen Moo and take her empire for himself."


Lucy relaxed and looked at Alice with wonderment in her eyes, "Do you mean it has spoken to you? I can't believe I am having this experience. It must be very special to you."


"It means more to me due to the man who gave it to me, my dear husband the Doctor. It was left in the tomb of the Prince with his last earthly remains. The talisman was to keep the Prince and the Queen together even after death, however it also carried a curse. At this moment Lucy you do not understand but you will, if I tell you my story."


Lucy's emotions had moved, her professional exterior softened as her eyes warmed with delight as Alice continued to tell her story. Lucy had developed compassion for the weak and aged woman who had travelled to one of the most remote parts of the world. Originally upon entering the room, her lips were pursed but now parted showing a warm and welcoming smile. Lucy was allowing herself to relax as she spoke to Alice in soft tones of understanding and encouragement.


"Alice there is something special about the jade talisman which has a spiritual quality about it. The stone seems to communicate through the ages and even speak to me. What is happening?"


Alice slowed her speech to Lucy, in the way a mother speaks to a child, trying to convey an understanding that only her life and experience could tell. She spoke without judgement, with love and emotion as her words started the story.


"Have you ever been, what I would call, a spiritual person?"


Lucy nodded but said nothing.

 
"Have you ever had premonitions or words come into your mind unexpectedly?


Lucy closed her eyes as one lonely tear welled up in the corner as she tried to hold it back. Regardless of her effort, the tear had a life of its own and rolled down her cheek landing on the plat of her jacket. Immediately she pulled a folded white frilly handkerchief from under the sleeve of her jacket to wipe it away.


Alice looked at her intently, "Yes I see I have your attention and heart now. So are you ready for an amazing story of adventure that takes in London, New York, Mexico, Atlantis, Freemasons and Indian rebels, finding buried treasure and living with turtles in a land where the mosquitoes don't leave your side for a moment?"


Lucy didn't want to appear emotional but shed another tear as she gazed at the jade talisman.


"It's alright to have tears and before we finish you will have a few more. I can tell you, your editor will have a story he can only dream about. What do you think? Do I have your attention?"


Lucy stared at the dying woman and the jade talisman. They seemed to demand a response from her. She moved closer to Alice who was propped up in bed but becoming animated and excited about the possibility of telling her story. Before she could say another word, Lucy interrupted, "I am Lucy McDonald, a twenty one year old woman without a husband or suitor and the strong possibility of losing my job by returning to the editor without the right story."


She walked over to the side of the bed and took Alice's hand squeezing it tight. "Yes I am the one you have both waited for. I am that person, the spiritual person you asked for to tell your story. Can we start tomorrow morning?"


Alice's face softened as a tear now rolled down her face onto the apple green jade talisman as if to acknowledge its presence.


"We can start in the morning but please don't let me down. I don't have a lot of time in this mortal world. The Doctor is calling me."


Lucy acknowledged her with a smile and in an era when a personal word meant everything, she replied, "I am your dear servant in this matter. I am professional, I am compassionate and I will be here to begin in the morning."


The reservations of what she had committed too disappeared as she decided to listen and document Alice's full story. In the silence of her personal thoughts she confirmed, 'To hell with my boss and everything else, I must do this. Life is too short not to follow my heart and if I am to be a struggling author, so be it, but I will sleep well for the rest of my life knowing I followed my heart and my true vocation in life. I am a writer.'


Lucy looked at Alice once again before leaving and the jade talisman seemed to glow a little brighter, perhaps a tear was distorting her vision.

 
"I will be here at nine o'clock in the morning Alice, with my pencil and paper in hand."


The smile on Alice's face washed away as the pain returned, "Please ask my good friend Maude to come into the room with my medicine."
 

Alice still had strength and conviction in her words even though her time in this world was short.


Lucy left quickly, passing on the message to Maude as she went out into the crispness of a beautiful spring day in New York. She looked up at the sky and said to herself, 'Finally I am alive and know what I want to do for the rest of my life.'
 

She walked briskly down the street knowing she was not the same person who had entered the house of Alice Dixon Le Plongeon earlier that day. Lucy decided to hand in her resignation to her boss, the grisly, moustache, cigar smoking arrogant man called the editor. She knew full well he would never agree to the new story and would use her request as a way of firing her. With lightness in her step she continued to walk the pavement in her own wonderland of excitement, ready to write Alice's story.

 
Meanwhile Maude entered the bedroom and gave Alice a small glass of Laudanum, a concoction of cocaine and citrus. Alice lay back and drank the comforting potion to compensate for the pain that seemed to attack her body in waves. With the medicine taking effect, she slowly drifted into another world.


Her bedside table was cluttered with a large pile of photos with upturned corners which had been flicked through many times. An unusual metal cross, pencil and paper lay waiting for her attention while a small piece of paper rolled into a cone shape similar to a small English hunting horn sat there innocently.


Alice rested in her twilight state and watched as the paper cone, which sat firmly on the bedside, suddenly floated up to the ceiling and then fell slowly back to the floor. From her youth she knew immediately what was happening, this was a signal that a spiritual connection was about to take place in the room.

 
Suddenly the ghostly spectre of her departed husband Augustus appeared in front of her as he had looked when they first met in London all those years ago. "Alice my love, do not fear, I am at peace. When you are ready to leave this mortal earth I will be waiting for you as promised."


The ghostly image of Augustus disappeared and Alice was comforted by the message.


She rested for a few moments before the medicine's effect disturbed her. In her dazed state, she mumbled, "Where am I?"


She felt something cold and wet underneath her head, a few muted and unusual sounds surrounded her, "Where am I? Where am I?" Alice called feeling confused and lost.


With great strength she opened her eyes fearing she had died and been taken somewhere not to her liking. However to her joy and dismay she looked around the room and knew exactly where she was.

 
She was on-board the sailing sloop Truinfo which was taking Augustus and herself along the coast of the Yucatan. What was underneath her head was a live sea turtle. Twelve sea turtles covered the floor and the top of her cabin bed. The large turtles had been flipped upside down and immobilized by the ship's crew tying their flippers together. It was the captain's prize cargo but the smell was awful as the turtles defecated where they lay. The poor creatures being kept alive with one bucket of sea water thrown over them daily. She was very tired and exhausted so there was no choice but to sleep amongst them. Suddenly she was woken by the sound of her husband's voice booming in explicit Spanish from a level above her cabin.

 
Alice was jolted out of her dream state and back to her room in New York. Maude entered the bedroom to check on her.


That was not the first time she had dreamt of turtles. She confided with her friend Maude in a somewhat jovial way.

 
"I am Alice Dixon Le Plongeon but I remember myself in dreams with my life in turtles. I was in a better place then."


They both laughed and Alice told her dearest friend how she was looking forward to Lucy coming back the next day to start her memoirs.
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 Chapter Two

  Messages from Another World

 



The morning could not come quick enough for Lucy as she stepped into the sunny spring day to begin life as an author. Talking to her boss the previous day wasn't the most pleasant experience in her life and he didn't take it well. Lucy had asked to see him unannounced, after she left Alice's home on State Street in Brooklyn. The editor rarely left his office and was always busy. His secretary, Miss Mahoney, would signal at times with facial expressions and hand gestures so staff did not interrupt him. Although her desk was outside his office, he had ears like a bat and heard everything. Lucy remembered the smell in his office the first time they met. It was a combination of stale cigar butts and flatulence. His portly physical condition spoke in volumes of his personal habits and his red flushed face advertised the pressure of newspaper deadlines.


Lucy approached Miss Mahoney and made a motion with her hand to go inside. His secretary looked at the clock on the wall and it was 5.15pm. "Okay, you can go in but don't cause any problems, I have to leave today right on 5.30pm."


Lucy nodded in appreciation and tip toed towards the door, peaking in gingerly before making her entrance. Plucking up the courage, she began, "Excuse me Mr Giles, but I need to talk to you about the story of the archaeologist Doctor Augustus Le Plongeon. There are more details than first thought. Will The Times support me to write an epic that can be printed over a series of editions?"


Lucy got everything out quickly and stood waiting for questions or at least conversation regarding her proposal.


"What? What are you talking about? I sent you to do a simple assignment and you come into my office dictating to me what you are going to do. Is that it young lady? You dictate to me? I need people who can follow orders and obviously that's not you. Do me a favor, if you can't do the job then pack your things and don't come knocking on this door again."


Lucy looked at her boss for a moment before speaking boldly. "Mr. Giles, in my opinion as a journalist, the story here is far greater than a block story to fill a gap on a newspaper page. You have not spoken to Mrs. Le Plongeon, I have, and I know there is a story here worthy of more time and effort. If you won't support me, then I will find someone who will."


Lucy stood firm in her belief and stared directly at her editor in a silent challenge.


He just turned and looked away and that was the end of Lucy's job.


She was under no illusion of how her boss felt, although she expected more discussion than a reaction of 'don't come knocking on his door again' but she heard nothing. His actions were silent and final. The sounds of silence followed her down the corridor to her desk. Her thoughts were riddled with anxiety but she had made up her mind, it was the right decision to follow her heart and pursue the story of Alice and Augustus.

 
But that was yesterday and today was a bright new day. Lucy was going to be an author or starve in the process. She had saved a little money and lived at home with her doting parents. Lucy crossed her fingers and looked skyward in silent prayer that she would not have to consider begging her boss for her old job. The best outcome for Lucy would be to publish her first book and earn a respectable income. Either way she felt the warmth of contentment with her decision that day.

 
The birds in the park chirped a little louder, the day seemed a little warmer, her heart beat a little faster and the usually abrupt anonymous people passing her in the street seemed a little happier with their lot in life, occasionally gifting a smile.


Walking in her state of wonderment was so relaxing until she realized she needed to be at Alice's house before 9 o'clock, so she quickened her step. Darting across the road she could see Maude waiting at the door, "Come in Lucy."


Maude almost pulled her off the street before taking Lucy aside for a moment. "Alice had a restless night, even after taking the Laudanum the doctor prescribed she was still in pain when she awoke. However, she has a burning desire to tell her story. Maybe it will keep her alive a little longer, please listen carefully to her, it's a wonderful story."


She clasped Lucy's hands, bringing them together with an understanding between the two women. "She is ready for you."


Maude indicated with a nod of her head for Lucy to enter the bedroom.

 
She walked softly into the room to see Alice propped up on her pillows in bed. The red rouge powder that colored her cheeks was in stark contrast to her pallid skin. Alice noticed the look on Lucy's face, like she was seeing a ghost. "Yes Lucy I'm not well, in fact, I'll die soon but we all die. It's just the when and not the if. While I was in London I got three opinions by highly qualified Harley Street doctors and they can't all be wrong. Death comes to us all, make sure you use every moment of your life the best you can. I've had an incredible life, one I wouldn't swap for any other.

 
Life with the Doctor exploring the Yucatan may have shortened my life as I was stricken a number of times by tropical diseases. However, it was all worth it, in my eyes of course. So, would I have changed anything? Yes of course I would, many things in fact but that's all in the past now and here you are today to listen to my story."


Alice paused for a moment noticing Lucy had chosen a pretty blue lace dress with an embroidered bib, puffy sleeves and a white bow in her hair, "My dear, I am so impressed with how beautiful you look today."


Lucy blushed and smiled while looking around the room to see the curtains pulled slightly apart to allow the spring sun to lighten the otherwise morbid room. Black and white photographs added nothing to a semi-dark Victorian room and ancient terracotta figurines with gritted teeth didn't help. But she did notice a piece of paper shaped like a flute or a small cone sitting on Alice's bedside table and Lucy made a mental note to ask her about it later.


"Lucy you look ready to start so shall we begin?"


Alice was living out the last weeks of life but her mind was sharp as she recalled the intricate details of her life.

 
Lucy's brown leather satchel waited patiently on the floor for her to pull out the string bound notepad and her metal box of pencils."I am ready."


"We must start at the beginning, the real beginning of my story starts with the first mention of the Doctor."


Alice paused for a moment to gather her thoughts. She took a deep breath, a slight smile appeared on her face and she began, "It was a very dark night, so dark, my sister Mary and I almost bumped into each other as we walked precariously along the cobbled streets of London in 1871. The fog was thick and we could hardly see anything ahead of us as the gas street lights threw ghostly shadows. Mary and I inched our way along the footpath being guided by each street sign. Suddenly a horse drawn Hansom black cab turned the corner appearing from nowhere as we crossed the street. It galloped right passed us with the driver cussing at his horse to go faster. My sister was horrified and had to pull me to one side to avoid being run down. We stood there catching our breath as we stared at the rear carriage lantern disappearing into the darkness of the night. We were lucky to still be alive."
 

Alice's eyes were wide open at the memory and she continued, "Ghost like shadows appeared as strangers moved about and heavy fog swirled around us like the smoke from a blocked fireplace. There was nothing warm about the night with the lingering smell of damp air. My sister Mary and I finally arrived at Uncle Jacob's house, although we were ten minutes late, he met us at the door in his usual jovial manner. He was my favorite uncle and welcomed us."

  
"We have been waiting for you, I can see the streets are bounded in fog. When we are finished tonight, I will have a cab take you home, it is the least I can do as your Uncle and friend."


Alice's uncle was an esteemed attending surgeon at the Homeopathic Hospital on Great Ormond Street. Compared to the other family members, Jacob was a giant of a man standing an imposing six foot one inch. He was well known and respected as a gentle giant amongst his contemporaries. In the professional manner of the day he dressed in a dark grey tweed three piece suit, a white detachable collar shirt and a modest red ribbon tie. The gold chain fob watch in his side pocket was passed down to him by his father. Jacob was distinguished with a trimmed beard and a full head of steely grey hair.

 
Uncle Jacob was the kindest man Alice had ever known besides her own father. He introduced her to the world of spiritualism and was happy to educate a waiting ear. From a young age, Alice was not interested in the same things as her siblings. Her brothers were artistic and older sisters were groomed for a Victorian marriage, but not Alice. The mere thought of domestic life as a housewife bored her. Each day she looked up to the sky and asked God to send her an opportunity for a different life. Somewhere or somehow she was overheard and wouldn't be disappointed.


Uncle Jacob led Mary and Alice directly into the warm dimly lit parlour room. A gas lantern on the far side faintly lit the room in shadows where a round card table was positioned with three waiting empty chairs. In the middle of the table sat an upturned paper cone which may have appeared odd if you were not at a seance. The atmosphere was relaxed.


In the fourth chair was her Uncle's wife Eleanor, who was hardly visible given her petite frame. She immediately stood up and hugged both the girls. Seated quietly in a black suit was well known medium, Frank Herne who was waiting for everyone to finish their greetings. His posture could be considered somewhat theatrical as he sat with his head down not making eye contact with anyone who entered the room. The palms of his hands lay flat on the table as he waited in deep thought and meditation, slowing his breathing and heart rate.

 
Alice had attended seances since she was fifteen years old and was comfortable but tonight would be different. She was now nineteen and wanted to know more from the world of Spiritualism. When growing up Alice wanted to be a singer and perform at Covent Gardens but as the story unfolded, it became apparent, that it would never be.


All the guests were seated except Uncle Jacob who turned down the gas lamp before seating himself next to Alice. On the other side was her sister Mary followed by Eleanor and Frank Herne. Everyone held hands and a strange coldness fell upon the room.


Immediately the paper cone flew up to the ceiling before dropping precariously down to the floor. This was the signal that a connection had been made to the spiritual world. No one moved or blinked an eyelid waiting for the medium to begin. However what was to come was a prophecy in Alice's life, one she would never forget.


The group held hands to keep the spiritual bond connected and waited patiently for messages from the spirit world to come through. All were surprised when the medium flung his head back and his eyes stared up to the ceiling without blinking. A loud and brash voice erupted from his throat. The voice commenced with a roar of laughter directed at Alice but oddly calling her Poppet.


"Poppet, do you want to be married?"


The message was clear and precise for everyone to hear. Alice was annoyed and became obstinate about being spoken to in such a gruff manner.


"No, I never want to marry. I will be a great singer." Alice's chin thrust forward as she tilted her head upwards with dignity before requesting, "Who are you spirit?"


"Sir Henry Morgan, the notorious and successful privateer, at your service, Poppet."


Another roar of laughter echoed around the room from the spirit of Sir Henry Morgan as he continued. "Long before you are twenty, you will marry and travel to a faraway country. Poppet you will travel to an ancient land and make a great discovery."

 
He continued the boisterous laugher of a madman which filled the room. The words expelled into the air and shook the room for a moment and then there was total silence. Everyone remained absolutely quiet in the dimly lit room holding hands not wishing to risk breaking the connection with the spirit world. Alice was slightly shaken by the confronting revelation but accepted it in its entirety, even though none of it made any sense at that time. The night belonged to Alice as the messages were only directed to her. Time stood still without movement or discussion from the group. All were waiting for the medium to continue the seance. Without disappointment, the voice of Henry Morgan broke the silence and spoke again, "He has started his journey and is on his way Poppet. You will be enchanted by his presence and will recognize him immediately by the many stories he tells and his gentlemanly charm. You will go with him unconditionally."


Frank Herne's eyes blinked slowly as he gained full consciousness. He spoke slowly and precisely, "Tonight I have relayed a prophecy. Do not discount the words spoken. We have finished."


Alice was honestly enchanted by the idea of meeting a mysterious man who would come into her life. It was the classic girl's fantasy and fairy tale of the princess being found by the prince and taken away to his castle. The thought was mesmerizing even for a liberated woman such as herself, without denying or belittling anyone who craves a simple life in the suburbs. Alice was never going to be that person, a broodmare for an ordinary life in the suburbs of London was not for her.

 
When she was a twelve year old girl Alice was quite aware of being different to her eight siblings and other friends. She had lucid dreams, where she saw future events which came true. However she was quite comfortable with her experiences and spiritual connection throughout her entire life. For her it seemed normal for many layers of reality to exist at once. She looked out the window and saw what other people saw but never accepted that's all there was.

 
On the night of the seance, Uncle Jacob was first to get up and casually walk over to the gas lantern to increase the light in the room as the seance was finished. Frank Hearn looked washed out and exhausted asking for a glass of water. He had opened the spiritual doorway many times but found Sir Henry Morgan powerful and very draining. Uncle Jacob thanked everyone for the evening and went to get hats and coats as his guests began to leave. Turning to link his arm with his favorite niece he smiled, "Alice you have such an exciting life ahead of you."


He spoke from the heart as he helped her with the woollen cape she had worn for the evening. Pulling on her warm leather gloves and pinning her felt hat in place, she was ready to step out into the crisp foggy evening.


Mary was new to the spiritual world and looked a little shaken not knowing what to say or how to respond as she followed Alice. Although it was always known within the Dixon family that Alice had a strong spiritual connection.


Alice would recall in years to come after marrying Augustus, he had been given a similar message in New York by Mollie Fancher from Brooklyn, known as 'The Fasting Girl' because she had given up food and appeared to live on air. Mollie had told him when he visits London that Spirit would direct him to meet a young woman. His love for her would consume him beyond his own comprehension and he would propose marriage. This woman would mean everything to him and compliment his work beyond his imagination.

  
Back at the house, Mary and Alice waited for Uncle Jacob to flag down a horse drawn cab to take them home. The night was cold outside and the fog was thick but a dim light shone down the street as the sound of horse's hooves approached them. The sisters lived with their parent's at the family home and photographic studio in Albany Street near Regent's Park. At the time Alice worked for her father who became well known as a very skilled photographer on various government buildings and public projects.

 
One of his most important works was photographing the Holborn Valley Improvements, one of the largest building projects undertaken in mid-Victorian London. The face of the city would be altered forever and his black and white photographs captured life as it was. Henry Dixon photographed London's threatened buildings during the 1870s and 1880s. His photographs of Old London record an old world on the verge of destruction as Victorian London re-invented itself. The new age of photography created an opportunity for his success but also for his children to get involved in the business and none more enthusiastic than Alice.

  
If Augustus and Alice were ever to meet by a guided coincidence created by Spirit, then it would happen in her father's studio in Regent's Park.

 
Augustus was highly interested to learn the new method of photography from William Fox Talbot after visiting The Great Exhibition at Sydenham Palace. A display outlined how a glass negative could produce multiple positive paper prints. After studying Mesoamerican archaeological sites in Peru, he immediately realized the potential available through this new method of recording history. As with most aspects of his life, Augustus would refine and improve on everything he learnt. It was inevitable when he visited London again that he would want to speak to Henry Dixon to gain further understanding of the new technique. Henry was well respected and known for being the best in the photographic business. Fortunately for Augustus, Henry would share everything he knew about this new style of negative photography, The Daguerreotype Process.


Lucy took a break from writing Alice's story as the room had darkened and it was getting late in the afternoon. Alice noticed the disappearing daylight as a sense of tiredness came over her.

 
"Lucy I have had enough for the day and am feeling unwell. We have done a lot but I hope I haven't bored you too much?"


"Alice you are a lovely story teller and I want to know how you met the Doctor and your story of love. I am becoming absorbed in your life and I can see and feel what you describe in the words you speak. I will go now so you can rest. I would love to come again tomorrow morning if you feel up to it. Not meaning to sound selfish but please do not go anywhere."


Lucy smiled warmly and leaned over to touch Alice's arm with her hand and couldn't help but notice how thin and pale it was. As she rose to leave, she softly said, "I want the whole story from start to finish and maybe, just maybe, in time, you may call me your friend."
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 Chapter Three

  Life Begins with the Doctor

 



It was nine o'clock in the morning when Lucy knocked on the now familiar black front door, waiting for Maude to let her in. Straightening her skirt with her hands she quickly re-tucked her white cotton shirt into the waistband. No one had come, so she stared at the sad mosaic of paint colors on the door from numerous attempts to cover its wear. She knocked again and waited patiently while watching a young boy refuse to hold his mother's hand as they walked to the corner store. 'Little boys can be a handful' Lucy's mother used to say.

 
Lucy wondered why Alice had no children and whether to approach the subject. Finally she could hear Maude on the other side of the door as she fumbled with the door handle.


"Good morning young Lucy, please come in, Alice is waiting for you."


Maude was full of enthusiasm knowing how much Alice enjoyed company but since her illness the lectures and public life had ceased. Lucy walked softly behind Maude to the bedroom where Alice was propped up on pillows looking rested. Her friend and nurse walked over to gently puff the pillows while beckoning Lucy to take a seat.

 
"Hello my dear, it's such a wonderful day."


"Yes Alice, it is. I am pleased to see you are looking better. Are you happy to start? I am so excited."


Alice nodded and smiled as she took a moment to reflect on her life and where to begin. Lucy sat poised ready to start writing.

 
Alice began by explaining Augustus had arrived on the White Star Line steam ship at the port of Liverpool on March 1871 from New York. Little did he know London would hold such promise as it delivered knowledge, photographic techniques and maybe a wife?


She wanted to talk a little about her husband so Lucy had a deeper understanding of the man she would never meet.


Alice explained Augustus was born to an aristocratic French family on the Island of Jersey off the English coast. He was sent to Caen Military College in France but at nineteen left and bought a sailing boat with a friend and after many adventures was shipwrecked off the coast of Chile.

 
"Lucy, Augustus was a man of adventure and everything about him, from his words to his unbelievable desire for knowledge was electric."


Alice piped in with enthusiasm, "Most men would plan their return home after such an adventure in the America's but not Augustus. He stayed in Chile and became a teacher of mathematics and languages. The gold rush hit California in 1850 and he set sail again crossing the ocean and battling storms. Lucy, he was keen to make his fortune and did so but not with gold. He offered his services to a small group of city planners outside of Los Angeles as a surveyor and engineer. The planners signed off and dated the town in 1851. His fee for the city planner of Marysville, California was paid in blocks of land. The money he accumulated was a small fortune which funded his next adventure to South America. He was such an exciting man to be around Lucy. Did I mention Augustus was a keen antiquarian who studied and lectured in ancient history while in Peru? He was special, Augustus was very special, not just as my husband but someone with an insatiable appetite for knowledge and a need to know about ancient civilizations and how they may have influenced our own. Can you ever imagine what it's like to around a man like that?"
 

Returning to the story of his voyage on the Oceanic, the ship carried one hundred and sixty six first class saloon passengers, one thousand steerage passengers and a total compliment of one hundred and forty three crew members. White Line spared no expense on the construction and the press described her as the 'Imperial Yacht of the Atlantic'. However, Augustus was not impressed by the bourgeois passengers and their luxuriant decor but it was better than the tramp steamers that plied the waters of the Americas.

 
Alice recalled he could have easily enjoyed the social life while crossing the Atlantic but preferred to be consumed in the writings of Charles Brasseur de Bourbourg about civilization and its origins in the new world of the Americas.

 
Travelling on board the ocean liner came with certain rituals and none more popular than meal times. In the evening, gregarious and over inflated passengers, dressed in their best attire made their way to the elegant dining room. Dainty ladies shoes and highly polished leather boots trod on rich red and gold Ottoman carpet. The diners entered the first class dining room with its carved timber panels adorning the ceilings. Parallel sets of mahogany tables set with white linen, fine bone cutlery and crystal glassware made the extravagance complete.


Groups of people made their way to the tables to sit together while Augustus looked for a vacant chair in the corner. He enjoyed the company of others but had a low tolerance for frivolous chatter. He sat down only to be joined by others who politely asked if the seats were taken. Augustus smiled awkwardly as introductions were exchanged. The conversation flowed but the evening was uneventful for Augustus, so he excused himself to retreat to the main deck outside to take in the fresh salt air and moon light over the mid-Atlantic.

 
As he pushed his chair back from the dining table, a large woman dressed in her finest evening wear of white lace brocade with a string of white pearls almost lost in the fleshy folds of her neck was overheard making a curt remark. "The Frenchman, Le Plongeon, was just too boring and self-consumed in his own world to enjoy the company of such an elite group as ours." The woman looked down her nose to the group nodding for 
confirmation. "The French..." She began to announce but abruptly stopped mid-sentence realizing the new French Ambassador to London was seated at her table, fixated on her with an indignant cold and icy stare.

 
Augustus walked the deck alone as the crisp night air brought together the ideas of Brasseur de Bourbourg and his own. He wanted to formulate an understanding of cultural diffusion that could possibly be tested by the scientific study and deciphering of the language of the Mayan in the Americas.


Stopping for a moment he held the handrail tightly as a dark memory of long ago at the military college in Caen clouded his thoughts. He remembered his senior officer, a young Lieutenant with a wide, over-accentuated waxed moustache. A message had been sent for the young eleven year old Augustus to attend his office.

 
"Enter Cadet Le Plongeon." The commanding officers tone was cold and without emotion. The young cadet stood silently waiting instruction. "We have received a communication that your mother has died. That is all." The Lieutenant returned his eyes to the document on the table and resumed reading.


Augustus stood motionless with his eyes welling with tears and his bottom lip quivering.


"Keep your chin up. Remember you're a man now."


The few chilled words would stay with him for a lifetime. But Augustus wasn't a man. He was an eleven year old boy in a soldier's uniform. A toy soldier trying to be a man, the memory, pain and anguish of his younger years never left him. Time faded many things but the emotional cut was deep within him, the haunting and swirling thoughts of loss and abandonment still confronted him at times.

 
Lucy had noticed the photos Alice taken were mostly of a serious, dark and brooding man with a strong sense of self and purpose but an expression of distance. Alice caught her look and explained that she believed as we move through the different facets of life, our facial expression shows our challenges and emotions. She would reveal loving moments of their time together and how Augustus was a gentle and affectionate man in the privacy of their special relationship. He was kind and as her husband, very interested in her happiness, safety and well-being.

 
Alice laughed and explained, if she had a subject to debate with him, her topic must be researched before Augustus would listen. At times he would respect her point of view and occasionally concede defeat in his own uncertain way by saying, "My love, I think we shall put that conversation aside for another day."


Travelling on the steamer Oceanic, Augustus was oblivious to this chance meeting with Alice in the future. In actual fact they may never have met without Spirit guiding them. Fortunately both had the same desire for adventure, to take risks and to follow their hearts for causes right up until their final days.

 
In her youth, Alice longed to be a singer at Covent Gardens, a writer, an adventurer or all three. Lucy asked if she ever got
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