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PREFACE

Being the first nurture of interesting historical readings with cultural theme, Dianna Diverno shows herself through interesting subspace-French monarchies. The character of the roman doesn’t change while going through subtle themes, there is only anticipation of strands of criminology and shaky feet of romance.

Romance is, in this part, a little bit deafened, as if it is on a second place, and the first place, this tame, is left for materialism, which was clear in those days.

Piece “Topaz in flint” grew from its predecessors, pieces: “Last second for Brasov”, as well as from monodrama that was immortalized on stage several times before audience.

Novel “Topaz in flint” occasionally in its lines breathes through mystic, as well as through artist’s freedom to project certain characters in segments they were already seen before, although it is all magic of imagination. Some elements show us a little extinct, gothic decor, but certain parts of piece have accented chords of some more tenuous, sentimental notes in it.

Palatine elements fulfil literal elements of this novel, and through carefully showed episodes, there is sentiment that the author, also known by her criminal readings, this time turns towards readers who are fans of sentimental, historical and pro-monarchy pieces. In deep desire to reward us with another novel with monarchy notes, it leaves us to recommend literal maestro- Dianna Diverno’s piece Topaz in flint to all fans of written words.

October 2014

1.

Moonlight was shining on the river Loire. Nothing but those trees that were rustling on the right side of the river coast, quiet crackling and the sound of crickets could be discerned, so one couldn’t really discover where it was all coming from. There was a sound of waves. Water was as usual dignified earth’s world for its self. Dark figure was hidden carefully in a bush that was under big trees. No one from the neighbourhood was cutting or keeping in order those bushes so it has grown in large, unsightly bushes on the coast. There was only two or three meters of the beach between it and the water, that was all just little rocks, and a few larger amounts of small white flint that was gloving in moonlight.

That dark figure came slowly from its hideout, a little bit frightened, almost as it was shivering from fear. It was at the same moment when came on the coast dark figure of Jean Louis Komord, the main adviser and regent of one lady of the court, madam de Montespan. He was wearing dark long coat with his favourite knife, on his waist which he handled skilfully. Finally dark figure of small jewels trader, local fellow Adam Lege, came before him. He was looking around, trying not to look at the water, like he was hiding shady secrets. But he came forward, rather frightened from this meeting.

-I was waiting for you. –He admitted.

-Really? – Asked Jean Louis, holding his hands in his pockets casually. In contrary to frightened Lege, who was looking around himself, he was easily looking at the water surface and the moonlight that was mirroring in it, making unique and unusual sight.

-Yes. It is scary.

-What could possibly be scary? –Asked Jean Louis Komord, still looking the moonlight’s shine on water. 

-The moon and stuff. –admitted Adam Lege, standing with the river behind his back. –Lucky it’s not the lake. -he added.

Court regent looked at him wanly and he sighed.

-I’ve heard lots of nonsenses lately. Tell me, do you have it? –he finally asked and put his left hand in the pocket where he had a little bag with golden coins that madam de Montespan gave him.

-I’ve brought it, only.... He was demurring. –First I would like to point to certain things.

For a few moments the only thing that was heard was the sound of silence and waves.

-Point to what that we don’t already know?

Adam sighed and straightened himself.

-I was always frightened by the moon, you know... -he started slowly.

Court regent sighed off boringly in his wealthy and well trained demeanour.

-Why? Moon is regular, every-day advent...

-Yes, it is, you’re right. It shines every night, only... All this with water is now... And this jewellery is...

Court regent sighed deeply.

-I’ve got no time to lose. I ask you once again, you stupid country creature, have you got that jewellery at you?

-Yes, I have, but it is for me to tell you some things regarding ... Also, the family that used to have it in its possession fell apart, so...

There was another deep sigh of court regent.

-I’m not interested in other people’s family disputes.

-I see your point, but...

-Really- he took out the little bag with golden coins. – Here you are the coins, all that you’ve asked for. Now you and your family are safe for the rest of your life. Tell me do you...

-We’ll be probably moving out...

-Moving out? –he was surprised.

Adam turned around all frightened again.

-You know that jewellery and all that... Keep away as far as possible from the necklace.

-This conversation is redundant.

-Jewellery is like the music. It seduces people –he said quietly and took out from the pocket of his dilapidated everyday cloak a small pouch that was tied up with leather bow. He opened it slowly while court’s regent was watching it closely. He stopped for a moment, and then, as he was covered with fear, he pulled out wonderful necklace from that small pouch. He revealed it before Jean Louis’ eyes. It was beautiful topaz necklace with two hearts and two series of pearl beads that shined in unusual glow. As if he was conducted by some invisible force, Jean Louis took jewellery from his hands and, what obviously surprised Adam, he turned it towards the water, so it shined for a moment in shiny reflection.

-If I were you, I wouldn’t bring it close to the water.

-And what is wrong with that? Look how it is glowing, how it is shining. I understand now why madam de Montespan wants that the jewellery Larisse in her possession.

-The Larisse jewellery is... 

-What?

-Very dangerous, he added and swallowed saliva.

Jean Louis was looking at the jewellery, and then he looked away.

-Look at you; you’re terrified from two ordinary chains of pearl beads and two hearts.

-Those hearts are...

-What? They’re nothing but ridiculously expensive jewellery.

Adam was still in disbelief. He turned his head.

-You don’t understand. Jewellery is dangerous. It seduces, like music. Jewellery brings misfortune- he said it finally, like some unclear warning that could mean something, but in the eyes of excellent deputy in meant absolutely nothing, bunch of some stupid crazy stories that were spoken in the village, with no beginning and no end, stories that existed just for entertainment by the fire in cold November nights.

Regent turned his look towards him for a moment.

-Nonsenses. No one ever died from the jewellery.

-It was for me to say... if I were you, I would throw it in the water together with the flint... in time of moonlight- He added, although he still wasn’t looking at the cold water surface. There was a sound of the wave.

-Don’t tell me that fairy-tale about the moon and evil forces; just tell me how many exactly golden coins do you need? Is this enough? –wanting to end as soon as possible those pointless discussions about jewellery and the moon, he dropped immediately that little bag with coins before him. –It is dark now, however, so you can’t see, but all that you asked for is here. Madam de Montespan wants to have the Larisse jewellery.

Scared trader took the little bag in his hands without even looking in it.

-I have your word for it, I really wouldn’t...

-You should count the money. There, we’ll sit right here... he walked towards one felled tree near the water in order to sit there.

-No, don’t go there, don’t go near the water and the rock; it would be the best if we stay right here.

-I should anyway...

Adam interrupted him eagerly.

-I believe your word. And even if it is not exact as I wanted, it doesn’t matter. Let it be a little gift from me to you, I just don’t want to go near flint now... -he shivered. He didn’t even realise how insane did he seem to the regent, but Jean Louis didn’t comment. He just laughed loudly.

-Stupid country emptied-head fool! –He said it loud enough so Adam Lege could hear him. But the poor trader didn’t make any more drama.

-It is time for me to go, Mister Jean Louis. I wish you... I wish you to... he stopped to think. –I wish that you and madam de Montespan both get rid of that jewellery as soon as possible! –he added, which made the regent laugh even louder. –Don’t forget the flint. I should go now; it’s a long way to the village.

He said good bye followed by regent’s loud laugh, and then he disappeared in the bush.

Jean Louis Komord was standing there for a few moments while smile was adorning his face.

-Silly old full! –he added more to himself. He turned towards water looking into the jewellery that he was holding in his hands. Beautiful pearls and beautiful two hearts of a flint that were connected with silver decorations made this interesting necklace , that was rarely seen, because of her unusual design. Necklace shined over water. As he was looking the reflection in the water, that image fascinated him for a moment. After a few seconds he twitched and in a hurry, a little in fear of those night’s thieves that were more and more common in the woods of the river Loire, he put that wanted expensive jewellery in leather bag. For a moment, he looked at the coast and the beach where those expensive rocks- flint were. Than he carried along with that little bag in his coat pocket, all the way to his horse in the woods, that madam de Montespan herself bought for him for a thousand golden coins.

Fast as a lightening, he rushed towards the forest. All you could hear was pounding of the hooves on the ground and the sound of leafs, because the beginning of November was little cold, but still warm. The night was without fog. There was moon lightening, which announced coming of colder days that was usual for that time of the year. He was going away, slowly. No one was following him; there was no sound of horse gallop of some thief’s group in the distance.

He marched towards the palace that was surrounded with walls and had only one entering trough big, massive wooden door that opened from the inside. The three guards were changing during the day. One could see from distance the palace’s third floor and top of pointy roof with wonderful sculpted statues of lions and horses. The fountain in front of the entrance had also the same two statues.

Finally he arrived, after long horseback gallop.

Usually, madam de Montespan would be at court, but she went to rest in her palace for three weeks, after long summer hunt, which seemed long enough for her to wish for to come back to the court and for the court to wish for her too.

He knocked on the big, massive door. In that quiet night, each knock echoed through the night like a sound of a drum.

Finally, there were steps from the other side of the door and the guard who was awake guarding that night asked quietly:

-Who is it? His voice was hoarse, husky like he was ill at the moment.

-Jean Louis Komord-he said loud and clear. I’ve just got some jewellery for merciful madam–he added.

He heard a few more steps, and then the sound of chains, padlock and lever moving to the side. The guard opened the gate after a few moments; the horseman walked in, the gate closed again and in a minute it was locked again.

Jean Louis, the precious madam de Montespan’s first regent, walked towards stable where she held her horses. He felt a bit tired and thirsty, as he is to feel after riding in any season.

For a few moments, one could her nothing but madam’s deep breathing, while standing in the middle of beautiful arranged room with light of fire on her face. She took another deep breathe, than she smiled. The Larisse jewellery was in her hands, she looked at it like she was enchanted, especially at the two hearts, or as she used to say: double topaz hearts in two lines of pearls.

Beautiful! Magnificent, Jean Louis- she shouted so loudly that guard by the front door must have heard her. She was looking at the jewellery in her hands. She held those hearts. –I’ve always been fascinated by those double hearts. 

-Certainly, madam de Montespan-he concurred quickly, feeling as usual as if he is on some third sky if she would commend him. –It wasn’t easy. Night was cold and I...

-Never mind, it’s here now. Jewellery Larisse is here! Finally it’s mine. People were talking... -she laughed loudly and turned towards him still looking at the jewellery. 

-That it brings bad luck? - He supposed modestly. – Yes, that old fool, I mean, trader Adam, he was just telling me about that foolish story. I’m surprised he didn’t tell us to throw it in the fire- he added.

She put the jewellery closer to her chest held in tight corset, because she didn’t change into her silk nightgowns, she remained dressed in the same dress that she was wearing while she was dining and  eagerly waiting for Jean Louis to return. She was standing by the window for hours watching outside. Now she was felling those two cold hearts on her chest, but she didn’t pay attention to that, because she was literally burning up from the excitement that she finally possesses wanted jewellery.

-This jewellery makes me cold... But oh, you’ll say I always have some objections. –She went to the beauty room wearing that jewellery. He followed her quickly, because she was almost running. She lit a candle and some light, and she approached Venetian mirrors that were set there from the floor to the ceiling.

She put the jewellery onto her neck and but tened it up. Two beautiful hearts made of flint were shining on white neck. She sighed.

-But what are women like these days, when it is obvious that they can’t be satisfied neither with the most precious jewellery in France! Is there an end to human dissatisfaction or is it our disaster there? People and prejudice- big alliance, isn’t it? - She searched for her reflection in the mirror like she was asking herself. He was looking at the necklace on her neck.

-People are always in alliance with prejudices; you’ve got that right-he said slowly. –I must admit-he continued briefly –it looks beautiful on you.

-Thank you-she turned towards mirror and she was watching her reflection. She touched those hearts with her left hand. –Woman with three hearts- she laughed loudly, than got serious again, like she was thinking about something that was burdening her, but she added quickly-If Trianon couldn’t be mine, I might as well get Larisse jewellery.

Regent nodded.

-You deserve even more than that.

-I wished that the Trianon was mine. There’s nothing more beautiful than to have your own castle in that old building, but... It is clear that I must satisfy myself with the remains-she gazed penetrating into hearts. She had lovely nourished white skin on her face, witch painters from the court immortalised several times on their big canvas, especially when she was King’s companion. She influenced for almost ten years lots of occasions and she was proud of it. But, it was clear that she was falling into the oblivion, place where no lady would like to be. She thought that anything is better than the oblivion. So she regretted in those rare sad moments that she wasn’t a diamond, or at least a flint, so that she couldn’t be forgotten or destroyed. The shine of a flint is the shine of a century. Now she was flinched from those sad thoughts that were occupying her. 

-With jewellery like this, there should go a proper dress-she said quickly and efficiently.

-Of course, madam de Montespan. 

-No lady such as me or even a king’s mistress should wear this kind of jewellery on her chest if she doesn’t wear a proper dress. Without the dress, jewellery loses its value, but with no dignity, no dress makes us great, with no name... Oh, yes, it is what I was thinking so much a minute ago...about human magnificence, about the fact that we try to reach out the impossible. The universe whispers the silence, but we don’t hear it. The universe tells us so many things, but we’re indurated... No, the universe really isn’t for us. We’re too small to understand the credibility of creation and existence...

The regent thought her words through only for a moment, especially because that after exhausting day of riding, building a universe was the last subject that interested him.

-I quite agree. I never understood the importance of the Sun and the heat- he said all of a sudden.

She looked at him.

-Jean Louis! -she twitched suddenly.

-Yes, madam?

-Are you sleepy? –she searched for his reflection in the mirror again.

-A little. - He admitted; even though he was awfully tired and couldn’t wait to go to bed. 

-Perhaps it’s time for you to go to bed, my dear Jean Louis. It’s not that I want it so much, as a matter of fact, I would like to share the impressions until the morning lights about the jewellery that I’ve finally got just for me. However, I wouldn’t want to waste your precious time of night which is for sleeping.

He took a bow politely and as he was about to leave the room, he remembered something.

-When will you return to the castle? - He asked, while he was counting the days in his mind, for he didn’t know if they were here for eleven or twelve days.

-Soon, my dear Jean. In a few days- she said instantly. Of course, she didn’t not even for a minute think about the reason she had left the castle, she didn’t want to upset herself in such lovely moments. She didn’t even look at him when he was leaving. She was touching that luxurious necklace on her neck, while some inexplicable excitement was carrying her further away, and away.

She was in her beauty room, as she loved to call it, proud of that big room with beautiful Venetian mirrors with carved gilded frames and a crystal chandelier, a gift from Madam Katherine, her distant cousin who lived in Venice. She was used to those big remarkable decorations that beautified the rooms she was staying in. French castle was at the same time an inspiration for people who lived in it and for the rest of the castles in Europe.

This time she was observing beautifully arranged walls and the paintings that were hanging on one part of the wall. It all exuded trough elegancy and style that she appreciated very much. One thing she learned during her stay in the court was the right choice of colours and extravagant elegancy. The only bad thing that Louis found in her behaviour was the fact that she practices black magic and that she isn’t as beautiful as she used to be. It’s a pity that beauty doesn’t come with ages. Only wisdom comes with ageing.  But that didn’t matter so much to her now when she was staying alone on the land, knowing that one cannot live quite good with nothing but wisdom, especially if sadness or narrowness would be troubling her , or if she would look herself in the mirror and realise that she might have left the best- the young part of herself.

She wasn’t thinking about it now, in time she was realising the value in other things – she was touching those flint hearts, more and more realising that it was worth waiting. It took them long time to find out where it was, who was allegedly possessing it and then to get it from that jeweller Adam Lege for a large amount of money. People said that he usually steals expensive pieces of jewellery and that it is never safe around him.

Many expensive pieces of jewellery were disappearing periodically, were being stolen, and were always on target of various thieves, all kinds of jewellers and frauds, who were anxious to get their hands on, in very bad way, expensive values.  She’ll have to think of a good way to hide the jewellery so no one could ever found it. 

While she was thinking about it, she remembered how she used to dream about these kinds of valuables, precious coverlets handmade brocade curtains, precious glass figurines, precious crystal chandeliers and candlesticks,buildings and fountains in the courtyard... It used to be impossible, unreachable, even her stay in the court, the life that she lived for ten years in mercy of King Louis. She was his mistress and a person who influenced many political events in the country.

She was looking her reflection in the mirror while she was thinking about it, realising that it was way past midnight and that it was time to go to bed. She took off the necklace looking at it with passion. The necklace shined in mirror reflection and she turned towards cabinet. She pulled from drawer carefully put away little jewellery box that painter Lever painted especially for her in oil, so that it would look more elegant and different, and on the top, there was pinned big golden bow, almost bigger than the box itself, although, madam de Montespan thought it was brilliant display of her knowledge of courtly occasions and fashion in Paris. She put the box on the table. She opened it. Inside, there were already some expensive parts of necklaces and jewellery that she used to get from her husband, from the king and from many suitors. To her, it seemed now that any of those jewellery pieces couldn’t compare with jewellery Larisse that she was holding in her hands. It was a pity that she couldn’t get matching earrings with two flint hearts, or something similar that would go with it. She already made plan to ask the court jeweller to make her copy of jewellery Larisse.  She was already imagining herself wearing dark blue dress that tailor Carmine would make for her and that jewellery and big snow white hat that would point out and emphasise it even more. 

She knew perfectly well all the occasions in the court and the fashion that was à la mode in Versailles, but also in the streets of Paris. She remembered when she was a young madam de Montespan, wonderful beauty who used to love to play cards, and drown by those emotions how she even used to get into debts in order to pay for her gambling debts. She would pawn some dear parts of her jewellery, such as her diamond earrings or golden necklaces, wonderful jewellery black or red leather boxes decorated with expensive gems... She was also for certain time in the mercy of the queen. Although she thought for a start that that status would bring her many good things, she also realised why it was wrong, most of all because she was queen’s honorary lady, which included that she would have to spend much more money for beautifying. So, she was already spending twice or even more money that year than she used to do before on wardrobe, tailors, quality materials, silk and brocade... She was obligated to always be beautiful. But, as she was from Poitou, people there had very lovely genes within themselves, she didn’t need much beautifying.

During those ten years that she spent in the court, at first as queen’s premier lady, then as Louis’ mistress, she had plenty of time to practise many things. So she knew very well how to express herself and speak politely, to play an instrument and to sing. She was very eloquent, silver-tongued, but she also had sometimes a very cynical point of view. She was always in the main circles of society and in every gathering; her gift of eloquence was something that she was developing even more, but also something that she was born with. She had a brother, duke of Vivonne, and two sisters: madam de Thianguesse and Maria Magdalena, a nun from Fontevraud. They all equally had that magic gift of ability to speak well with cynical impurity.

Her family, The Montemarts were one of the biggest families in Poitou. The English king was her brother’s godfather. Anyway, she came to Paris as a poor girl in one carriage and by her own effort she grew to the point where she is now, thanks to her good will and willingness to progress and survive. In her youth, her biggest stopper was her bad habit and obsession for gambling- so she used to borrow big amounts of money in order to pay her debts, but in time, she would always pay everything back. In time, that bad habit disappeared and she came down to her senses in many things.

Madam Athenaide de Montespan was anyhow the type of person who always knew how to get their feet on the ground in case of falling. A person redetermined for success. She had within herself certain characteristics of hypocrisy and voracity but all mixed with wonderful lines of ambitions that she wore further and further through her life path that she followed skilfully. She had her wealth and fortune, a husband as a support, all together with her wiliness to continue her success.

As a young woman, while still in queen’s service, she was very religious, she never missed a service, so she was always in the first rows in the church praying, with dose of sincere dignity that was in her genes and that she easily deepened.  Some people used to say that she was easy minded, that she sometimes hides certain wave of appearances within herself, and has a great dose of vitality, and sometimes she knew how to mock her own whimsy, without letting the others do it the way she did.

However, now she concluded that she was in a very good way to criticise her will for over expensive jewellery, objects that no one could have.  It was just that ambitious line of her character that used to bring her further and further, that thought her many things in her life, like that it is the best to be special in many things- line that possessed only a few ladies of the court and the line that brought her to the point that she is now.

She took the jewellery to the other room, her big bedroom that was in gentle yellow tones with huge bed covered with expensive coverings, with pictures on the wall and wardrobe with some of her most formal dresses. Athenaide de Montespan remembered quite well the time when she was poor, when she was only imagining this rich living in the court. That painful period of her arrival in Paris in one carriage and ripped clothes left a big trace in her, especially because it just deepened her greed for worldly benefits. She didn’t use to have any special feelings towards other ladies of the court; they were all here for nothing but power and their place in society, and for her, the king Louis’s castle was like some big litter of snakes. Anyway, she got many good impressions from other people’s bedrooms, that she was able to notice just by regular tour. Her bedroom was now her personal reflection, too.

With Larisse jewellery in her hands, she walked towards her bedside table determined to put it in the box and lock it up. But she stopped wondering whether that space was safe enough for something like that. In such terrible and absolutely intolerable manner, she was possessed by fear of night thieves that were used to go to other people’s houses in search for valuables. So she was thinking what would be the best thing to do with the jewellery Larisse. In her light-headedness, it almost slipped her mind to necessary be couches and careful. Larisse jewellery could have been easily stolen. She stood a bit discouraged by thinking that bad side of the jewellery is that it could easily go from hand to hand and to never return to the real owner, she sat on the bed and then quickly turned around and put the precious jewellery under the pillow. She always slept lightly, so she used to wake up for the smallest sound, and therefor she was certain the jewellery was in the right place under the pillow where no one could ever find it. She used to put there one inherited feather of the hanged nightingale, that she treated as souvenir and lucky charm. A few ladies on the court were wearing a few feathers of the hanged nightingale, and now her feather of the hanged nightingale was in Versailles. She didn’t know how she forgot her unusual souvenir!

She took off her clothes and put the night dress on, and the dress she was wearing that day, she put it beside aware that those rough corsets, similar to those that man wore weren’t comfortable for her. She must tell her tailor, the same tailor who sews for miss Savary (daughter of minister Savary)who sewed those brilliant dresses that she wore so beautifully, dresses that were most of all so “feminine”, something that her dresses weren’t lately in her appearance on the court, she must tell him to start to make her dresses more feminine and less stiff, so her chest could relax during balls, and to still look feminine and very beautiful.

Her tailor’s defect was the thing that he was used to drink a few, so he was often smelling like wine, he put pins where he was supposed to, but sometimes he would miss and sting her by accident. But, as it was normal to bare many things for beauty, madam de Montespan decided to bare it with dignity. 

When she put her head on the pillow, she was thinking about the jewellery that was there. It was something that was occupying her until certain and undefined point and it excited her. But that undecided point was threating to be, as usual, in short term and she would as usual get excited with the next gained treasure until that point where she was with last object or gift. Her dependence and exhilaration with those expensive objects could be related to her old habit and dependence for gambling, only the package was different, instead of cards or game victory, the winner now was the one who wore the jewellery with real dignity.

2.

Madam Athenaide de Montespan was standing still, even more peaceful than she usually does, in her tailor’s dressing room; his name was Carmine. First she was thinking about missis Savary, who used to sew her dresses here with that calm feminine taste, that made her face look nicer and childish, if it is ever possible with décolletage or feminine stile of dressing. She was patting her feet, but she was used to those long hours at tailor’s, those long hours of massages and care, especially at doctor Gustav’s, court doctor, who was also a trader, so he was cooperating with many traders from east, and he always had lots of powder, medicine bags with all kinds of medicinal mixtures, some of them he even made by himself with materials that he brought for it. At the moment she was thinking about Doctor Gustav, about pharmacist, tall, handsome man with a bit darker skin, mostly because one of his ancestors was Arab, though no one ever talked about it at French court. She
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