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“The moon, by her comparative proximity, and the constantly varying appearances produced by her several phases, has always occupied a considerable share of the attention of the inhabitants of the earth.” Jules Verne
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A Well Kept Secret

I’m an old woman, and I have a secret to share. My mother was born in 1901 in Grande-Rivière Château, a small village in the French Jura Mountains on the Swiss border near Lake Geneva, and she gave birth to my mother in 1930. I’m named after my grand-mother Alix, who was born on November 25th, 1263, and who was 17 when she married in January 1890. She spent her childhood in medieval times and Nellie Bly was the first modern woman that she met in 1889. This is the truth; I swear upon my mother’s and my grandmother’s graves.

I might never have told anyone, however, a recent event I saw reported in the news has impelled me to tell this story that I’d vowed to keep a secret. The story was related to me countless times, both by my grandmother Alix, and by my grandfather, René Lalande, who was a close friend of Jules Verne (My grandparents held a secret of rejuvenation, but didn’t pass it down to us). Over the years the telling of the tale was done in episodes, sometimes by both my grandparents, and sometimes by one of them, and also by my parents, and repeated so many times that all are engraved in my memory. I’ll just tell it from Nellie’s perspective, but as I’m not her, the writing certainly won’t be as professional. 

It was our family secret; never to have been revealed to the world. As will happen when stories are passed down and repeated over the years, it’s certainly changed somewhat in the telling and fact has no doubt mingled with fiction. Nonetheless, it’s worth telling.

The news event which has caused me to reveal my secret was the discovery of a time capsule in 2017 close to the French Pyrenees, which my grandfather prepared and buried with Jules Verne shortly before his death in March 1905. You can easily research and find the news stories related to this fact.

Herewith the detail of the objects they put into the time capsule, of which the importance of certain items will become evident with the telling of the story:

A telescope, a triangle, a medieval coin, a simple ring, a necklace, a padlock and a key, a book relating to a mining treaty, a manuscript on alchemy, a leather notebook filled with coded papers and drawings which relate the importance of Jules Verne’s secret discovery, a map of Europe marked with the Peloponnese regions where the discovery was made, and documents about the phases of the moon. They also included a copy of the 1890 article in the New York World newspaper about Nellie Bly, who had managed to break the world record by traveling around the world in 72 days, inspired by Jules Verne’s novel.

The story is about Nellie Bly, and how she saved my grandfather’s life. She herself took the secret with her to her grave. Nellie took extensive notes throughout the adventure, as was her habit as an investigative journalist, and she confided these to my grandparents. If fact, they both lived the experience with Nellie and her firsthand account provided most of the details. Subsequently my family spent a lot of time after Nellie’s death researching the missing details to complete her story.

While she dropped a few subtle hints between the lines of her book “Around the World in 72 Days”, there’s nothing obvious enough to spark any interest. There will be skeptics of course, and this is one of the main reasons the secret was sworn; no one would have believed it, and it would have only lent discredit to the names of Nellie Bly, Jules Verne, and my grandfather. My grandmother Alix couldn’t be implicated either, for reasons which will become obvious.

“Let’s set pen to paper...”, then, from Nellie’s perspective, believe it or not as you wish.
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Megisto the Magistral

We were in the dark when Alyon’s soft warm feathers brushing against my face and her gentle hooting brought me to my senses. “Are you alright Nellie?” René questioned, seated en face in the same position. The stone floor, wall, and even colder iron shackles chilled me to the bones even through my wool ulster and made me wonder how I could have stayed unconscious in these conditions. It was night-time and the faint moonlight coming through a small opening high on the back wall of the cell made it possible to discern the silhouettes of my three companions, Sir Ancelmes, Alix, and René, and of the two fugitives, Sir Guiot and Sir Ferand who were all shackled a few feet from each other. The old Alchemist Gefrei wasn’t there in the cell. Because of Alyon, I knew immediately that we were still in Athens, and probably still the same day we were all taken, December 12th, 1889, and the knowledge that everything would turn out alright despite all appearances kept me calm and composed. My friends all had that same knowledge, as we had just learned the night before that I was simultaneously on schedule in Colombo on my trip around the world, so it was obvious that somehow I had made it back through the time portal at the Castle of Clermont. I couldn’t believe that we’d all been captured, considering the extraordinary powers of Sir Ancelmes, Alix, and her broadsword Isembard. And the biggest question was by whom? We were the ones tracking the villains! “I’m fine, René, please thank Sir Ancelmes for sending Alyon over to wake me.” 

René translated her words of gratitude to Alyon’s sorcerer, then explained, “We were all unconscious, she came in through the opening in the wall and woke Sir Ancelmes, and each one of us in turn, except the two blackguards.” 

With a loud screech the cell door flew wide open and a squad of men in sleek black armor entered briskly. The same ones that had arrested us. We were unshackled and pushed into single file. No one dared try to escape or fight after the show of force we’d been subjected to upon our seizure. The guards took no heed of Alyon, who stayed perched on Sir Ancelmes’ shoulder as they marched us out, and I noticed that Parzifal was still in his pouch close to Alix’s breast where he’d been when we were taken. We were led through gas lit corridors to a grand hall, where a man comparable to no other I’d seen was seated on a throne at the far end. There was no furniture or any other objects between us and him. My first impression was of Merlin the Enchanter, except for his attire, which was otherworldly. Strange lustrous clothing floated about him, constantly changing colors. The old alchemist, Gefrei, was seated to his right and beaming as always, and all of our weapons were are on a large table next to him. Gefrei looked like a young man compared to his lord, whose age was undefinable. The guards led us up to a limit which was clearly defined on the marble floor and stood five to each side, at attention. 

“Welcome,” the illustrious Methuselah said with a smile, “I’m sorry to have caused you some discomfort. My name is Megisto, and I am the inventor and owner of the time portals that you’ve used. The men who arrested you are part of the Portal Police, but I’ll explain all that later. I believe that you all know my assistant, Gefrei.” The old alchemist nodded in salutation. “It’s good that you had a taste of the dungeon, because it tells me all I need to know about you. I’m impressed by the calm courage the four questers, but the other two who are trembling in their boots know too well that you’ve committed a crime, yet you don’t know to what extent is the gravity.” Then pointing his index at Sir Guiot and Sir Ferand Lavigne in turn he spoke in Old French, “Tu! Et tu! Avancez!” They took one step forward. “Assez! Troupe, menetz les devers lor chaînes! Vous porrez laissier les autres aveç moi, il sunt mes hôtes.” (Enough! Troop, Take them back to their shackles! You may leave the others with me, they are my guests.) The troop marched off with the two villains and with a wave of Megisto’s hand the enormous double doors closed behind them. With another sweeping gesture of his hand and arm all of our weapons lifted off the table and floated gracefully each to its owner, hanging in the air in front of us. “Prenez les. Je vous confie tous entierement.” 

Then looking at Alix with a smile and a gleam in his eye, “Isembard, merveillous espée! Je n'ay mie sovent veü tel bel espée large. Je l'ay congneu dès que je la veïs. Tu dois la chérir moult. (Isembard, marvelous sword! I’ve rarely seen such a beautiful broadsword. I recognized it as soon as I saw it. You must treasure it dearly.)

We all took our arms and put them away. Locking his eyes in mine, he called me by name and spoke in English, “Miss Nellie Bly, it’s an honor to meet you, I’m an admirer of Mr. Jules Verne, I’ve read his entire oeuvre, and I know all about your current quest, which you have by all means succeeded. I know the whole story, and even how it will end, and yet my ear loves a good story and you will be our storyteller tonight. We will hear it from your perspective, and Mr. Lalande will not even have to translate. All ears will understand your tongue.” 

He stood up and put both hands up in front of him with his fingers spread out and an easing sensation traversed my whole body. All my fatigue and pain were gone in an instant, and it was obvious that my friends all experienced the same healing. Next he brought his arms down and raised them again slowly with his palms facing upwards. A circular opening appeared in the floor and a large round marble table and chairs floated up from below. The furniture stayed motionless in the air until the hole had closed and then he laid it all down it easily by lowering his arms slowly. He stepped forward to the table and Gefrei followed him. “Please, have a seat.” There were exactly six chairs, as if he had known in advance their number. “After the power I sent through your bodies, you should feel no hunger or thirst at present. Meanwhile, should you desire any pleasure of refreshment, simply ask and you shall receive. Now, Miss Nellie Bly, without further ado, let us lend you our ears.”
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Meeting Jules Verne

Never having felt so relaxed and invigorated at the same time, my mind and my memory clear as crystal, I sat back and closed my eyes a few minutes, pondering where to start. With my lids still shut and my head resting on the head cushion of the chair I took a deep breath and started in, “When I set out on my trip around the world, with the intention of beating Phileas Fogg’s record by 5 days, I was contacted by Jules Verne, who asked me to make a short detour to Amiens to visit him. Of course, I simply couldn’t refuse the honor of meeting the great man, and took the time to visit him, even though it meant going without sleep for two days to do so without causing a delay in my timetable. Anyone who knows me well knows that sleep is something very dear to me, so that was indeed a sacrifice, but one more than worth it.

I soon discovered that this was much more than just a courtesy call. Mr. Verne had not just wanted to make my acquaintance; it was a matter of life and death for a man who I’ve come to know and admire, Mr. René Lalande. Jules was counting on my help, and having been informed about my adventurous nature and tenacity, he was almost certain that I could not refuse, despite the danger of the mission. I was already famous for having had myself interned for 10 days in a mental health asylum to write an investigative article and expose the horrors of Blackwell’s Island. Jules had prepared everything well in advance so that when I arrived at his home in Amiens all the details of the mission had been translated for me. 

At one moment Jules told me, ‘You may save a young widower before you return.’ Indeed, this was not just a clever quip alluding to Fogg’s having saved the widow Aouda, it was a fact, as I’ve recently learned that René Lalande is indeed a widower. The tragic loss of his wife Delphine two years earlier was one reason he’d easily accepted to take such a great risk and travel far back to a distant time.

We visited Mr. Verne’s study and library, where he gave me a sealed envelope with all the details of what I would have to do if I accepted to attempt saving René. All that was needed was my acceptance. The translator was present with us and sworn to secrecy. He showed me a map where he had traced out Phileas Fogg’s route compared to mine, and indicated the place where I would need to make a detour once again, precisely at the medieval Castle of Clermont at Kyllini, on the Northwest Coast of Greece. He assured me that I would not need to lose any time on my race around the world, because I would enter a time portal which would take me back to the middle ages, and upon my return through the portal I would find myself at exactly the time I’d entered. 

When Jules Verne had informed René Lalande’s father of his only son’s sudden disappearance, he’d spared no expense to save him. They knew I’d be boarding the Victoria steamship of the P&O line at Brindisi in Italy, so they arranged for a clipper to be in the Adriatic Sea and paid the captain of the Victoria a substantial motivation to keep his mouth shut and comply with their plan. The latter has a reputation as a newsmonger, still, if he ever lets the cat out of the bag he’ll certainly face dire consequences. I know all of this from the details that Mr. Verne confided to me. The clipper met the steamship during its first night at sea while all the passengers were sleeping soundly, as I also would have been otherwise. I was transferred from one ship to the other and dropped off at the castle in Kyllini to undertake my mission, and, providing that all went well, I’d be picked up immediately afterwards. At present I know that I’ll be picked up, because I learned just yesterday that I’m on schedule right now far away in Ceylon. Everyone knows that a clipper has thrice the maximum speed of a steamship, so it can, and obviously did, easily catch up to the Victoria, enabling me to continue my voyage around the world without having lost any time.

Jules Verne, René Lalande, and his father are members of a secret society, and had learned of the existence of time portals in the Peloponnese regions of Greece, two of which are in the ruins of medieval castles. René’s father is in his twilight years, and Jules is in poor health and unable to undertake any kind of adventure, whereas René is my age, we were born the same year. He was a natural choice: His mother tongue is French, and he speaks many other languages, including Classical Greek, Modern Greek, Latin, Old French, and English. René agreed to venture through the portal at Clermont Castle and try to bring back evidence that he had been in another time. 

I just happened to be the right person at the right place and the right time. 

Mr. Verne explained the portals in the details he gave me, however, they’re somewhat complicated so I’ll simplify a bit. They had learned from old decoded manuscripts how the portals worked by the phases of the moon. From the new moon to the first quarter puts one back in time to arrive at the same date and moon phase a certain number of lunar cycles either into the past or into the future. In order to return to precisely the same time that one entered, it’s necessary to go back through the portal before the end of
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