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			Embark on a journey through unconditional love, power, and betrayal!

			How could an emperor like Napoleon Bonaparte be so captivated by the twenty-year-old Polish Countess Marie Walewska—admittedly a rare beauty but of minor nobility—that their affair would last through both his marriages? And if it wasn’t romance that first drew Marie to Napoleon, what was it?

			At just eight years old, Marie finds her life forever changed by the death of her father, killed in battle against the Russians. This tragedy sparks a deep, lifelong patriotism in her as Poland is fragmented and divided among Russia, Prussia, and Austria.

			A fan of Napoleon since her school days, Marie eagerly seizes the opportunity to meet him when he passes through the former Poland, his intention to secure military support for his campaign to conquer Russia. She seeks only to express Poland’s gratitude and hope he would restore the nation’s independence. She never imagined a romantic entanglement. But Napoleon, taken with her patriotism, youth, and beauty, soon sets his sights on her—and begins a campaign to win her heart.

			Though Marie resists, powerful forces pressure her—just as they had in her marriage—to give in to the emperor’s desires.

			Expect to be immersed in Marie’s world, where love and loyalty collide amidst a galaxy of powerful aristocrats, politicians, and military leaders. You’ll journey from Marie’s manor house on the plains of Poland to cosmopolitan Warsaw, through grand palaces in Austria, France, and Italy—before sailing to the Island of Elba, where destiny awaits.
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			Theodora: actress, prostitute, mistress, feminist. And Byzantine Empress of the sixth-century Roman world. Stephen: handsome Syrian boy, wizard’s apprentice, palace eunuch. And Secretary to the Empress. How does this unlikely pair become such allies that one day Empress Theodora asks Stephen to write her biography?
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			Fortune’s 
Child

			 

			“A historical novel set in sixth-century Constantinople charts the extraordinary ascent of a woman from poverty to royal power. [This is] a meticulously researched historical account presented in the form of a thrilling political drama.”

			~Kirkus Reviews

			

			OVERALL GRAND PRIZE 2019 Best Book, 
Chanticleer Int’l Book Awards

			Too Soon the Night

			 

			Palace eunuch and secretary Stephen records Empress Theodora’s life as she navigates wars, political and religious crises, a citywide rebellion, and the first world plague pandemic, all in a male-dominated world.

			 

			“A gorgeous tapestry of impeccable research and intricate worldbuilding.”

			~Kate Quinn, Author of The Empress of Rome Saga and The Diamond Eye

			Chaucer Grand Prize Winner, 2021 Chanticleer Int’l Book Awards
IPPI Bronze Medal Winner
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			Based on the diary of a Polish countess who lived through the rise and fall of the Third of May Constitution years, 1791-94, Push Not the River paints a vivid picture of a tumultuous and unforgettable metamorphosis of a nation—and of Anna, a proud and resilient woman. Against a Crimson Sky continues Anna’s saga as Napoléon comes calling, implying independence would follow if only Polish lancers would accompany him on his fateful 1812 march into Russia. Anna’s family fights valiantly to hold on-to a tenuous happiness, their country, and their very lives. Set against the November Rising (1830-31), The Warsaw Conspiracy depicts partitioned Poland’s daring challenge to the Russian Empire. Brilliantly illustrating the psyche of a people determined to reclaim independence in the face of monumental odds, the story features Anna’s sons and their fates in love and war.
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			Aleksy, a Tatar raised by a Polish peasant family, wishes to become a Polish winged hussar, a Christian lancer who carries into battle a device attached to his back that holds dozens of eagle feathers. As a Tatar and as a peasant, this is an unlikely quest. When he meets Krystyna, the daughter of the noble who owns the land that his parents work, he falls hopelessly in love. But even though she returns his love, race and class differences make this quest as impossible as that of becoming a hussar. Under the most harrowing and unlikely circumstances, one day Aleksy must choose between his dreams.

			 

			An IPPI Gold Medal winner!
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			For my readers~
You have my heart.

		

	
		
			 

			Thank you for reading Napoleon’s Shadow Wife! I hope you will reward me with a brief review at whatever venue you purchase books, and at Goodreads. Doing so is more important to an author than you might think. Another big help is to request an author’s books at your local library. Thank you in advance!
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			Glossary

			CZAPKA, CZAPKI (pl): A traditional Polish hat, usually four-cornered and made of felt, fur, or wool, and worn by people of different classes.

			DOŻYNKI: Harvest Festival.

			KARNAWAŁ: The festive season leading up to lent.

			KOLACZ: A round, yeast-based cake-like bread made with various fillings and topped with decorations; it is shared at gatherings, like weddings.

			

			KONTUSZ: A long, flowing coat or robe made of fine fabrics and worn by the Polish nobility.

			KULIG: A horse-drawn sleigh ride through the countryside, often accompanied with music, singing, and other festivities.

			OPLATEK: the thin wafer used in Poland and other countries at Christmas celebrations. The sharing of it fosters togetherness, highlighting family, peace, and love.

			SZLACHTA: Poland’s minor nobility who held a significant amount of political, social and economic power. Prior to the partitions of 1772-1795, they made up as much as 10% of the population.

			STAROSTA: The chief administrator of a county in Poland.

			WIGILIA: The traditional Christmas Eve (vigil) supper and celebration.

			WYCINANKI: a traditional Polish folk art involving papercuttings, often created as decorations for homes, especially at Christmas and Easter.

			ZUPAN: A long, fitted and usually highly decorated outer coat or robe, often layered over the kontusz, and worn by the Polish nobility.
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			Part One

			“Children are what you make them.”

			~Polish Proverb

		

	
		
			1

			Warsaw

			Friday, 10 June 1803

			“Come away from the window, Marie,” Amelia said.

			Marie Łączyńska stood in the small reception room, her gaze fixed on the stream of carriages queued up to collect young ladies going home for the summer. In little time, she and Amelia would leave their days at the convent finishing school behind them.

			The sweet, rosy fragrance of peonies in full bloom wafted through the open window, filling Marie with a sudden euphoria—an intoxicating hint of freedom.

			Countess Eliza Sobolewska entered the room. As if in support of Amelia’s entreaty, she said, “Just step back a pace or two, Marie.”

			“Why should I?” Marie sang, still facing the window.

			“Because,” the countess warned, “Mother Abbess will look up, see you gawking with your nose at the window and scold you.” The countess settled into a chair next to Amelia. She frequently visited the Convent of Our Lady of the Assumption at Mother Abbess Helena’s invitation. Ten years older than Marie and Amelia, she served as a role model for young noble girls. Over the past three years, she had taken Marie under her wing, treating her more as an amusement than a trial—a term Mother Abbess occasionally employed, accompanied by a tsk or a scowl. The countess and Marie forged a friendship.

			“Mother Abbess will say it’s most undignified,” Amelia added. “Isn’t that right, Madame Eliza?”

			“It is.”

			“Oh, everything’s undignified in her view,” Marie said, glancing back to admire the countess’s emerald green silk dress. “I’ll tell you what’s undignified—it’s these sack-like maroon uniforms and black wide-brimmed bonnets with nary a flower or ribbon. Well, since this is to be my last scold, I’m looking forward to it. You should be excited, too, Amelia. Our three-year sentence is at an end.”

			“What a way to talk!” the countess exclaimed.

			Amelia clucked her tongue. “Oh, Madame Eliza, she thinks her looks will get her through anything. Don’t you, Marie?”

			Marie shrugged and smiled, her gaze returning to the window. Below, an open carriage carrying the buxom Kowalska twins and their large trunk was leaving the courtyard. No other carriage moved up to the porte-cochere, where Mother Abbess Helena was stationed.

			Alarm set in. “No one’s come from Kiernozia!” Marie cried. “Why hasn’t Mother sent the carriage by now? If it doesn’t come soon, we’ll be travelling in the dark. —Sweet Jesus! What if she’s ill? She mentioned having a cold in her last letter. What if—”

			The countess immediately came to her side, gripping her hand and scanning the empty courtyard. “What are you thinking, Marie? Summer colds are common, not dangerous. Don’t worry, the carriage will come.”

			Amelia joined them and peered out. “See there, Marie, Mother Abbess remains at her post. Don’t lose faith.”

			“The wavy glass improves her looks,” Marie said.

			“Marie!” the countess chided. “That’s unkind.”

			“Do you think so?” Marie asked, all innocence.

			The three stood in silence for several minutes.

			“There! Do you hear it?” Amelia cried. “Another carriage!”

			“I see it, but that one’s not from home, I can tell you,” Marie said. “That’s neither our carriage nor our horses, and it’s certainly not our driver.”

			They leaned closer to the window as the convent groom unfolded the drop-down steps and opened the door for the uniformed occupant of the closed coach. “Look,” the countess said, “it’s a handsome student from the Collegium Nobilium. Do you recognize him, Marie?”

			“I do,” Amelia trilled. “I’ve seen him often enough in the village with his friends. It’s your brother, Marie!”

			“Teodor,” Marie murmured, her alarm increasing. What could this unexpected appearance mean?

			“Mother Abbess is motioning for us to come down,” the countess said. “We all might be scolded now.”

			The three turned and made for the stairs, Marie trailing, her heart racing.

			Downstairs, under the porte-cochere, Marie rushed toward her brother. “Teodor,” she blurted, “what are you doing here?”

			Dressed in his boarding school’s dark blue uniform, Teodor stiffened and cast a quick, cautious glance at Marie’s companions. Beneath his unruly mane of brown hair his brow furrowed slightly—a subtle signal Marie recognized as his way of saying, not here, not now.

			Marie introduced her brother to Mother Abbess and the countess, and for the abbess’s benefit, made certain to formally reintroduce him to Amelia Wozniak, who, despite lacking claim to nobility, had her tuition paid by Father Albin, the Kiernozia parish priest.

			“Oh, Marie,” Mother Abbess said.

			Marie turned to her. “Yes?”

			“Yes, Mother Abbess,” she corrected.

			“Yes, Mother Abbess,” Marie repeated.

			“Did you take those drawings of Napoleon Bonaparte off the wall in your room?”

			“I did, Mother Abbess.”

			“Good! I do hope your artistry improves.”

			Marie managed a tight smile as the others bade farewell to the superior. Once the driver lashed Marie’s and Amelia’s valises to the roof and the countess gave him directions to her home, the four of them crowded into the coach. Marie and Teodor sat on the bench facing the countess and Amelia. “Madame Eliza lives here in Warsaw,” Marie explained, “just a short distance away.”

			“I could have sent for a carriage, Marie,” the countess said. “There was no cause to inconvenience everyone.”

			

			“Away, boys!” the driver called to his two-horse team, and the carriage began to roll.

			“It’s no inconvenience,” Marie said, smiling. “I’ll miss you, Madame Eliza. We’ll write, and remember, you promised to visit me at Kiernozia!”

			Marie felt Teodor’s elbow nudge her slightly but paid no attention.

			“I did and I will,” the countess vowed.

			“I think Mother Abbess had tears in her eyes when she bade us goodbye,” Amelia said.

			“There were no tears in her eyes when she said farewell to me,” Marie countered. “Ha! Her lips were as dry as sand against my cheeks. Or perhaps that was her moustache.”

			“Why, Marie!” the countess chided, attempting to turn her impromptu laugh into a gasp.

			“Well, you know it’s true that she cares little for me.”

			Amelia laughed. “It’s not like you haven’t given her cause for the past three years. And I heard that someone told her you were behind that little ruse in our final French class yesterday.”

			Marie giggled. “Is that why she questioned me? I’ll wager it was one of the twins who told.”

			“Wait,” Teodor said. “What’s this? What did you do to the Mother Abbess, Marie? Out with it!”

			“Never mind!”

			“Indeed,” the countess said. “I heard what went on, and it’s shameful, Marie.”

			“I’ll tell,” Amelia offered.

			Marie raised her hand in protest while trying to control her laughter. “No, you won’t! I’ll tell.” She turned to her brother, securing his full attention. “You see, Teodor, Mother Abbess Helena prides herself on her French despite never having been to Paris. Even at her age, she insists on teaching that class. Why, it’s merely classroom French she teaches. Teodor, if it weren’t for our grounding in conversational French by Monsieur Chopin, I would be at a loss, should I ever find myself in polite society. He was an excellent tutor, Madame Eliza. I do miss him.”

			“The story!” Amelia pleaded.

			“Well, all thirty-five of us must crowd into a long, narrow classroom. No one escapes French class. A good thing, too. It’s the only tongue spoken at European courts. You see, the desks are made for two and placed close together, so there’s only room for a narrow aisle along the side. That’s where Mother Abbess patrols as we recite. Up and down, she marches, down and up.”

			“So,” Amelia interjected, “yesterday, as we recited, those in the back of the room began to sing low, ‘Ah, ça ira, ça ira, ça ira.’”

			Teodor’s eyes lit up. “I know that tune! It’s Ҫa Ira, a French revolutionary song.”

			“Indeed,” Marie said, “and one perfect for our purposes, wasn’t it, Amelia?”

			Her friend nodded. “It was delicious.”

			“Mother Abbess is hard of hearing,” Marie went on. “The singing grew louder until she finally heard it. Her head swiveled toward the students in the back, and her expression went from puzzled to furious. She flew like quicksilver to the rear of the room.”

			“And?” Teodor asked.

			“And the singing there stopped and those of us at the front began to sing, ‘Ah, ça ira, ça ira, ça ira.’”

			Teodor laughed. “And the nun raced to the front?”

			Marie nodded. “Exactly! No one had ever seen her move so fast! By the time she got there, the singing began again at the back.”

			The coach slowed and came to a stop, still resounding with the laughter of its passengers.

			Marie could scarcely contain herself. “And so, it went four or five more revolutions with her heavy heels thumping on the floorboards, to and fro. Mother Abbess was a blur of dark brown. Finally, she raced from the room.”

			Amelia put her hand to her mouth. “She thought she was going crazy or being visited by the devil. Her eyes were wild!”

			“I think I know that devil personally,” Teodor said, laughing.

			“You are incorrigible, Marie,” the countess said.

			As the laughter lessened, they heard the driver lowering the steps.

			“We’ve arrived at my home, it seems,” the countess said, peering out the window and gathering up the folds of her dress.

			When the driver opened the door, Teodor pivoted in his seat and jumped down to assist the countess in alighting from the coach.

			Before the countess could exit, however, Marie reached her hand across and detained her. “Now, you will visit me at Kiernozia.”

			“I will.”

			

			“And,” Marie said, “you promised once my schooling was behind me, I could call you Eliza, like we are friends.”

			The countess smiled. “Yes, you may. We are friends, Marie.”

			Marie released her now, and when the countess was on the ground and moving away, Marie called out: “Goodbye, Eliza!”

			Scarcely missing a beat, Marie deftly took the countess’s place next to Amelia. “I prefer to travel facing forward,” she said, though her primary intent was to question her brother, vis à vis.

			Teodor reentered the coach. “Marie, just who is this friend of yours, Madame Sobolewska? We just delivered her to the Branicki Palace.”

			“I know. It now belongs to the king’s sister, Elżbieta Branicka, who installed Eliza and her mother in an apartment there.”

			“Tell him why, Marie,” Amelia urged.

			“You see, Teodor, Eliza’s father was King Stanisław.”

			“What?”

			“It’s true!” Amelia chimed in. “Her mother did marry the king.”

			Teodor’s eyes went wide. “How can that be? I’ve never heard of it.”

			“I’m not surprised, Teo,” Marie said, employing his diminutive. She went on to explain that the king secretly wed Eliza’s mother, Elżbieta Grabowska, in a morganatic marriage. “It’s a Germanic concept whereby a noble may marry a commoner,” Marie said with a shrug. “At least, her mother claims the king married her.”

			“Is there doubt?” Teodor asked.

			“There are some doubters because she didn’t voice her claim until after his death.”

			“Daughter of the king,” Teodor said. “Imagine that! She certainly tried hard to appear disapproving of you. —Have you been in the Branicki Palace?”

			“Yes, twice,” Marie replied. “It’s as luxurious as it appears from the outside. Eliza and her husband live there with two young daughters. They also have another residence in Paris.”

			“Do they?”

			“Yes. Now—I want to know about Mother, Teodor.”

			“Mother?” Teodor leaned forward, his serious green eyes flicking toward Amelia then back to Marie in a cautionary way.

			“Oh, you can talk in front of Amelia. I often confide in her.”

			

			Her brother nodded. “Mother is fine, Marie. She’ll be delighted to have you home. For heaven’s sake, what did you think?”

			Marie took a defensive tone. “Your unexpected appearance gave me a fright. One never knows. Last month, one of our classmates, Eugenia, had her father come to collect her. Her mother had died quite unexpectedly.”

			“I see,” Teodor said. “I’m sorry for making you worry.”

			“So—what is the purpose of this carriage? Where is ours—and our driver?”

			“Mother sent word to the college for me to rent this and see to your return. She couldn’t afford a driver any longer. Young Emeryk is in training to take his place.”

			“Our groom?”

			“Yes. The estate is in disrepair. You must have noticed when you were home.”

			“Ah, that’s why you nudged me. You think I shouldn’t be inviting people there. You know, I haven’t been home since Christmas, and what can one notice when there’s nothing but three feet of snow all about?”

			“Why didn’t you go home at Easter? If you had, you would’ve noticed. Mother said it was your decision.”

			“I had French to study. Don’t look at me like that. French is essential. And, to be honest, Madame Eliza led a dance class over the break.”

			Teodor exchanged his skeptical glance for one of understanding. “Ah, I see.”

			“Never mind that. Why couldn’t Emeryk have taken the carriage to pick us up?”

			“He’s been made to carry other loads since Mother let the last of the field hands go.”

			“What—things are that bad? Oh, Teodor! I didn’t know. Poor Mother!” Marie paused, appraising her brother. “Are you finished with your studies?”

			“Finished? I am not. Don’t think I can’t see your mind at work. I won’t be there to plant crops or mend the roof. I have every intention of slipping out of Poland at the right time and following Benedykt’s path to Paris, where I, too, will emigrate and join General Napoleon’s Polish legions.”

			“No! To follow Napoleon? You can’t, Teodor!”

			“Why not? What do you have against the little general? He’s been named France’s First Consul.”

			“I have nothing against him. Why, he’s all but worshipped at school. Most of the girls believe he’ll bring independence to Poland. Even the nuns praise him.”

			“You don’t?”

			“Of course, I hope they’re right. I wish him success. But I worry for our brother. It’s fortunate he’s been posted in Milan and not been sent to the colony of Saint-Domingue to put down the revolution there. It’s not gone well, by all accounts. Many Poles have died in combat or of tropical diseases. Despite that, Benedykt wrote saying he hoped to see action soon.”

			Teodor shrugged. “That’s the way of soldiers. He’s years older than us, so I think he knows his own mind.”

			“Don’t you see that those islanders want independence, just like we do?”

			Teodor did not respond.

			Marie glanced over to see that Amelia was already dropping off to sleep. She lifted her gaze to her brother and leaned forward. “I’m worried for you, Teodor.”

			“I appreciate that, little sister, but you worry too much. Our brother is well trained and I will be, as well, so don’t become a worrier.”

			“I’m younger by one year—just one!”

			“Marie, you say you wish success for the Corsican. Tell me, has Mother Abbess taught you the word velleity?”

			“No.”

			“Velleity describes a wish, Marie, but it’s a wish that doesn’t carry with it the effort it takes to attain it.”

			“An empty wish? You mean to say you would risk your life for Napoleon.”

			“I’d risk it to free Poland from foreign powers.” Teodor’s intensely green eyes held hers. “Just as Father did!”

			The image of her father—killed nine years ago at the Battle of Maciejowice—struck Marie with painful clarity. She sat back against the hard bench, silenced, her sixteen-and-a-half-year-old heart aching.

			In a short while, finding herself keeping company with two sleepers, she turned her head to stare out the window at the passing landscape.

			Marie’s most vivid memory of her father was of a perfect spring day when he had taken her by carriage to Warsaw. Entering the sprawling capital at the western gate had been thrilling, but when they stepped down from the carriage in the middle of Castle Square, just above the River Vistula, her heart soared at the wondrous sight of the bronze king atop Zygmunt’s Column. “King Zygmunt carries a sword in one hand,” her father said, “and a cross in the other. That’s to show his courage in the fight against evil.”

			They walked over to the Royal Castle and then continued on foot the short distance to Market Square, passing great churches and the homes of nobles whom her father called magnates. As they came into the rynek, Marie became entranced by the spectacle of shops and stalls, the colors and rich aromas of food carts, the hubbub of shoppers, and then—the doll shop.

			Smiling, her father opened the door and nodded for her to enter. “You’re to choose one, Marysia,” her father whispered, using her diminutive, “for your name day.”

			Marie gasped. “But my name day is a long time away, Papa.”

			“No, not so long. The middle of August, when we celebrate Mary’s assumption into heaven. We are here, Marie, so we must take our chance now. I might have other duties come August.”

			Marie’s heart raced with excitement at this sudden opportunity. Only later, much later, would she remember his caution about August. Indeed, by August he had been called to defend Poland.

			She saw every variety of doll. Some were made of cloth, some wood, some terra cotta. Some depicted peasants, gypsies, Jews, nobles. All were colorful and charming.

			And then she spied it. It was held upright on a little stand. Marie felt a lightness in her chest. It was the wooden doll of a noble lady with a painted face, glass eyes of blue, and real blonde hair tucked under an intricately shaped bonnet. She wore a gold silk dress that puffed out all around her, like a flower. Her tiny slippers were as red as her lips. Marie’s gaze returned to the face. It seemed then a reflection of her own face and hair. “That’s the one,” Marie said.

			Standing to her side, her father said, “Choose another, Marie.”

			The shop owner came up and stood behind the display table. “It’s lovely, isn’t it? And so well made.”

			“Marie, choose another.”

			Marie looked up at her father. “Is it too much money?”

			Her father stiffened. “No,” he said.

			Marie looked from him to the shopkeeper’s face and noticed some wordless exchange pass between the two, something she couldn’t decipher. The shopkeeper looked down at her, smiled, and said, “Perhaps we’ll find one better suited for you, young lady.”

			“But I want this one,” Marie insisted.

			“Just step this way, child,” the man said.

			Marie held her ground, looked up at her father, and said, “Papa, I want this one.”

			Her father grunted, nodded at the shopkeeper, and it was done.

			Later, Marie would learn the reason for her father’s hesitancy, and she would love him all the more for it.

			The carriage suddenly hit a pothole, jarring her into the present. She blinked away the past and allowed the countryside to come into view. The Mazovian Plains were relentlessly flat but brilliantly awash with fields of wildflowers, crops, stands of far-off trees, and an occasional sighting of a creek or river, their flow tugging at the tendrils of weeping willows.

			Some six hours later, when they passed through the small city of Sochaczew, she knew two-thirds of the journey was behind them. The carriage slowed as it turned onto a narrow, rougher road that would take them through half a dozen villages until they reached Kiernozia. Soon they were into open country again. Marie looked out at the vast undulating terrain of lacy lavender scorpionweed interwoven with bright swaths of red poppy seed flowers. The sight had held such wonder for her on that day she and her father returned from Warsaw, that glorious doll lying in her lap.

			Today, she could only ponder about what she might find at home.

			It was still light out hours later when the carriage trundled into Brodno, where Marie had been born. Both of her companions were waking. “Three miles to go,” she said, turning away from the window and shifting in her seat.

			Upon their arrival in their home village of Kiernozia, a collection of simple whitewashed houses with thatched roofs, steeped in Łączyński family history, Marie felt an odd mix of exhilaration and nervousness.

			“I told the driver to stop at the house just before the church,” Teodor said, eyes on Amelia.

			“That’s perfect,” Amelia said. “I’m surprised you remembered.”

			“It’s not hard in a tiny village.”

			“Living next to a church makes churchgoing very convenient for my religious mother, and a nuisance for me. I’m not so religious, but at least I can lie abed until two minutes before the bells start.”

			

			Teodor laughed. Marie suspected that Teodor’s even features under his tousled brown hair held some interest for Amelia.

			When the driver opened the door, the three alighted from the coach. “We’ll see one another soon,” Marie said, hugging her friend. She drew back now and gave a little tug to the high neckline of Amelia’s maroon uniform. “But never again in these.”

			Amelia stiffened, wet her lips, and managed only a half-smile.

			Marie immediately regretted her remark. Her mind was elsewhere. No doubt, Amelia had few dresses, and her mother was not likely to allow her to retire her uniform. Marie admitted to herself that even her own mother had said that while the dresses were modest to a fault, the merino wool was soft, durable, and of the highest quality.

			“I’ll carry your valise to the door,” Teodor said.

			Amelia flashed a smile. “That’s not necessary, but it will impress my mother.”

			“The Piarist fathers have taught him something,” Marie joked as she climbed into the coach. She sat down on the bench, her mind turning to the imminent meeting with her own mother, her stomach in flux.

			Teodor returned in a matter of minutes and took Amelia’s place next to Marie. The carriage began to roll and was soon entering the vast parkland area that encompassed the Łączyński estate.

			Marie placed her hand over her brother’s. “How long will you stay, Teo?” she asked.

			“I can’t stay. Oh, for a meal, yes, and a rest for the horses, but the driver is to turn right around, and he’s my only way back to school.”

			“I see. That’s disappointing. I’d hoped you’d stay for a day or so. You’ve always lent me support.”

			“Why do you feel you need support?”

			Marie shrugged.

			“You feel I should return to Kiernozia to stay, don’t you?”

			Marie averted her eyes. “I do wonder, Teodor, how a widow and three daughters can manage an estate that you say yourself has fallen on hard times.”

			Teodor withdrew his hand and leaned toward Marie. “Poland has fallen on hard times, Marysia. Prussia, Austria, and Russia have carved us up like a roast goose. Three times they’ve done it until there is nothing left. Not even feathers. Poland’s welfare must be addressed first. Father saw the truth in that.” Teodor’s voice trembled slightly, whether from the movement of the carriage over rough road or from emotion. “Father was there fighting against the Final Partition. He took the risk.”

			“Yes, he did,” Marie snapped. “And in taking the risk, Teodor, he died!”

			Teodor fell silent.

			As the carriage negotiated a turn, Marie glanced out the window to see the poplars that lined the long lane leading to the Łączyński dworek, the most significant manor house in Kiernozia. Despite her nervousness, the sight brought a comforting warmth.

			They were home, and the unsatisfactory conversation with her brother came to an end. Dusk was falling, but the eleven-hour journey was thankfully over.

			In light of what Teodor had told her, Marie couldn’t help but assess her home as the carriage moved into the large courtyard. The stone manor house stood proud with its triple-arched entranceway, tall narrow windows on the ground floor and square ones on the first level. However, its need for a whitewashing was underscored by a grayish cast and algae that had spread along the foundation’s base and onto the sills of the cellar’s rectangular windows. The sad and unkempt appearance was augmented by the twin unpruned weeping willows that stood like sentries on either side of the entranceway. No doubt it looked even worse in bright daylight, she thought. Stepping down from the coach, Marie noticed, too, that the courtyard was overgrown with weeds.

			“Marie!” The cry from the doorway pulled Marie from her inspection. Waving excitedly, Honorata, her thirteen-year-old sister, started down the front stairs where several lanterns had been lighted in anticipation of their arrival. The youngest, nine-year-old Katarzyna, slipped out of the house moments later with a sharp yelp and followed suit.

			In no time, they had their arms around their elder sister and brother. Teodor picked up Katarzyna and swung her around. “You’ve grown so big, Kasia,” he said as he set her down. “How old are you now? Fifteen?”

			“Ha!” Katarzyna squealed. “I’m nine and you know it!”

			The four were laughing when another figure appeared at the top of the stone staircase.

			Despite her stout appearance, Danusha, their longtime maid, moved with surprising nimbleness as she took to the stairs, one hand holding her skirts.

			

			Smiling, she approached and gave Teodor a little bow, then lifted her hand to tickle what Marie had not even noticed: the sparse hairs sprouting on his chin. Despite the embarrassment that pinkened his complexion, he beamed a wide smile. When he moved his hand to deflect her attention, Danusha abandoned him to give Marie a great bear hug.

			“Why, Marie!” she cried. “You’ve grown into womanhood. Let me have a fair-sized look.” She stepped back a pace. “You’re a beauty, you are! Oh, I’m not surprised. A little, maybe, that it happened so soon.”

			“Will we be beauties, too?” Katarzyna asked, as she and Honorata looked on.

			“Oh, but of course, Kasia! All the Łączyńska girls will be beauties.” With a wink at Teodor, she went on, “And all the Łączyński gentlemen, like Teo here, will be brave and handsome.”

			At that moment someone coughed softly.

			Marie looked up to the open doorway, where her mother stood. Danusha lightly pinched her arm and whispered, “Madame Łączyńska’s waiting. You’d best go up, you two. I’ll go around the back to the kitchen. We have a late supper nearly ready.”

			“You go on up, Marie,” Teodor said. “I’ll get the driver to the stable and bring your valise up to your room.”

			“Oh, Teo, may we ride in the carriage?” Katarzyna pleaded.

			“Why not?” he said. “Come along, Honorata.”

			Suddenly, Marie found herself alone at the bottom of the stairway. She glanced up to see her mother, silently watching. She took in a deep breath, miffed at her own hesitation, and began the twelve-step climb she had counted nearly every day of her childhood.

			As Marie reached the landing, her mother said, “Come into the foyer. I could not imagine why you are so late. Another half hour and the wolves would be out.”

			“Hello, Mother,” Marie said, following. When the countess stopped and pivoted toward her, Marie halted. She meant to embrace her mother, as they had on many occasions, but her mother motioned for her to stay two paces away. She hesitated, wondering what was expected of her.

			“Why, you haven’t grown much, have you? Well, maybe a whit, but I had hoped you’d be a bit taller.” The countess took a step forward. “Now—let me have a good look, Marie. You have blossomed, though, haven’t you? There’s no denying that.” She took her index finger, placed it under Marie’s chin, elevating her face. “Pretty as a peach, you are. You won’t be in want of a suitor—or a husband. But don’t let that go to your head, do you hear?”

			“I won’t.” While her mother had been inspecting her, she had been covertly acting in kind. Into her early forties now, her mother had developed new lines around her eyes and a lower, more somber tone in her voice. The stresses of widowhood, a failing estate, and children to raise were taking their toll.

			“Come now, give me a hug, Marie. We’ll have a fine meal tonight, a proper celebration for you and your brother. After all, he’s to return to Warsaw right away. I hope you’ve thanked him for making the trip.”

			“I . . . I will,” Marie said as her mother gave her a light embrace.

			The countess drew back, holding her daughter at arms’ length, her eyes again raking Marie from toe to head. “You’ll need some new dresses and slippers. When you were a baby, you survived pneumonia. Do you know what your father said?”

			Marie shook her head.

			“He told me you were a lucky one, Marie. And it’s come true. You will be our fortune.”

		

	
		
			2

			After Danusha’s delicious meal of bigos, the countess coerced Marie to play the harpsichord for a while. It was not a talent Marie particularly enjoyed, but one she had improved while at school.

			Later, she did her best to entertain Honorata and Katarzyna with convent stories until eleven o’clock, long after their bedtime. As the two were leaving her room, Honorata took Marie’s hand, spun around to face her, and asked, “You will be staying, won’t you?”

			“Now, Honor, where would I go? My schooling is finished.”

			“You . . . you might get married.”

			“Not any time soon, dearest. I have no . . . no prospect.”

			“No?”

			“No. Now run along. I’ve kept you up past your bedtime.”

			At that moment Katarzyna, who had gone on ahead to her room at the other end of the hall, let loose a spine-chilling scream.

			

			“Kasia!” Marie cried. “What is it? What happened?” She started to move out of her room, but Honorata held her back.

			“She’ll be fine, Marie. I hear Mother coming up the stairs. She’ll handle Kasia. This happens nearly every night.”

			“What—what happens?”

			“When we leave our rooms with our candles, one or two of the bats on the hallway ceiling will dive at some little insect following the candle.”

			“Bats? We have bats?”

			“We do. You’ll get used to them.”

			[image: ]

			An hour later, Marie sat on the chair in front of the square window, staring out into the black night. No, she would not get used to bats. Shivering, she turned her thoughts onto another path.

			Teodor had returned to his studies at Warsaw with the hired driver directly after supper. During the meal, Marie hoped for a hint that her mother wanted him to return home after schooling to help with the estate. But when Teodor praised Benedykt’s position in Napoleon’s Polish Legion in Milan, her mother seemed resigned that Teodor would follow in his steps. Over dessert of poppyseed cake, she shared news of Benedykt: “Benny has written that he’s been recalled to Paris, where he has been placed on General Louis-Alexandre Berthier’s staff.”

			Marie exchanged looks of wonder with Teodor. They both knew Berthier had been Napoleon’s Chief-of-Staff for some years. Marie could see the pleasure in her mother’s light blue eyes and felt a surge of pride herself for Benedykt, though her chest tightened at the thought of both brothers risking their lives under Napoleon’s command.

			At convent school, Marie had learned more than academics. She had learned life lessons from other girls, girls like herself who had brothers. At thirteen, she had been oblivious of the expectations that life and adults had in store. Now, nearing seventeen, her eyes were opened, and she dared not look away.

			The devastating 1794 loss at the Battle of Maciejowice presaged the fall of Warsaw and the treaty among Prussia, Austria, and Russia that removed Poland from the map of Europe. Consequently, Polish boys of the szlachta—the minor nobility—who lived in Warsaw and the plains of Mazovia were trained for the Prussian military because Prussia had been ceded those territories, including Kiernozia.

			Polish girls of the szlachta, on the other hand, learned that their fate was still tied to tradition. They were groomed to marry well—and were to know their place. Marie crossed her arms, recalling how her mother had appraised her at the supper table. Oh, it didn’t matter that the eyes sparkled with pride. She read in them an intent that unnerved her.

			Marie thought of Eliza now. She knew that the nuns invited Eliza to their school to demonstrate more than dance steps, table manners, and proper introductions to men. She was there as a living example of the type of future that girls of their class could expect. At nineteen, Eliza had learned she was to meet a member of the Sobolewski clan, a man ten years older. Marriage was on the table and Eliza was the fish upon the platter. To hear her tell it, she had taken the news of a future planned for her by others with surprising calm. Marie wondered if that was true. For herself, she couldn’t imagine doing so.

			She looked at her bed and sighed, knowing she was not about to sleep. Her relationship with her mother had changed. What does she have in mind? Am I soon to be a fish upon a platter?

			Rising, she moved to the little oak desk her father had made for her. The desktop had been polished in anticipation of her return. She sat and scanned the wall behind it, where she had attached her drawings of her father and images of General Tadeusz Kościuszko. The national hero had been captured at the battle where both her father and Poland’s independence had perished. Upon his release, Kościuszko spent time in America and then Paris, but seemed disinclined to support Napoleon, who had taken his place as her hero.

			During her Christmas visit, she had pinned several drawings of Napoleon to the wall, including two she had penned herself, a half dozen journal articles on his movements, as well as her own poems praising him. Reading her poetry now, she felt her face flush, realizing that her future as a poet was limited. However, her admiration of Napoleon was genuine. She had played it down in the carriage because admitting as much to Teodor would lend approval to his plan to leave home and join Napoleon’s Polish legions. Her heart was with the thousands of Poles whose motto was, “God is with Napoleon and Napoleon is with us,” but wasn’t one brother enough?

			Only a year apart, she and Teodor had always shared a bond—until schooling had set them on different paths. It was too late to hope for Benedykt’s return, but perhaps Teodor could be persuaded to stay. With his help, they might rescue the estate together.

			[image: ]

			Marie awoke the next day to the clatter of hooves echoing in the courtyard below. Rubbing the sleep from her eyes, she heard muffled voices. Curiosity piqued, she slipped out of bed and went to the window. Below, a man in a fancy hunting costume dismounted with deliberate care and kissed her mother’s hand. They stood chatting for several minutes.

			A knock at her door broke her concentration. Before she could respond, Katarzyna burst in. “Oh, finally up, you old slugabed! We’ve had breakfast already. I wanted to wake you, but Mother said you needed your sleep.”

			“Ah, ha!” Marie laughed. “So you took your chance when Mother went out to meet that gentleman.”

			Katarzyna shrugged. “Gentleman?”

			“Come to the window and look, Kasia.”

			“Who is that man?” Marie asked when Katarzyna joined her.

			“Oh, him! That’s Monseigneur Anastase, that’s what Mother calls him. Count Anastase Walewski. Danusha says he’s very rich. Do you remember him?”

			“No—well, maybe, I’m not sure.”

			“Mother says he lives in a palace.”

			“How often does he visit?” Marie asked, feigning little interest.

			“I don’t know. Once or twice a week.”

			“Is he married?”

			“His wife died.”

			“Indeed.” Marie looked again, squinting, wishing for the type of spyglass Napoleon was known to use. “He looks older than Mother.”

			“He is, but don’t mention it,” Katarzyna said, turning to look up at Marie. “Honor did and nearly got slapped!”

			“I heard that!” Honorata cried as she entered the room. “What are you two up to at the window?”

			Marie laughed. “We’re looking at Mother and her visitor. Kasia said you thought him old.”

			Honorata stepped closer to the window. “He is! Just look at those legs. They’re like sticks, and don’t let that pile of powdered hair fool you. Once, when he bent over some plant in Mother’s garden, it slipped off. He’s bald as an egg.”

			The three laughed. “It’s a peruke,” Marie said.

			“A what?” Katarzyna asked.

			“A peruke, Kasia. A wig.”

			[image: ]

			As the day passed, her mother made no mention of her caller, and Marie’s curiosity escalated.

			Two days later, after breakfast, the visitor reappeared in the courtyard, and her mother suggested Marie meet him, employing that flinty expression that gave her little choice. Marie followed her mother out the front entrance and down the twelve steps.

			The man bowed before them. “Two loveliest of ladies,” he announced in a thin voice.

			“Anastase,” the countess said, ‘this is Marie, my oldest daughter. Marie, this is Monseigneur Anastase Walewski.”

			After a curtsy, Marie observed the count greet her mother with the French kisses, la bise. After her mother followed suit, the count turned his attention to Marie. “So, this is the convent-schooled girl, come home with a basket of good manners and a headful of ideas, I expect.” He bent to kiss her now and she froze. At school, she had been taught to turn her head to the left, offering up her right cheek, and much practice of la bise had gone on among the girls—often amidst giggling—but she had no kissing experience with men. And he was not in the league of men whom she imagined kissing. She had never envisioned a face as old as his coming at her.

			The count managed his kisses with as much aplomb as one might expect in an awkward situation, and when Marie stood paralyzed, he rescued her from complete humiliation by pretending kisses were not expected in return. “What a lovely girl she’s become, Eva,” he said. “Just lovely.”

			The count proved his expertise at small talk, covering the weather, the quality of the road from his home to Kiernozia, and the likely engagement of his granddaughter. Marie nodded occasionally as she watched him speak with an air of self-admiration. For riding, he had worn the classic yellow boots of an officer, seeming at odds with the French-influenced dress of a courtier, including a blue frock coat and silk stockings that rose out of the boots. Honorata was correct: the man’s legs had no definition at all. He was slight of frame although his tailor had fit him with precision. His gesturing with nearly every sentence called attention to his small, well-manicured hands. The blue coat set off the pale blue of his lively eyes. His features were noble, delicately so, and yet at the same time testimony to his years. Marie guessed he would not see his fifth decade again.

			Finally, he whispered something to her mother before suggesting in a normal tone that she walk with him out to her herb garden. Marie was certain she had heard the word “loan” but was distracted when he turned to bid her farewell. Instead of cheek kisses, however, he took up her hand and kissed it. Marie breathed a sigh of relief.

			The count smiled and said, “Marie, I now recall the last time I saw you. It was at church and you were holding one of your sisters in your arms. She was but a baby. You had two long braids.”

			“The baby would have been little Katarzyna,” the countess said. “Our Kasia.”

			“Why, Eva,” he said, without turning toward her, “I couldn’t have guessed the transformation that would take place in your daughter.” He paused, his gaze still fixed on Marie, then brought his boot heels together and said, “Au revoir, child.”

			“Au revoir,” Marie said, excusing herself as she retreated into the house. Transformation? What did he expect? She had not yet turned eight at their first meeting. The thought amused her, but the idea that this man seemed interested in her mother was deeply unsettling. The prospect of her mother marrying again chilled her, as though a ghost had brushed past her.

			Honorata called from the dining chamber, but Marie ignored her and headed for the stairs. In her room, she sank into her desk chair, breathless.

			She recalled that brief encounter at her father’s funeral when she held baby Kasia. She could feel her stomach clenching. The man had spoken while standing next to her father’s coffin. She could remember none of what he said, only that he had talked for a very long time.

			What did Count Anastase know of her father? Had he served in the volunteer corps that fought so desperately against the Russians? Was he at the Battle of Maciejowice when Poland lost everything in a devastating defeat? What sacrifices had he made, if any, to keep Poland in one piece?

			[image: ]

			At supper, her questions gnawed at her. After Danusha served the main course of stewed cabbage rolls, she turned to her mother, attempting nonchalance. “Is Monseigneur Anastase an important man?”

			“Indeed, my dear,” her mother replied, dabbing at her mouth with her napkin. “He was Chamberlain to the King, in the long-ago when we had a king.”

			“Really?”

			“And, like your father, he is a governor of a province.”

			“A starosta? I see. I was wondering if perhaps he was at the Battle of Maciejowice with Father and with our tutor, Monsieur Chopin. But I suspect he was too old.”

			“Why do you seem to be critical of the count?” Her mother’s tone became measured and serious. “In fact, Lord Anastase Walewski was Captain of the First Brigade of National Cavalry at that battle. If he appears a bit self-important to you, there are reasons for it.”

			“Mother—”

			“So, despite his position at our once-upon-a-time Polish Court and his age, Marie, he returned home having done his duty.”

			Marie bit her lip, realizing she had misjudged him. That night at prayer, she reflected on the many young soldiers who, like her father, did not return home. She finished with prayers for the safety of her brothers Benedykt and Teodor.
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			Three weeks passed, with the count visiting twice weekly, engaging in lengthy conversations with the Countess Łączyńska, often in the courtyard, gardens, or the reception room. Marie kept her distance, observing their interactions in an attempt to discern the nature of their relationship.

			One afternoon, as Marie passed the reception room, her mother called her in. “Monseigneur Anastase was just inquiring whether you danced, Marie,” she said, nodding toward the count.

			“Yes, I do. Or at least I make the effort, Monseigneur. The Countess Elżbieta Sobolewska taught us at school. We called her Madame Eliza.”

			

			“I know her mother, the Countess Grabowska,” Marie’s mother put in, motioning for her to sit.

			“As do I,” the count said. “The countess is a supreme hostess and gives the most wonderful balls. However, her son-in-law Walenty Sobolewski,” he continued, turning to Marie, his tone darkening, “your friend’s husband, signed to the Confederacy of Targowica and that was the beginning of the end for Poland. You might not know about that.”

			“I do know my history,” Marie said, stiffening in her chair. “That was in 1792 and it invited Czarina Catherine to intervene in our politics.”

			“By Zeus, the nuns have done well by you, then.”

			“Even before school, Monseigneur, I knew that some magnates wanted the Third of May Constitution revoked because they were afraid of losing power. Monsieur Chopin was very upset about it.”

			“Oh, was he?” The count appeared intrigued.

			“Monsieur Nicolas Chopin was a wonderful teacher, Anastase,” the countess added. “It’s a shame he didn’t stay on. I—I am not in a position to hire another. Honorata and Katarzyna will have to rely on Marie for their history.”

			“And I’m certain she’s most capable,” the count said, smiling at Marie.

			Marie had hoped the conversation would delve into Eliza’s supposed connection to King Stanisław, but instead, it drifted to the count’s social activities—his numerous parties, balls, and travels. Bored, Marie excused herself and went to find her sisters.

			Later that night, after her sisters had gone to bed, the countess entered Marie’s room. “Marie, Monseigneur Walewski has made a suggestion.” She approached Marie, who sat at her desk.

			“Yes?”

			“He wants to arrange a dance at his residence in Walewice.”

			“Oh? He’s invited you, of course, Mother.”

			“Well, yes, but the dance is for you, Marie.”

			“For me?” Stunned, Marie twisted in her chair to stare up at her mother. “Why would he do that?”

			“Let me tell you, Marie. Monseigneur Anastase is a man-about-town, as you might have guessed. And he sees us struggling here and wants to do this nice thing for us. He was a friend of your father’s, too, remember.”

			“And now, yours,” Marie replied, sharper than she intended.

			

			If her mother grasped the implication, she ignored it. “We’ll have the most wonderful dress made for you.”

			“Mother, how can we afford it? Do you mean to say this is to be a ball?”

			“Yes, and I’ll find a way.” Her mother smiled, eyes wide. “Marie, may I tell him you consent? It’s to be your debut into society. You won’t get another opportunity like this.”

			Marie shrugged and nodded, her mother’s enthusiasm swaying her, but family duty carrying the heavier weight.

			Monday, 11 July 1803

			Marie stood on a stool in the middle of the shop belonging to French modiste Madame Simone, wearing the most beautiful dress she had ever seen. Just a week before, she had travelled with her mother and sisters to Sochaczew, the closest city to boast such a well-regarded dressmaker. They chose the fabric, style, and color for her ball gown. At the fitting today, Marie’s mother and sisters encircled her like excited spectators at a festival.

			The white gown was made of fine satin, draping to the floor under a gauzy over-dress. The neckline was rectangular, with gold satin banding cinched just beneath her breasts, with a wider banding at the hem. The fitted sleeves were short.

			“Your choice of this pearl white, Madame Walewska, is perfect,” Madame Simone said. “Its creamy tone complements your daughter’s flawless alabaster complexion. I’ve never seen anything like it. A stark white would make her look washed out.”

			“She looks lovely, like a Greek column,” the countess said in French. “However, isn’t the neckline too revealing?”

			“Oh, no. On the contrary, Madame,” the dressmaker pronounced, “I have been most conservative while keeping with the times. I dress many ladies at Court, you know.”

			“This is Marie’s first ball, you see, Madame Simone. She’s been away at school, and I hadn’t realized how she had blossomed.”

			“Still, Madame Łączyńska, this is the style.” She raised an eyebrow. “So—maybe you wish for me to place a chemisette or ruffle at the neckline?”

			While Marie caught the sarcasm, her mother fell into the trap. “Well, perhaps that would—”

			

			“I recommend against it, Madame Łączyńska,” the dressmaker snapped. “You don’t wish Marie to appear provincial, do you?”

			The countess sighed. “Très bien, très bien. . ..” Color came into her face. “Are the gloves and shawl ready?”

			“No, Madame, the gloves, shawl, slippers, and reticule will all be ready the first of next week.”

			“Oh, Marie,” Katarzyna said, “you will be beautiful! Perhaps at the ball you will fall in love.”

			“Don’t talk nonsense, Katarzyna,” the countess said.

			“Things happen like that only in storybooks, Kasia,” Marie put in.

			“It’s possible,” Honorata muttered, delivering the last word.

			For the shopping excursions to Sochaczew, Count Walewski had sent his own luxurious coach, replete with driver and two footmen. On the ride home, as Honorata and Katarzyna nodded off, Marie turned to her mother. “Why is Count Walewski doing this for me, Mother?”

			“It’s your coming-of-age celebration.”

			“But why is he taking it upon himself? Is it to please you?”

			“I told you, he is quite the society person in Warsaw and longs for parties here in the countryside. It’s a good deed to the family, Marie. He respected your father’s sacrifice for Poland.”

			“So, will he throw balls for Honor and Kasia one day?”

			“It’s unlikely,” her mother whispered. “Don’t put nonsense like that in their heads.”

			“Why should he bother with me, then? And why can’t Kasia attend?”

			“Because she’s only nine, that’s why,” the countess said, a smile not quite masking her agitation. “Balls are for adults. Did Honorata ask you to teach her two or three of the dances?”

			“She did.” Marie sat taller, her shoulders pressing into the bench’s backrest. Her mother often called her child, but her words now implied that both she and Honorata were transitioning into adulthood. Marie savored the moment, pressing her lips together to keep from smiling.

			Her mother had sidestepped her question about the count’s motivations for hosting the ball. Marie suspected it was a gesture intended to win her mother’s favor, as he seemed quite taken with her. Before she could press further, the carriage lurched when it struck a pothole, and Katarzyna stirred, blue eyes going wide. “Are we home yet?”
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			Saturday, 16 July 1803

			With half of an hour to spare before the arrival of Count Walewski’s carriage, Marie stood dressed for the ball in front of her mother’s tall mirror that the groom Emeryk had hauled into her bedchamber at her mother’s order. Madame Simone had finished everything on time; the slippers matched the gold banding beneath the breasts and at the hem, as did the bandeaux placed above her bangs to hold her coiffure in place. The gloves, shawl, and reticule were of a Pomona green, striking against the white gown. The sandalwood fan unfolded to reveal a motif of tiny pale-yellow primroses. She smiled to herself as she recalled how Eliza had told the class—with demonstrations—how the fan was used to do more than cool oneself. Women used them to shield their mouths when chatting with one another, flirting, or hiding a blush. “It’s a prop,” she said, “and you should make use of it!”

			If only Eliza could attend the ball, Marie thought. But her mother said they couldn’t invite anyone because they were not asked to supply a guest list. And Marie knew better than to mention Amelia. Such an event, her mother would counsel, was not meant for the daughter of a village butcher.

			Someone knocked lightly at the chamber door. “Marie, are you ready?” It was Honorata. “May I see you? I want to see your dress.”

			Glad that she had bolted the door, Marie said, “Not now

			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/image/TrilogyBooks.jpg
PUSH
NOT THE

RIVER

BOOK 10

OL/\ND
TRILOGY

JAMES CONROYD MARTIN

AGAINST A Ak
U\IMSO\I SK‘r

(U \A\‘F \
POLAND,
FRILOGY §

? 3 v
JAMES CONROYD MARTIN

Pusi NOY Ths Rivi

Nor  Crinsons
ON MARTIN

wWARSAW
CONSPIRACY

BOOK 3 OF THE
OLAND
[LOGY






OEBPS/image/Duology-1877x3000-Amazon-300dpi.jpg
BHE
THEODORA
DuoLocy

Too_Soon
N

FORTUNE'S
..CHILD

Actriss, Mistriss, FEMINIST,
Enpress OF Ti1E ByzanTive WORLD

JaMEs CONROYD MARTIN

AuTHOR OF THE PoLAND TRILOGY





OEBPS/image/Flourish-08.jpg





OEBPS/image/The-Boy-Who-Wanted-Wings-1877x3000-Amazon-Apple-Kobo-etc.jpg
From the Author of The Poland Trilogy
JAMES CONROYD MARTIN

Wl 4 g4
> Y '
o x a Ul . ’ o
“A Gripping. Trany
e

WANTED WINGS






OEBPS/image/Napoleons-Shadow-Wife-1440x2240-Embed-Inside-Epub.jpg
NAPOLEON'S
YHADOW WIFE

— A Novel of Countess Marie Walewska —






OEBPS/image/Napoleons-Shadow-Wife_ITP.jpg
NAPOLEON'S
SHADOW WIFE

— A Novel of Countess Marie Walewska —

JAMES CONROYD MARTIN

HUSSAR

LLLLLLLL

LLLLLLL





OEBPS/image/Against_a_Crimson_Sky_map.jpg
Europe 1812

Il conch Empicc

French Allics

French Dependent States

Atlantic
Ocean

0 100 200 miles

0 200 kilometers.

e

3 *Madrid
=
1i&on £
)&

SPAIN

MOROCCO

Dubline’  UNITED

KINGDOM

ALGIERS

$tockholm

North

“Riga
Sea

openhager

D S

Gaanske
/ Grodno

PRUSSIA/
KN

Sochaczens *Warsaw:
GRAND DUCHY
OF WARSAW

DENMARK.

-~ OLDENBURG

“OParis ;

Halids
JVienna  AUSTRIAN
FRENCH EMPIRE
EMPIRE

KINGDOM
OF ITALY
‘ Buchgrest

Daryt

KINGDOM /-,
OF NAPLES
«Naples \

P \ 4

Corsica

Sardinia

Mediterranean Sea <
Sicily
o KINGDOM .
OF SICILY °
TUNIS

oV %!

St Petersburg

Bobr

*Moscow
Borddino
« Sinolensk
Orsza
RUSSIAN
EMPIRE
Kievs
“per.

Black Sea

“Constantinople

E
MPrgpg






OEBPS/image/Fortunes-Child-1877x3000-Amazon-300dpi.jpg
“A maticulously rescarc
prsnied i the fom of s

FORTUNE’S
CHILD

A NoveL oF EMPRBE THEODORA

JamEs CONROYD MAR
AUTHOR OF THE PoLAND TRILOGY





OEBPS/image/Too-Soon-the-Night-1877x3000-Amazon-300dpi.jpg
Too Soon
THE NIGHT

A Novet, or Everess THEODORA
‘The TrEonoRA DUoLOGY Book Two.

JaMEs CONROYD MARTIN

AUTHOR OF THE PoLAND TRILOGY





