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The five Chinese men slipped quietly along the landing, their bare feet making barely a sound on the 
carpet. Each man was carrying a pistol and a hatchet. They passed two doors interspersed with 
ornately framed portraits of grim-faced military men and their dour wives, and finally stopped by the 
third. There they formed a queue behind the leading man who pressed his ear to it. He raised the 
hand with the hatchet in it and the last man turned to reach up and snuff out the gas lamp on the 
wall above him. 

He froze and his lack of action eventually attracted the attention of the others. A young, slender 
Caucasian woman was standing naked in the hallway several paces behind them with her hands held 
behind her back. She had obviously, and very quietly, opened and come through the first door they 
had ignored. She smiled and in halting East End Cantonese she spoke to them. 

"Are any of you wearing a breastplate?" she asked. 

Stunned both by the question and her nakedness the five Chinese looked at each other then back at 
her. The last one shook his head noticing as he did that she had brought her hands from behind her 
back and was now pointing two revolvers at them. 

"Oh dear" she said in English and opened fire. 

Lord Edward Ronan Curr, awakened by the volley of gunshots, ripped open his door and had to step 
smartly aside to allow two dead chinamen to collapse onto his bedroom floor. He risked a glance 
around the door jam and observed a naked Lady Felicity reloading her two Webley-Fosbery 
automatic revolvers. A he wondered momentarily where she had held the half-moon reload clips. 
Another three chinamen were spread across the landing bleeding profusely. 

"A little late night target practice Tess?" he asked with a wink. 

At this point Mohan Singh reached the top of the stairs, a wicked scimitar in his hand and took in the 
scene. Then he whirled around swearing and covering his eyes with his empty hand. Curr stepped 
out of his doorway and picked his way along the landing. When he reached Lady Felicity he gallantly 
wrapped her in his dressing gown. She was shaking as she always did after an engagement and he 
guided back into her bedroom where he left her to throw up her supper. 

Back on the landing Mohan was still there on the stairs with his offhand still over his eyes muttering 
imprecations in Punjabi. 

"Mohan you can look now" Curr said. 

"Have a couple of the chaps come up and remove these poor wretches, and take a few others and 
sweep the grounds. We can't have Lady Felicity losing any more sleep now can we?" he said. 

Mohan turned around and headed down the stairs. Curr could soon hear his deep voice bellowing 
orders around the house. Lights started to come on and there was the sound of running feet and 
guns being distributed from the armoury. 

Lord Curr tapped on Felicity's door then walked in without waiting for a reply. She was sitting on the 
bed, her revolvers beside her and was sipping from a cold cup of tea, still shaking. He sat at her side 
and placed one arm across her shoulders. 

"If I have one question Tess, it is why naked? Poor Mohan shall have to take cold showers for a 
week" he said. 

She straightened up and put the cup back on its saucer on the bedside table. She then placed her 
hands on her knees 

"Paris" she said quietly. 

He looked at her strangely, obviously not getting the reference at all. She sighed. 

"Ossie had just been shot by those bloody Boers, and it looked like they were intent on causing more 
mayhem. So I ripped open my bodice and shouted 'Oi!'. Boers are a conservative breed and the sight 
of my naked breasts held their attention just long enough for me to pull out my Mauser and begin 
shooting. They were so surprised not one got another shot off, ever" she said. 
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"Then how did you get shot in your shoulder then?" asked Curr. Any other man might have asked 
why Tess was carrying a Mauser to the Opera, but he had learned long ago that she never went 
anywhere unarmed. 

"Bleeding Gendarmes, can't hit a barn door at ten paces" she said. 

"There was nothing about that in the London press Tess, and I read everything I could about the 
incident" said Curr. 

"It wasn't in the papers dearie, the Gendarmes and I had an agreement on it, and the bit about me 
having me tits out, so I became the wounded heroine" she said. 

"Now get the hell out of my bedroom you rascal! You've seen enough of my body for one night!" she 
said. 

Curr left smiling, once more blessing his lucky stars that he had taken her on as his companion and 
bodyguard. 

 

A short biography of Lady Felicity 

Lord Curr's constant companion and, as some would have it, bodyguard, is Lady Felicity 
Manningham, the widow of the hero of 2nd Islandwhana. Many a would-be assailant has learned to 
their cost that this slender beauty is no lady, but a former East End music hall performer, pick-pocket 
and armed robber, better known as 'Two-gun Tess'. Sir Oswald Manningham VC fell in love with her 
in the music hall and took her to be his second wife. Her defence of her mortally wounded husband 
on the steps of the Paris Opera in 1892 was the stuff of legend. Five Boers never returned to 
celebrate their assassination of this truly British hero. However, upon his untimely demise 
Manningham's family still managed to ensure she walked away with nothing but her new name. 

This is where Lord Curr came in like a white knight to prevent her returning to the gutter. He saw a 
'measure of steel' in her and an ability to think quickly and decisively in life and death situations. 
Since then she has proved invaluable to many of his schemes and has saved his life on a number of 
occasions. 

Her favoured weapons are a pair of .38 high velocity Webley-Fosbery Automatic Revolvers, with the 
shorter 4" barrel and Metford polygonal rifling. The light touch automatic action suits her, as does 
their accuracy and rate of fire. Using a Prideaux speedloader she is able to fire twelve shots into a 
three-inch bull's-eye at twenty paces in approximately 15 seconds. 

One other thing she likes about them is the fact that each one takes eight rounds, something that 
has often surprised opponents used to revolvers with the standard six rounds. 

These signature weapons were given to her by Colonel Fosbery himself, as he had been a friend and 
comrade of her husband in Africa, and was stunned by the treatment she got at the hands of his 
family. 

Even without her revolvers she is still quite formidable. Her coolness in action, skill in persuading 
men who should know better, light fingers and the cut-throat razor that is always concealed 
somewhere about her person make her a woman to treat with respect. 

Members of the Incorrigibles have come to rely on her to temper Curr's hot headedness, and many 
are completely devoted to her. 

One of her fondest memories is being introduced to Queen Victoria at Windsor by Lady Helen 
Quatermain. It is there that the Queen passed on to her the Victoria Cross that Sir Oswald earned in 
Africa with an additional bar on the ribbon marked simply 'Paris 1892'. 


