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"One cannot but admire the effort these young men put into their combative sports can one?" asked 
the young lady. 

The older gentleman across the small teak table from her glanced over his shoulder, but his gaze was 
soon drawn back to the vision of loveliness that his niece had become. She was dressed in a sky blue 
chiffon day gown, with matching hat and light veil which she lifted with one dove grey glove to allow 
access for her tea cup from which she took a dainty sip. 

It was so uncommon for both of them to be in the same city long enough to take tea and recount 
their activities in their time apart, and so he chose to relish it rather than pay attention the ruckus 
that the young men were engaging in. 

She smiled at him and put the cup down carefully onto the porcelain saucer. 

"Paris is so exciting in the spring don't you think Uncle?" she enquired. 

"I suppose it is Helen, but I am old enough to forget that unfortunately" he replied. 

"How is Gerald" he asked, referring to his niece's ward. 

"Oh, you know how he can be when he has a new artefact to catalogue and examine Uncle" she 
said. 

There was a crash and young man with a bloodied nose slid across the floor on his back and ended 
up lying by their table. He looked up at Helen, then towards her uncle. 

"You can join in any time you please Sir Allan" he said in a distinctly southern American drawl. 

"Tom, you seem to be doing well enough on your own, and besides Helen was just telling me about 
Sir Gerald" he replied. 

The young man sprung to his feet, picked up his fedora and placed it at a jaunty angle on his mop of 
blonde hair, before tipping it to Lady Helen and heading back to the fray. 

Lady Helen's cheeks coloured momentarily as she watched him leave balling his fists as he did so. 
The three men he faced looked less than happy at his ebullient return. Then she returned her violet 
gaze to her uncle. It was like being mesmerized by a Cobra he thought, so like her mother. 

"You never did tell me where you obtained the Idol Helen" he said. 

"Didn't I? How remiss of me." she said, letting out a short giggle. 

Her giggle momentarily distracted young Tom who was planted back on the floor by a staggering 
blow from the larger of the Frenchmen. 

Helen's eyes opened wide, forcing Sir Allan to look over his shoulder once more. Tom was obviously 
dazed and one of the Frenchman was advancing on his prostrate form with a wicked looking knife in 
his hand. 

The next thing Sir Allan saw was a blue chiffon sleeve straightening past his right shoulder and 
ending in C96 Mauser Machine Pistol. It barked three times in succession and the Frenchman with 
the knife fell clutching at his bloodied chest. 

The silence of a Parisian catacomb descended on the cafe. Then a young woman at another table 
began screaming. The surviving assailants fled as Tom regained his feet and Helen returned the C96 
to a thigh holster cunning hidden behind a slit in the right side of her gown. 

"I think it may be time to leave" said Sir Allan, waving at a still startled waiter and putting five francs 
down on the table. 

"Why can I never have tea with you Helen without there being some sort of incident" he said 
sharply. 

He looked at Helen and realised her eyes were welling up and her lower lip was trembling. 

"I'm sorry m'girl, I didn't mean it like that" he said, putting his arm across her shoulders. She placed 
her head on his shoulder and then straightened her back before giving him a small smile. 

"Tom, get my things, we're leaving in a hurry, again..." said Sir Allan turning for the door with Helen 
holding his arm. 


