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WARNING TO POTENTIAL READERS 

THIS NOVEL CONTAINS SOME GRAPHIC  DESCRIPTIONS  

AND PICTURES  OF WAR AND VIOLENCE , AS WELL AS 

COARSE LANGUAGE AND CONTROVERSIAL SUBJECTS 

THAT ARE UNSUITABLE FOR CHILDREN.  THIS IS A 

WORK OF FICTION: WHILE SOME PERSONS DEPICTED 

IN THIS NOVEL EXISTED, THEIR ACTIONS AND WORDS 

IN THIS NOVEL DO NOT REPRESENT HISTORICAL 

REALITY.  

ABOUT THIS NOVEL 

This novel is a sequel to my novel A MINOR GLITCH and can be best described as 

being part of the óAlternate Historyô genre as much as being a science-fiction novel.  It 

continues the adventures of four women who were accidentally displaced in time and 

found themselves marooned in the early parts of the 20th Century, where they did their 

best to adapt and prosper. 
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Bastille Day military parade down the Champs Élysées in Paris. 

CHAPTER 1 ï LIBERTÉ, ÉGALITÉ, FRATERNITÉ 

 

18:03  (Paris Time) 

Friday, July 11, 1930 

Château du Haut-Buc (Castle of High-Buc) 

Buc, southwest of Paris 

France 

 

 óôéThis afternoon, the Senate finally passed and approved the new law and 

constitutional amendment on the equality of women.  I, as President of the Republic, in 

turn signed that new law and constitutional amendment less than one hour ago.  I, 

Pierre-Paul-Henri-Gaston Doumergue, am thus most happy to announce to the women 

of France that they are now fully equal to men in the eyes of the law and will be able to 

vote at every level of government.  This means in practice that married women will be 

able to keep control of their possessions and financial assets, which can no longer be 
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taken away from them by their husbands or relatives, be they male or female.  French 

women will be able to own and operate businesses and financial enterprises and sign 

legal contracts as freely as men do, while they will have equal rights regarding divorce 

and separation procedures.  Finally, to balance those new rights with corresponding 

responsibilities, unmarried women aged eighteen and over will be obligated from now on 

to serve the nation for one year or more, depending on the occupation, by doing either 

national service work like humanitarian or medical work, or by serving in non-combat 

support positions in the Army, Air Force and Navy, for which positions they will be 

trained for by military instructors and specialists.  Women of France, you can be proud of 

yourselves today, as you richly deserved your new rights.ôô  

The eight women assembled in front of the large, flat screen color television sitting in 

one corner of the big lounge screamed as one with joy as President Doumergue 

concluded his televised appearance.  Tasha Lenoir, the owner of the Château du Haut-

Buc, first hugged her three longtime friends, Terry Clarkson, Pham Ti Hien and Johanna 

Kruger, before hugging in turn the four women employees of her household. 

 óôGirls, I am so happy, for all of us!  This is a moment that I had been hoping for 

years.ôô 

 óôI actually had despaired of seeing this day ever come, madam.ôô replied Sylvie 

Brochu, the cook of the residence, while returning Tashaôs hug. 

 óôMe too!ôô added Marthe Lecomte, the senior maid.  óôI do wish that it could have 

come much earlier: that would have prevented my no-good ex-husband from grabbing 

all my hard-earned savings when he left me.ôô 

Tasha Lenoir, a tall and still beautiful Eurasian woman at the age of 52, smiled down 

with sympathy at Marthe. 

 óôAnd I made sure that he later paid for his acts, Marthe.  Here, you will always be 

respected and treated as an equal.ôô 

Marthe nodded her head at that, knowing that Tasha meant what she had said.  Tasha 

was a most caring employer, on top of being the richest woman in France and possibly 

in the World, being a savy businesswoman and a scientific genius.  In fact, all four 

permanent residents of the manor were rich, to varying degrees.  Pham Ti Hien, the 43 

year-old ex-executive secretary of Tasha Lenoir, owned and controlled the hugely 

popular and ever expanding óRadio Franceô network, to which óRadio France Télévisionô 

had been added eleven years ago.  Johanna Kruger, a blond, 57 year-old aerospace 

engineer, owned the óAutomobiles Krugerô company, which had gobbled up the 
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óAutomobiles Renaultô company some thirteen years ago, and was also co-owner and 

chief designer of the óAéronautique Blériot-Krugerô company.  Finally, there was the 

incredibly tall and strong Terry Clarkson, a 49 year-old black woman who was still Tasha 

Lenoirôs personal bodyguard, on top of being a top test pilot at Bl®riot-Kruger and the 

owner of óArmements Clarksonô, a producer of advanced weapons and military 

equipment which was the favorite supplier of the French Army.     

 óôJeanne, this calls for Champagne!ôô said Tasha to one of the maids.  óôBring 

eight cups and two of the bottles that were chilling in the refrigerator for Bastille Day.ôô 

The maid walked out at once, heading towards the kitchen and leaving the seven other 

women to listen to the commentaries from the Radio France TV news announcer about 

President Doumergueôs declaration.  Those comments made evident the fact that the 

resistance to that new law had been both long and intense, something the women knew 

too well indeed.  They had hoped for such a law for a long time but had until now to 

angrily listen to the collection of misogynistic an hypocritical arguments dished out by the 

opponents to the womenôs right to vote.  Most prominent in those opponents were the 

members of the French Senate, who had blocked for years all the attempts by either the 

President of the Republic or the Prime Minister, also known as the óPresident of the 

Council of Ministersô, to have such a law pass.  However, Tasha Lenoir, who held 

discreet but considerable political power thanks to her fortune and to her friendly links 

with high officials, including the President, had worked hard to discredit those opponents 

to womenôs rights and to counter their arguments.  Now, those efforts were finally paying 

off, opening new horizons for Tasha, her three friends and partners and for all the 

women of France.   

 

 Jeanne soon came back to the lounge with a service trolley on which sat eight 

crystal flute and an ice bucket with two Champagne bottles in it.  Tasha personally filled 

and distributed the cups, then raised her flute high while speaking up. 

 óôTO EQUALITY!ôô 

 óôTO EQUALITY!ôô repeated out loud the other women before each taking a sip of 

Champagne.  Sitting back like the others on a sofa, Tasha sighed audibly, her glass still 

in her hand. 

 óôI wish that Henri would still be here to see this moment.ôô 

Mournful expressions appeared on the faces of Hien, Terry and Johanna at those words: 

Henri Deutsch de la Meurthe, a rich oil industrialist who had helped all four of them after 
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they had arrived accidentally from the future in 1912, had died over ten years ago and 

was missed by many, as his generosity as a philanthropist and his support for the 

development of aviation and automobile had been widely recognized.  The group of 

women stayed mostly silent for minutes while sipping their Champagne and listening to 

the commentaries on the television.  The four female employees were finally dismissed 

for the weekend by Tasha, leaving her alone in the lounge with her three friends from the 

year 2624.  When she spoke again, it was while keeping the volume of her voice low, so 

that the departing employees could not hear her. 

 óôHien, what are the chances that our actions in this century, by changing history, 

could prevent Louisôs death in 1936?ôô 

Hien, who had like her three friends a micro-computer and radio implanted at the base of 

her brain, reviewed mentally the historical files contained in her computer databanks 

before answering Tasha while shaking her head sadly. 

 óôI am sorry, Tasha, but Louis is due to die from a heart attack, something our 

actions can hardly prevent.  At best, the actual circumstances and date of his eventual 

death may change a bit, but Louis has only a few years left to live right now, whether we 

like it or not.ôô  

 óôAnd what then?ôô asked Johanna Kruger.  óôI may be the co-owner of the 

Aéronautique Blériot-Kruger, but who will succeed him?  Our company is now hugely 

important to both the economy and power of France and none of his children are truly 

ready or even willing to take his place.ôô  

 óôWe will continue Louisô work while channeling Louisô part of the profits to his 

family.ôô declared Tasha in a quiet voice.  óôOur biggest problem is actually about 

ourselves: what will happen to all that we have accomplished when we will eventually 

die?  The anti-aging genetic treatment that we got as a standard medical procedure in 

the 27th Century may make us live longer than the typical people from this century, but 

we will still die eventually, either from old age, accident, disease or assassination.  What 

then?  Our combined industrial and economic empires are now central to Franceôs future 

and to a better World overall.  Even though we could now marry without fear of losing 

our fortunes to greedy husbands, I am loathe to have children only to push them into 

having to assume our succession.  If I ever have children, I would want them to be free 

to choose the kind of life and occupation they would like best.  To force-feed a child into 

becoming an industrial baron is not my idea of being a good parent.ôô 
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 óôNeither is it for me, Tasha.ôô replied Johanna Kruger.  óôLosing my husband and 

son from the 27th Century when that matter transporter accident projected us in the past 

was very painful to me at first, but I would never have a child just to fulfill some long term 

plan for him or her to succeed me.  Adopting children and then forming them to succeed 

us equally strikes me as pure cynical manipulation and I wonôt do that.  I think that our 

best option is still to carefully select our most meritorious and talented employees we 

have in our respective industries and name them as chief designers and managers in 

our last wills, while naming people we know to be caring and generous persons as 

beneficiaries of our wills and actual owners of our companies, in order to ensure that our 

industrial empires profit all of France, rather than only just a few very rich people.  I 

already have a very talented and imaginative engineer name Marcel Bloch in mind, who 

could succeed me as chief designer at Blériot-Kruger.  As for a future owner of Blériot-

Kruger, I canôt think of anyone better than £liane Archdeacon: she loves aviation, like 

her father, is generous and kind and lives rather simply, despite her fatherôs fortune.  

She also happens to be married to an aristocrat who is a painter and a true artist at 

heart.ôô 

 óôI agree with you, Johanna.ôô said Terry Clarkson, Tashaôs personal bodyguard 

and owner and chief executive of the óArmements Clarksonô industrial group.  óôChoosing 

successors based on their talents and ideals sounds like the best solution for us.ôô 

All four women nodded their heads at that and fell silent while sipping on their flutes, 

absorbed in their individual thoughts.  In truth, as the mere existence of the large flat 

screen color television set in the lounge proved, their eighteen years in France had 

already transformed the country in an immeasurable way, putting it largely ahead of 

other countries both technologically and, more importantly for Tasha and her three 

friends, sociologically.   

 

09:18 (New York Time) 

Sunday, July 13, 1930 

Queens International Airport 

District of Queens, New York City 

New York State, U.S.A. 

 

 U.S. Secretary of Commerce Robert P. Lamont was happy to get up from his 

rather uncomfortable seat in the narrow cabin of his Boeing 224 passenger plane, which 
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had just landed in New York, coming from Washington.  Recuperating his leather 

briefcase and hat from the overhead luggage rack, he then walked towards the forward 

exit of the plane, mixing with the nineteen other passengers, which included his two 

aides and one female secretary.  The Boeing 224 was by American standards a good 

plane, with two radial piston engines, an all-metal construction and a true cantilever 

mono wing, and was the mainstay of many American domestic airlines.  However, by the 

standards of Air France it was a hopeless dinosaur.  Lamont had more than once wished 

that American airline companies could buy some of the advanced aircraft designs used 

by Air France, but that had hit a wall raised by the owner of Air France, Tasha Lenoir, 

who refused to sell Blériot-Kruger aircraft to American customers as long as 

segregationist laws, regulations and policies would be forced upon Air France 

installations in the United States.  New York City, along with Los Angeles and Honolulu, 

had been and still were the three sole American cities which had accepted to forgo 

segregationist policies at their local airports.  That had in turn brought a huge economic 

stimulus to those three cities, which were now important international hubs in the 

worldwide Air France network of airports, routes and radio navigation beacon stations.  If 

you wanted to go from the United States to Europe and back these days, you basically 

had two options: to either be ready to spend over a week at sea and travel aboard a 

passenger liner ship, or to take one of the jet-powered airliners operated by Air France, 

which made the New York ï Paris trip in less than seven hours, and this at less cost 

than the cheapest maritime fare available.  Understandably, most people opted for Air 

France, making its New York ï Paris route a heavily frequented and also very profitable 

one.  It also made the maritime companies scream liked skinned cats as they were 

gradually pushed towards bankruptcy. 

 

 Leaving the Air Americaôs Boeing 224 by its forward left door, Lamont waited for 

his three assistants to come out as well before walking to the nearest ground level 

access door to the air terminal building.  The building, a big, round affair, had eight 

arrival/departure aircraft gates, each of which had both a ground level access door and 

what was called ójetwaysô, elevated corridors that could move around on wheels and 

extend themselves to connect with the access doors of aircraft which would otherwise 

require the use of mobile staircases.  Lamont knew about them from the past newspaper 

articles written about Air France, its planes and its installations, but the airports in the 

U.S.A. that didnôt belong to Air France still didnôt have such ójetwaysô.  Once inside the 
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terminal, Lamont was confronted with more visual evidence that this was no standard 

American installation.  The architecture was decidedly óavant-gardeô, with lots of stained 

glass and stainless steel used, while electronic display boards and large color television 

screens dispersed around the terminal showed various messages and flights information 

to the public using the building.  Lamontôs secretary, Louise Perkins, sighed with content 

on feeling the fresh breeze from the buildingôs air conditioning system.  

 óôAaaah, that feels good!  I wish that our offices in Washington could also be air-

conditioned.ôô 

 óôDonôt count too much on that, Louise.ôô replied with a smile Adam Salinger, 

Lamontôs translator for this trip.  óôThey are talking of further cutting our departmentôs 

budget, thanks to the recession.ôô 

 óôUh, I would use the word ódepressionô instead of órecessionô, Adam.ôô said John 

Cartwright, who was Lamontôs personal aide and who tended to tell things as they were.  

óôBut I must say that this place does honor its reputation, from what I can see of it.ôô 

 óôWell, you guys can debate semantics later.ôô cut in the Secretary of Commerce.  

óôLetôs recuperate our luggage, so that we can go to the Air France counter and board 

our plane to Paris.ôô  

 

 For that, the group had to wait for the ground personnel of Air America to finish 

transferring the luggage inside the Boeing 224 to the terminal building, putting the 

various bags and suitcases on an oval conveyor belt system near the gateôs door.  Using 

two of the luggage carts available around the terminal, Lamont and his aides loaded 

their suitcases on them, then rolled them towards the Air France service counters.  One 

large publicity poster made Lamont stop for a moment on the way, time to examine it 

with curiosity. 

 óôThe Ireland weekend express?  What is that?ôô 

Reading the poster, which showed the picture of a happy Irish family coming out of an 

Air France plane, Lamont understood quickly what it was all about. 

 óôSpecial weekend return trips to Dublin at half fares for Irish-American families?  

That is mighty generous on the part of Air Franceéand not very good business practice: 

those special fares must eat a lot in their profit margins.ôô 

 óôMaybe, sir, but it certainly must create a lot of goodwill and good publicity for Air 

France.ôô said Adam Salinger.  óôThere is a big Irish immigrant community in New York 

and such cheap flights, providing a chance to go visit relatives in Ireland, must be 



 12 

extremely popular.  That would also jive with the reputation of the owner and creator of 

Air France as a social activist.ôô 

 óôAah, yes: the powerful and mysterious Miss Tasha Lenoir.  I canôt count how 

many times someone mentioned her while discussing trade with France with me.  If I 

believed them, this Tasha Lenoir pretty well owns much of France.ôô 

 óôWell, sir, they do say that she is the richest woman in the World right now.ôô 

added Louise Perkins, making Lamont nod his head.  

 óôShe does have that reputation, Louise.  She is also said to be a formidable 

businesswoman, on top of being a scientific genius.  I would be truly curious to meet her 

one day.  But enough of this!  Letôs go to the Air France counter!ôô 

 

 The line of passengers waiting to get booked aboard the next flight to Paris was 

quite long, snaking around moveable poles linked by red tape.  Lamont was tempted for 

a moment to use his social status and jump the line but decided that it would have been 

squarely impolite and patiently waited his turn.  John Cartwright, on his part, eyed with 

some misgivings the few dark-skinned people mixed in with white people in the lineup. 

 óôHum, no segregated line for negroes: I wouldnôt try that in Alabama or Georgia.ôô 

 óôAnd that is why they donôt have Air France service there and still have to use 

piston-powered planes.ôô replied Salinger, his tone a bit caustic.  While on the whole a 

fairly decent man, Cartwright had a racist streak that tended to sour his personality.  At 

that point, Lamont put up one hand, cutting off a reply from Cartwright. 

 óôEnough on that subject!  John, I will remind you that the racial atmosphere in 

France is quite different from that here in the United States.ôô 

 óôUnderstood, sir!ôô said the chastised aide, who then clamed up.  Twelve minutes 

later, Lamontôs turn came at the service counter. The Air France stewardess who 

greeted him with a big smile was young, very pretty and most appetizing, making 

Lamont wish that he was some thirty years younger.  Her English proved to be fluent, 

with only a trace of French accent in it.  

 óôMay I have your passport, sir?  Did you have a reservation made in advance in 

your name, sir?ôô 

 óôMe and my three assistants behind me had first class seats reserved for this 

morningôs flight to Paris, with return tickets for next Friday.  Here are my passport and 

those of my assistants.ôô 

 óôThank you, sir!ôô 
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The young woman opened first Lamontôs passport and looked at the picture and name 

inside, then looked at a sort of glass screen in front of her while typing quickly on a 

keyboard somewhat similar to that of a typewriter.  She then did the same with the 

passports of his assistants before looking back up at Lamont and smile to him. 

 óôYour reservations are confirmed and you are now booked aboard our Flight 

AF002, Mister Secretary.  I just need now to weigh your suitcases and tag them and you 

will then be able to pay for your fare before going to your gateôs waiting lounge.ôô 

 óôUh, may I ask what you just used to type our names and check our reservations, 

miss?  And how do you know that I am a federal cabinet member?ôô 

The young French woman had a cute smile, her eyes glinting, as she answered him. 

 óôWhat I used is called a computer, sir.  It was developed by the ó£lectroniques 

Lenoirô company and is a proprietary system used only by the various branches of the 

óLenoir Industries Consortiumô, which includes Air France, and by the French 

government and military.  That computer system allows us to book or check for a 

reservation, verify seat availability and allot specific seats for each passengers.  As for 

your title, sir, our personnel keeps abreast of lists of important officials with V.I.P. 

status.ôô 

What the stewardess didnôt say, in order not to alarm Lamont, was that the Air France 

computer reservation system did a lot more than that and had actually flagged Lamont 

as a high-level government official once his name had been entered in the system.  She 

also didnôt tell him that she had scanned his passport, thus recording his picture in the 

system.  Her explanation however seemed to satisfy Lamont, who was still quite 

overwhelmed by that demonstration of superior technology.  He thus promised himself to 

tell someone about this ócomputer systemô once back in Washington and took back his 

passport, along with his ticket and embarkation card.  He then paid for his fare and that 

of his assistants, using cash, before passing one by one their suitcases to the 

stewardess, so that she could weigh and tag them.  At the end of the process, the 

stewardess gave a last warm smile to Lamont while pointing at a nearby hallway. 

 óôYour bags are now going to be loaded aboard your flight, Mister Secretary.  If 

you may now proceed to the departure area, where you will be able to wait for your 

flightôs departure, which is due in eighty minutes.  There, you will be within the airportôs 

duty free zone, where you will find various boutiques that sell numerous luxury items free 

of import taxes.ôô 
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 óôThank you very much, miss.ôô said Lamont before leading his three assistants 

towards the departure area.  He couldnôt help however say something to them in a low 

voice while walking. 

 óôWow!  This Air France bunch is starting to seriously impress me.  That computer 

system of theirs looks incredible.  I will have to mention it to the President and to the rest 

of the cabinet on our return.ôô   

Only seconds after saying that, they crossed path with a group of Air France pilots and 

stewardesses dragging behind them wheeled suitcases.  Louise Perkins couldnôt help 

open her mouth and eyes wide at the sight of those suitcases, held by their owners via 

telescopic handles integrated into the hard-cased suitcases. 

 óôOh my God!  Look at those suitcases!  I should get some like these.ôô 

One of the French stewardesses heard her and turned her head to speak to Louise in a 

good English. 

 óôIf you wish to buy similar suitcases, miss, you can find them in most boutiques 

in Paris and also in one of the duty free boutiques of this airport.ôô 

 óôDamn, I must get myself a couple of those: I am getting tired of stretching out 

my arms with heavy suitcases that I have to lift and carry.ôô 

 óôThey sure look practical.ôô said Lamont, thoughtful, while watching the Air 

France crew walk away.  óôMaybe we could reserve half a day for shopping, once in 

Paris.ôô 

 óôThank you, sir.ôô said Louise gleefully, promising herself to use that coming half-

day to the fullest.  

 

 To their surprise, they had to empty their pockets of all metallic objects and pass 

through a metal detector frame in order to enter the departure area, which was situated 

on the upper floor, while a large, multi-lingual sign at the entrance said óNo firearms, 

knives or other weapons allowedôô.  However, Lamont accepted that without fuss. 

 óôWell, that policy makes sense.  I certainly wouldnôt want to have an armed 

madman aboard our plane.ôô 

 óôMe neither, Mister Secretary.ôô added Louise.  Once inside the departure area, 

they saw that a number of waiting lounges lined the outer side of their level, while 

numerous boutiques, shops and service counters lined the inner side.  Since they still 

had over one hour to wait before boarding their flight, Lamont led his assistants in a tour 

of the boutiques, curious to see what they sold and at what prices.  What they saw was a 
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wide variety of luxury items like perfumes, jewelry, watches and articles of clothing, but 

there was no alcohol on sale, as the Prohibition Act of 1920 made illegal the importation, 

sale or exportation of alcohol products in the United States.  The boutiques themselves, 

sporting an abundance of mirrors, brass fittings, glass and stainless steel, were nearly 

as much of an eye-catcher as the products they sold, making a stunned Louise exclaim 

in wonderment at one point. 

 óôMy God!  It is as if we stepped into a different world.ôô 

 óôWell, a different world just came to us.ôô said Adam Salinger, his head turned 

towards one of the outer panoramic windows.  óôLook at the plane that just lined up at our 

gate.ôô 

All four Americans then stared at the big, sleek jet aircraft that had come forward to their 

flightôs assigned gate.  Painted mostly sky blue, it wore on its sides a wide tricolor, red-

white-and blue band running from nose to tail, with the words óAIR FRANCEô painted in 

bold red letters within the white band.  All ideas of shopping temporarily forgotten, the 

Americans, like the other non-French passengers due to embark on Flight AF002, 

walked quickly to the panoramic windows to admire the aircraft. 

 óôLook at the size of that beast!ôô exclaimed John Cartwright.  óôIt is easily three 

times the length of the Boeing 224 we came in from Washington.ôô 

Lamont looked at his boarding pass and read the aircraft type they were to fly in. 

 óôThis is a Bl®riot-Kruger ATLANTIQUE Model 200, according to our boarding 

passes.  It is certainly an impressive beast.  Hopefully, its performances and comfort will 

be on par with its looks.ôô 

 óôWell, it appears to be an amphibian aircraft as well, sir.ôô remarked Adam 

Salinger.  óôLook at the shape of the bottom half of its fuselage.ôô 

 óôOh? Damn, youôre right, Adam!  But why make such a big aircraft an amphibian 

one?ôô 

 óôProbably because true airports with long, paved runways are still uncommon 

around the World, sir.  Also, the French have many overseas territories, especially 

around the Pacific, where paved runways must be rare but where most places are near 

the sea.  Such an amphibian airliner could thus in theory land about anywhere in the 

World, something that would be a definite advantage in commercial terms.ôô 

 óôIt is certainly a beautiful aircraft, with those smooth, curved lines.ôô Said Louise, 

making Lamont nod his head. 

 óôThat it is!ôô  
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His eyes then caught on a Ford three-engine plane rolling past behind the Blériot-Kruger 

ATLANTIQUE.  Lamont couldnôt help cringe at the sharp contrast between the 

American-made aircraft and the French one.  

 óôDamn!  And we are claiming to be the most advanced nation on Earth.ôô 

 

 Some forty minutes later, an Air France employee standing behind a service 

counter near the gateôs access announced via a loud speaker system that the 

passengers for Flight AF002 could start boarding, with the first class passengers to 

proceed inside first, along with pregnant women and handicapped persons.  Walking 

down the ójetwayô, Lamont was greeted just inside the aircraft by two smiling and very 

pretty Air France stewardesses who were pointing each passenger towards his or her 

seat.  The stewardess who greeted Lamont took a brief look at his boarding pass before 

pointing at a nearby spiral staircase behind her, all the while smiling to him. 

 óôThe first class cabin is on the lower deck, sir.  This staircase will lead you to it.ôô 

 óôThank you, miss!ôô 

Going down the carpeted stairs, Lamont ended inside a compartment that was 

approximately six meters long and five meters wide, which contained a total of sixteen 

wide, well padded seats.  Another stewardess looked at his boarding pass and showed 

him a set of four seats arranged in pairs facing each other, beside two large windows on 

the left side of the aircraft.   

 óôYou have Seat 01-A, sir, the one nearest the first window.ôô 

 óôThank you, miss.ôô replied the politician before going to his seat and putting his 

hat and briefcase in the overhead luggage bin.  Sitting down in the brown leather padded 

seat assigned to him, he found it to be very comfortable, making him sigh in 

contentment. 

 óôAaah, that seat is as comfortable as my favorite sofa at home.  This flight is 

decidedly starting on a good foot.ôô 

 óôI wonder how the seats in the other classes look like.ôô Said Salinger as he sat 

down in his own seat, prompting a reply from Cartwright. 

 óôProbably a lot cheaper and narrower than our seats.ôô 

 óôActually, Adam, I would like you later on to go look at the accommodations in 

the rest of this aircraft.ôô said Lamont.  óôI would like to have an assessment of this plane 

ride, for the benefit of the employees of the department that may need to travel on Air 

France in the future.ôô 
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 óôUnderstood, Mister Secretary.ôô  

 

 Some seven minutes later, as the last first class passenger had just taken his 

seat, a young Asian stewardess with a singing voice stood in front of the forward 

bulkhead of the compartment and addressed the passengers. 

 óôGood morning and welcome on Air France Flight 002, ladies and gentlemen.  

My name is Liyang and I will be your stewardess for this trip.  I will now review with you 

the flight safety directives for this plane, then will explain the various services and 

devices meant for your use.  First, I will point now to the two emergency exits available 

for the first class sectionéôô 

The stewardess went on for a couple of minutes, demonstrating among other things how 

to put on and use the inflatable flotation vests stored under each seat.  Then, she started 

talking about the services and devices available to the passengers.  Lamont was 

surprised by the extensive list of things available, but was particularly overwhelmed by 

one item. 

 óôThey have color television sets on this plane?ôô 

As if in response to his exclamation, the stewardess pressed a button on the wall 

electronic panel next to her, making flat television panels pivot down from the overhead 

luggage bins above each passenger seat.  Lamont found himself looking from a distance 

of forty centimeters in front of him at a flat plasma screen about thirty centimeters in both 

width and height.  That screen then came alive with vivid colors, showing the Air France 

logo on a light blue background as the stewardess went on. 

 óôThe television screens now in front of you is controlled by a command panel 

hidden in the left armrest of your seat.  Just raise the forward cover of your armrest to 

access it.  You will also find in that armrest recess a pair of small earphones that will 

allow you to hear the audio output from whatever you will select to view or listen to.  With 

your command panel, you can either select to view a film from our pre-recorded list, 

listen to some pieces of music from our audio menu, or access the broadcasts from 

Radio France and its various channels, one of which is Radio France International, 

which broadcasts in English and can be heard around the World.  Your command panel 

will allow you to review the lists of available channels, films and music.  I will now retract 

your viewing screens inside their housings, so that we could prepare for takeoff.  Once 

at our cruising altitude of 10,000 meters, or 33,000 feet, I will serve drinks, followed by a 
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hot lunch.  Now, please make sure that your seat belts are on and keep your seats up 

for takeoff.ôô 

As the flat television screens disappeared in the overhead bins, Lamont exchanged 

stunned looks with his two aides and one secretary. 

 óôSuch incredible technology, aboard a passenger aircraft?  Who would have 

thought this possible?  I wonder if it is only first class passengers who enjoy such 

expensive things.ôô 

 óôI can ask the stewardess about that, Mister Secretary.ôô volunteered Adam 

Salinger, who then made a sign to the stewardess.  Liyang smiled on hearing his 

question and replied in her singing voice. 

 óôAll the passengers aboard this plane have such individual viewing screens, sir.ôô 

 óôAndéhow long have you had such television sets aboard Air France planes, 

miss?ôô 

 óôNine years, sir.ôô 

That answer made both Lamont and Salinger open their mouths in shock. 

 óôNine years?  But, there are still no regular television broadcasting stations in the 

whole of the United States.  Do the French people have regular access to television 

broadcasts, miss?ôô 

 óôThey haveésince 1920.  Presently in France, you can tune between three 

national channels and over a dozen regional ones.  Once we are close to the French 

coast, you will be able to tune in to Radio France Télévision, sir.ôô 

 óôUh, one last question, miss: what other country in Europe does have such 

television public networks, if any?ôô 

 óôThe British have had their own national television network, operated by the 

BBC, for about four years now, while Belgium and Switzerland have had their own 

national networks for a bit over three years now.  Radio France also broadcasts both 

radio and television programs via underwater cables to the various French overseas 

territories, where local stations also provide services in the local languages.  Is there any 

other questions that you would like me to answer, sir?ôô 

 óôNo!  Thank you, miss.  You were most kind.ôô 

Lamont closed his eyes for a moment in order to calm the storm in his brain. 

 óôFrance has had working public television stations for ten years already, while we 

still have nothing?  How could this be possible?ôô 
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 óôMy question would rather be óhow come we didnôt know that before?ôô added 

Louise Perkins, making Adam Salinger nod his head slowly. 

 óôA most pertinent question, Louise.  Is it possible that those news could have 

been censored in the United States?  After all, the Navy Department still claims control 

of all radio transmitter stations in the country, while relations with France have been 

rather spotty in the last fifteen years or so.  Remember how badly President Wilson 

reacted to French criticism about American policies concerning racial segregation?ôô 

 óôYeah, I remember that alright.ôô said John Cartwright, making a sour expression.  

óôThose Frenchmen tried to give us moral lessons and President Wilson was right to tell 

them to get screwed.  Our presidents since then have been right to keep that policy of 

arms-length approach with France.  In fact, I am surprised that Air France is still allowed 

to own and operate an airport on American soil, an airport where American laws are 

flouted openly.ôô 

 óôMaybe it is still open because it is the only air link existing between Europe and 

the U.S.A., John.ôô replied at once Adam Salinger, a first generation immigrant whose 

family had come from the Alsace region of France some forty years ago.  óôUnless of 

course you would prefer for us to spend over a week on a ship in order to cross the 

Atlantic.ôô 

 óôPlease calm down, gentlemen.ôô intervened Lamont in a low but firm tone.  óôWe 

are on this trip to try to get the cooperation of France in dealing with the economic 

depression devastating our country and many others, so letôs avoid anti-French rhetoric, 

at least in public.ôô 

 óôUh, understood, Mister Secretary.ôô said Cartwright before clamming up. 

 

 Some three minutes later, the noise of whining turbines announced the lighting 

up of the four big engines of the ATLANTIQUE, with a female voice then sounding out of 

a loudspeaker after another minute, as the plane started to be pushed back away from 

the gate. 

 óôMay I have your attention, ladies and gentlemen.  This is your captain, 

Commandant Élisa Deroche, speaking.  We should be taking off for Paris in 

approximately six minutes and our flight will take approximately six hours and twenty 

minutes.  Make sure that your seat belts are buckled and tight and keep your seats in 

the óupô position for the time being.  Thank you for flying with Air France.ôô 
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 óôA woman pilot?ôô exclaimed Louise Perkins, a delighted smile on her face.  

óôThatôs great!ôô 

 óôWe shouldnôt be surprised by this.ôô said Adam Salinger, also smiling.  óôAfter all, 

Air France was created and owned by a woman.ôô 

 óôThat Tasha Lenoir certainly put her imprint on history in a big way.ôô added 

Lamont, thoughtful.  In that, Lamont didnôt realize how true his statement was. 

 

 Compared to what they had experienced in the Air America Boeing 224, the 

takeoff in the Blériot-Kruger ATLANTIQUE could easily be described as óhigh 

performanceô, with the big airliner taking off cleanly and climbing speedily.  As their plane 

started turning around to adopt its heading towards Paris, Lamont saw something on the 

ground, along the shores of the East River and near Bowery Bay, that intrigued him. 

 óôHey, I see bulldozers and excavators demolishing the old Gala Amusement 

Park.ôô 

After taking a quick look through a window, John Cartwright nodded his head once and 

spoke up. 

 óôI heard about the parkôs demise, Mister Secretary.  Basically, the Prohibition Act 

killed it by closing the bars and beer joints that made the park popular.  It had been 

losing money for years, so I suppose that the owners decided to close it and sell the 

land.  I suspect that the new owners will build low income apartment buildings on its 

grounds.ôô 

 óôToo bad!  I once had fun there with my family a decade ago.ôô said Lamont, who 

then all but forgot about the old park. 

 

 22:53 (Paris Time) 

Le Bourget Airport, northeast suburbs of Paris 

France 

 

 While the flight itself had proved very comfortable and agreeable, with excellent 

meals and free drinks, Lamont still felt somewhat hammered by the change in time 

zones and was happy to be greeted inside the arrival terminal building of Le Bourget 

Airport by an American embassy employee.  The employee, a thin man dressed in a 

good quality dark blue suit, bowed briefly his head to him as he presented himself. 
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 óôMister Secretary Lamont, I am Roger Metcalfe, Assistant Commercial Attach® at 

the U.S. embassy.  I was sent to greet you and bring you and your assistants to your 

hotel in Paris.ôô 

 óôAaah, excellent!  I must say that this abrupt change in time zones is killing me.  

To which hotel are we going?ôô 

 óôThe óLe Meuriceô, in the First Arrondissement, right in the heart of Paris, sir.  It is 

a five stars establishment and is about the best hotel in Paris, on top of being very well 

situated.  Uh, I suppose that you already know that tomorrow is Bastille Day, the national 

holiday of France, and that all government offices will be closed, sir.ôô 

 óôI do!  I insisted on arriving in advance in order to be able to rest after my flight 

and be in top shape to meet with Ministers Briand and Flandin.  Are stores also closed 

tomorrow?ôô 

 óôMost of them will be, but stores, shops and restaurants geared towards tourists 

will be opened for business, so if you intended to use that day to do some shopping, you 

will still be able to do so.  I however counsel that you wait for the afternoon to do that: a 

huge military parade will go down the Champs Élysées in the morning, all the way to the 

Place de la Concorde, in front of your hotel.  It is a grand spectacle and is well worth 

watching.ôô 

 óôReally?  Then, I will be delighted to watch it with my staff, sir.ôô  

 

09:08 (Paris Time) 

Monday, July 14, 1930 

Suite 326, Hotel Le Meurice 

Rue de Rivoli, First Arrondissement 

Paris 

 

 Having been more affected than he had expected by the change in time zones 

between the USA and France, Robert Lamont ended up sleeping longer than he had 

planned and was actually awakened by the noise of an approaching military band, 

complete with trumpets and drums.  Groggily getting out of bed, he put on his robe and 

slippers before going to a window of his suiteôs bedroom.  What he saw coming down 

the wide avenue of the Champs Élysées finished waking him up: thousands of soldiers 

in parade uniforms were marching down the avenue in solid, colorful blocks, heading 
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towards the nearby Place de la Concorde, with its Egyptian obelisk, while following the 

beat from a military band. 

 óôWow!  This is certainly quite a show.ôô  

Walking out of his bedroom and entering the large and luxurious common lounge of his 

suite, he found his two aides and his secretary there, watching the parade from the 

windows of the lounge while wearing robes and slippers, like Lamont.  Louise Perkins 

turned her head towards her boss and smile, excitement showing on her face. 

 óôMister Metcalfe didnôt lie yesterday about this military parade, sir: it is indeed a 

grand spectacle.  I wish that we would hold such annual military parades in Washington 

for the Fourth of July.ôô 

 óôWell, donôt keep your hopes up on that, Louise: with the present state of the 

American economy and government budget, I am not sure that we could even afford to 

pay for a parade like this one.ôô 

Lamont then joined his secretary at her window and watched with her as the successive 

marching units passed in front of the V.I.P. stands set up in Place de la Concorde, where 

President Doumergue was standing and saluting the passing units. 

 óôThe French sure know how to project martial grandeur.  Their military tradition is 

indeed a long and proud one.ôô 

The approaching whistling noise of jet aircraft then made him look up, in time to see ten 

jet fighters flying in óVô formation over the avenue, coming from the óArc de Triompheô.  

The jet aircraft had triggered colored smoke generators and were painting a long red, 

white and blue band of smoke behind them. 

 óôLook at those aircraft!  They are fantastic!ôô exclaimed Louise, all excited by the 

visual show.  However, the five large jet aircraft that followed two minutes later left her 

and the three other Americans with mouths open ajar. 

 óôMy God!  What are these?ôô 

 óôMy bet would be bombers, judging from their size and aggressive lines.ôô said 

Lamont while looking up through the window.  óôBut their shape is really bizarre: they 

have two pairs of wings with their tips linked, with one pair of wing swept back and the 

other swept forward, forming a sort of lozenge.ôô 

 

 The four Americans kept watching the parade, both on the ground and in the air, 

as dozens of separate units marched down the avenue.  The last marching unit was that 

of the French Foreign Legion, marching at their traditional slow pace.  What followed 
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them however was what impressed Lamont the most on the ground: dozens of armored 

vehicles, rolling in boxes of impeccably lined columns and rows, followed the troops on 

foot, driving down the avenue at walking speed.  The first box of vehicles was in fact 

made of close to eighty tracked armored vehicles equipped with large turrets and 

sporting the barrels of long guns of large caliber.  

 óôIs that what they call ótanksô, Mister Secretary?ôô asked Louise, her eyes fixed on 

the big, intimidating steel beasts. 

 óôI believe that they are, Louise, although I never saw a tank before.ôô 

 óôDo we have tanks in the U.S. Army, sir?ôô said John Cartwright, making Lamont 

shake his head slowly. 

 óôI donôt think so, John.  Even if we wanted some such tanks in our army, we 

probably couldnôt afford them right now.  Hopefully, the French will help us go over this 

damn economic and financial depression by making a deal with us on trade tariffs.  I am 

not sure that passing the Smoot-Hawley Tariffs Act was a wise thing, though.  We will 

see about that tomorrow, I suppose.ôô  

 

 On that, Lamont was quickly disappointed the next day, when he met French 

Commerce Minister Flandin and Foreign Affairs Minister Briand in a meeting that turned 

sour nearly at once, with the French threatening to impose counter-tariffs in response to 

the Smoot-Hawley Act.  Two more days of talk proved basically fruitless, with Robert 

Lamont and his assistants flying back to the United States the next Friday with 

essentially empty hands.  
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Franklin Delano Roosevelt signing an act. 

CHAPTER 2 ï SEPARATE DEAL 

 

14:36 (Paris Time) 

Tuesday, July 29, 1930 

Tasha Lenoirôs electronic research laboratory 

Aéro-Parc Blériot, Buc 

Southwest suburbs of Paris 

France  

 

 Thomas Fletcher had expected to be guided to a managerial office or, at the 

least, to some kind of administrative suite.  Instead, he found himself entering what 

looked furiously like some kind of scientific laboratory.  After asking to see Miss Tasha 

Lenoir, Tom had been led to a small group of buildings situated near the prototype shop 
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of the Blériot-Kruger aircraft company, in Buc.  The first room he was led into was full of 

tables and work stations supporting a bewildering assortment of electronic equipment of 

all kinds, along with some fantastic-looking instruments about which he couldnôt even 

start to guess what they were for.  His guide, a young female employee, had then told 

him to wait there before she entered an adjacent room.  Tom was still looking around at 

the strange instruments when the young employee came back, another woman in tow.  

That woman was clearly much older, appearing to be in her forties, but what struck Tom 

was her dress: a white coverall with hood, a pair of swiveling magnifying lens mounted 

on a sort of headband, and surgical gloves.  She also had an air filtering mask, which 

she had pulled down below her chin, revealing the face of a beautiful mature Eurasian 

woman.  The newcomer went to Tom and shook hands with him while smiling to him. 

 óôHello!  I am Tasha Lenoir.  I was told that you were looking for me?ôô 

 óôUh, yes, Miss Lenoir.  My name is Thomas Fletcher and I came to Paris to bring 

you an invitation from the governor of the state of New York, Franklin Delano 

Roosevelt.ôô 

Tasha raised at once an eyebrow on hearing that name.  When she and her three old 

friends had accidentally been projected back in time all the way to the year 1912, which 

for persons of the 27th Century was an obscure and long-forgotten time period, they had 

with them only the most basic of historical data about the 20th Century.  However, as 

basic as it had been, that database did include a substantial entry on Franklin Delano 

Roosevelt, who was supposedly to prove to be a key player in this century and who 

would become President of the United States in a bit over two years.  Tashaôs interest 

was thus raised at once. 

 óôOh?  And what kind of invitation would Governor Roosevelt have for me, Mister 

Fletcher?ôô 

 óôBasically, he and state governors from the New England region would be most 

interested to discuss with you a possible expansion of your air transportation network in 

the United States, to cover the whole New England area  and the state of New York, on 

top of New York City.  Governor Roosevelt noticed that you have started to build a new 

airport on the site of the old Gala Amusement Park, in the Queens District.  Were you 

looking to expand your United States air coverage, Miss Lenoir?ôô 

 óôActually, no!  Yes, I have bought the land on which the Gala Amusement Park 

was, but that is in order to give some extra breathing space to my existing Queens 

International Airport, whose runways are starting to become short and which is getting 
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progressively squeezed by new constructions around it.  As for expanding my network in 

the United States, that wonôt happen until your damn segregation laws and Jim Crow 

regulations are repealed.  I will simply not operate in a place that will force me to 

discriminate against people of color.ôô  

 óôGovernor Roosevelt and his colleagues from the New England states do know 

about your objections against racial segregation, miss, and are ready to shield your 

future installations and personnel from them, the same way your present airport in 

Queens is exempt from following segregationist regulations.ôô 

Tasha nodded slowly her head at that, partially reassured. 

 óôAnd did Governor Roosevelt tell you why he wants me to expand my aviation 

network in his state and around the New England area?  The United States is presently 

living through a severe economic depression and I have already noted a significant drop 

in Air France flight bookings by American users.  What does he want to achieve?  Boost 

the local economy with foreign investments?  Introduce new technologies that would 

create jobs?  I am sure that he has not sent you here just to help me improve American 

ridership on Air France.ôô 

 óôI honestly couldnôt speculate about the Governorôs motives, Miss Lenoir.  

However, what I know is that Governor Roosevelt, along with the governors of the 

various states of New England, are ready to defy the federal government and the racist 

attitudes of many in the country in order to facilitate the expansion of your Air France 

network within the United States.ôô 

Tasha thought for a couple of seconds before replying to that last remark. 

 óôVery well, Mister Fletcher: you convinced me.  We will leave together for New 

York tomorrow.  You will get to ride in my personal plane.ôô 

 

09:24 (New York Time) 

Wednesday, July 30, 1930 

PÉGASE supersonic executive jet óLenoir 001ôô 

On approach to the Queens International Airport 

New York City, U.S.A. 

 

 óôWe are now on final approach to Queens International Airport.  Please buckle 

up your seat belts and put your seats in the óupô position.ôô 
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The overhead speakerôs announcement from the pilot made Thomas Fletcher reflexively 

look out  through his window, where he effectively saw the East River and the suburbs of 

the District of Queens below.  He then looked at his watch in disbelief: the flight from 

Paris to New York had taken only a bit over two and a half hours!  The stunned look he 

gave to Tasha, who was sitting across their small table, facing him, made the Eurasian 

woman smile.  

 óôI told you that my plane was a fast one, Mister Fletcher.ôô 

 óôBut, your ATLANTIC jetliner takes about seven hours to make the New York to 

Paris trip.  How fast is this jet, really?ôô 

 óôHow fast?  Letôs say that we just made the trip at a cruising speed of Mach 2.35, 

or 1,562 miles per hour, and that my plane can go even fasterémuch faster.  I am very 

proud of the Blériot-Kruger P£GASE, and not only because it is fast.ôô 

 óôUh, what would be your other reasons to be proud of it, if it is not only its speed, 

Miss Lenoir?ôô asked Tom Fletcher, still shaken and impressed by the performance of the 

plane he was in.  Tashaôs expression sobered up then. 

 óôBecause of the social and humanitarian impacts it is bringing to France and its 

people, mister.  Air France presently uses a number of PÉGASE supersonic transports 

reconfigured for mass transit, with 54 regular-sized seats in its cabin, to provide a fast 

means of transportation to the average French citizen needing to go from France to one 

of its more distant overseas territories, like Tahiti and New Caledonia.  A trip to Tahiti 

that would normally take over twenty hours in the air, plus two refueling stops on the 

way, only takes less than nine hours and one refueling stop with a PÉGASE, thus 

making such long trips much more tolerable.  With its very long range, which gives it a 

truly global reach, the PÉGASE is helping to cement together France and its overseas 

territories, facilitating their administration from Paris, speeding the movements of civil 

servants, diplomats and dignitaries, and making mail distribution that much faster.  

Before, those overseas territories justifiably felt to be often forgotten by France.  Not 

anymore!  Another important role my PÉGASE plays is medical air evacuation.  A patient 

in critical need of advanced or specialized medical treatment in France can now be 

transported quickly by one of the PÉGASE jets configured for medical evacuation that 

are used by Franceôs Red Cross Society.  I donated the use of three such planes, along 

with their flight crews and ground support crews, to the French Red Cross, and I am 

immensely proud about the good they are doing.ôô 
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 óôYou donated three planes like this one?  But, each such plane must cost close 

to a million dollars, no?ôô  

 óôAnd?  Mister Fletcher, please understand this.  I may have been very successful 

in business and do have a sizeable fortune in my name, but I am not doing all this in 

order to live in utter luxury.  You saw my manor in Buc.  While vast and well furnished, it 

is by no means extravagant in terms of decoration or furniture.  The majority of the 

profits I make from my various business and scientific ventures are either reinvested into 

my enterprisesô infrastructures and tooling or spent to improve the work conditions and 

social benefits of my employees.  All my employees benefit from a forty hour, five-day 

work week, paid annual vacations, free health care, maternity leave and retirement 

pension, to name only a few such benefits.  As for Air France, I keep my air fares just 

high enough to turn a minimal profit and not register losses.  Why?  Because I want 

French citizens and other people to be able to travel around at an affordable price.  For 

me, Air France is another way to glue together France and to make it a better country.  It 

also gives me a way to improve the lot of the local citizens in our overseas territories, 

like Indochina, the Guadeloupe and French Polynesia, by offering them opportunities for 

good jobs and good education and by extending to them the same work conditions and 

benefits I offer to my employees in France.  If you will go visit the Air France terminal in 

Hanoi, in Indochina, you will find that much of the employees there are locals, which I 

have helped educate and train for over fifteen years now.  The same applies to my 

employees in Dakar, Senegal, and in Honolulu and Tahiti.  By the way, my terminal in 

Honolulu is providing jobs to members of the local Japanese ethnic community, who are 

regularly discriminated against by your government and refused all but the most menial 

jobs by American employers.  You must have noticed when you took your plane to Paris 

in New York that there were no separate bathrooms for negroes at Queens International.  

Well, if I ever build more installations around the United States, I intend them to be all 

desegregated and I will not tolerate any pressure to do otherwise.ôô 

Tom was left silent for a few seconds, taken a bit aback by her forcefulness, which was 

no fake indignation in his opinion. 

 óôMiss Lenoir, may I ask what caused you to dislike so much racial segregation?  

Donôt get me wrong: I am no racist myself, but most people in the United States accept 

such policies.ôô 

 óôWhich clearly marks the United States apart from France, or other countries.  To 

accept the fact that black men and women can still be lynched by mobs, with no 
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consequences for the perpetrators, is a sign of a deep social disease among the 

American society.  You saw my friend Terry, who is presently piloting this plane and is 

both my personal bodyguard and a best friend of mine?  Well, she has a university 

diploma, is a top notch pilot and a top rate soldier.  Yet, because she is dark-skinned, 

any of your Caucasian American citizens with barely any education and no technical 

skills will deem her to be inferior to them, just because of her race.  That, for me, is the 

epitome of stupidity and ignorance.ôô 

Tom decided then not to reply to that, seeing how passionate Tasha Lenoir was about 

that subject.  He could understand her feelings, but he knew that those feelings could 

and would make her clash with many American citizens who were going to take 

exception to her preaching. 

 

 The landing was quite smooth, denoting the high skills of the pilot.  However, the 

noise level in the cabin went up sharply when the two powerful turbofan engines were 

put in reverse thrust mode, making Tomôs torso and head project forward, so strong was 

the deceleration.  Turning off the runway they had used, the plane then rolled along a 

taxiway leading to the main tarmac area, which surrounded the airportôs air terminal, to 

finally come to a stop under one of the eight passenger gates.  That gate, like the others, 

was covered by a high overhead porch supported by pillars at its corners and had both 

an extendable elevated jetway and ground access doors for passengers and luggage.  

Having a low airstairs door, the PÉGASE didnôt use the elevated jetway to connect with 

the terminal.  Instead, Terry Carlson opened and lowered the left side airstairs door of 

the plane, then helped Tasha take out their luggage from the luggage hold in the aft 

section of the cabin.  Leaving the plane in the care of the copilot and radio-navigator, 

Tasha left the plane with Terry and Thomas Fletcher and walked to the ground level 

access door of their gate.  Passengers in the process of boarding a Curtiss triple piston 

engine transport parked at the adjacent gate to their left couldnôt help gawk at the 

PÉGASE.  In truth, it made a for a violent contrast compared to the American-made 

transport plane, something enhanced by the striking gold and red paint scheme of the 

supersonic executive jet, with the giant red and black letters óL iô of the logo of the Lenoir 

Industries painted on the double vertical rudders of the PÉGASE.  Once inside, they had 

to go as a routine procedure through the U.S. immigration and customs booths, where 

Tasha presented her French passport to the graying immigration officer. 
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 óôHi, Fred! Iôm coming for business and should be returning to France in a couple 

of days.ôô 

 óôIt is always a pleasure to see you in New York, Miss Lenoir.ôô replied the 

immigration agent with a smile before stamping her passport and giving it back to her.  

He similarly stamped quickly the passports of both Terry Clarkson and Thomas Fletcher, 

allowing the trio to move on and bypass the customs servicesô luggage search counters.  

As they were walking out of the Arrivals Hall, Tom couldnôt help make a remark to 

Tasha. 

 óôYou seem to have a good rapport with the U.S. Immigration Services agents 

posted here, Miss Lenoir.ôô 

 óôI indeed do, Mister Fletcher.  For one, I am always polite and friendly with them, 

as long as it is mutual.  Second, they know that this airport is by far the best assignment 

they could get, with ultra-modern facilities and excellent employees facilities.  They have 

their own lounge and office area here, courtesy from me, and they know that this is a 

privately-owned airport and not a government-administered one.ôô 

 óôAnd what if the federal government expropriated this airport, for whatever 

reason?ôô 

 óôFirst, they would have to reimburse me for all the infrastructures and for the 

terrain I paid for if they wanted to do that.  With the present economic depression, 

Washington simply doesnôt have the millions needed to buy this airport.  Second, they 

would then end up with an óinternational airportô with no international flights, as I would 

then immediately terminate all Air France flights to New York and would transfer them to 

other airports I own in Canada and in the French possessions in the Caribbean.  I will do 

the same if Washington tries the same game in Honolulu and Los Angeles.  Then, 

Washington will be free to explain to thousands of irate American businessmen why they 

now have to endure a week-long trip by ship to get to Europe and back.  Basically, 

expropriating or seizing my airports on United States territory would be about the 

dumbest move Washington could do.ôô 

 óôUh, there is no lack of stupidity in Washington, if I may say so, Miss Lenoir.ôô 

 óôUnfortunately, you are too right about that, which is why I keep fresh cards close 

at hand.ôô 

 óôSo, how do we go to Albany now?ôô 

 óôWe use the same thing that other passengers stopping here do: we take a 

Queens Air Taxi ride.ôô 
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 óôOh, I see!ôô said simply Tom, understanding at once.  óQueens Air Taxiô was a 

company affiliated with the airport and the Lenoir Industries that offered short haul, point 

to point air rides to passengers via the use of COLIBRI light vertical takeoff and landing 

craft.  There were always at least two or three such machines on standby, parked near 

the taxi zone of the airport and awaiting customers.  Those machines were very popular 

with passengers wanting a quick trip back directly home or to a hotel, even when their 

destination was in downtown Manhattan.  The normal taxi drivers had made a lot of fuss 

at first about losing costumers to the air taxi service but, with a COLIBRI ride costing 

more than a normal taxi ride, they had ended losing only a small proportion of their 

customers.  Extra airport amenities made available to the taxi drivers, like a heated and 

air-conditioned hut with large transparent windows and washrooms built at curb-side, 

had also helped silence any protests.  Now, both air and ground taxis coexisted in 

peace, with ground taxis happily taking the slack when bad weather grounded the small 

craft.  

 

 The trio, towing behind them their wheeled suitcases, did find two COLIBRIs 

waiting in the taxi zone and boarded one, with Tasha handing a twenty dollar bill to the 

young pilot. 

 óôWe need to go to Albany.  Is your tank full?ôô 

 óôIt is, miss!  I can make a return trip to Albany without problems.ôô 

 óôExcellent!  Head for Albany: Mister Fletcher here will guide you to our final 

destination once over the town.ôô 

 óôUnderstood, miss!  Please sit down and buckle your belts: we will take off in a 

minute, time to make a quick check of my map and instruments.ôô 

As promised, they soon were in the air, with the COLIBRI, a small machine consisting of 

a transparent cabin attached under a five meter-diameter ducted rotor and powered by a 

small gas turbine, rising gingerly in the clear July sky of New York and then heading 

North.  Tasha and Terry were mostly silent during the ninety or so minutes the 240 

kilometer trip took, while Tom, who was still not very accustomed to flying, avidly 

admired the view around from the air.  When they arrived in sight of Albany, Tom got up 

and went forward to point to the pilot where to go.  Six more minutes and the small 5-

seat craft smoothly landed at the vertical on the lawn of a three-storey Italianate style 

mansion in downtown Albany.  The COLIBRIôs landing immediately attracted a few 

neighbors and passersby in gawking from a distance at the machine, while a black man 
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soon came out of the house and started walking towards the craft as its rotors slowed to 

idle.  Tom then pointed out the approaching man to Tasha. 

 óôThis is Joseph, the Governorôs head steward.  Letôs take out our suitcases: I will 

help you.ôô 

 óôNo need, mister: I can take care of my things.ôô 

 óôAs you wish, Miss Lenoir.ôô replied Tom before turning around to speak to the 

black steward.  óôJoseph, go tell the Governor that Miss Tasha Lenoir and one of her 

friends has arrived.ôô 

 óôYes, Mister Fletcher!ôô  

 

 With only one or two suitcases per person to carry to the mansion, the trio was 

inside in a minute, with the COLIBRI then powering up and taking off to return to New 

York.  The head steward then bowed to Tasha in the rear vestibule area. 

 óôThe Governor will receive you now, miss.  I will take care of your suitcases and 

will have them carried up to two guestrooms while you speak with him.  If you may follow 

me.ôô 

 óôThank you, Joseph.ôô 

She, Terry and Tom followed the steward to a comfortably furnished but traditional-

looking lounge, where a man in his late forties sitting in a wheelchair greeted them with a 

smile. 

 óôAaah, the famous Miss Lenoir!  Welcome to Albany!  I am Franklin Delano 

Roosevelt, Governor of the State of New York.ôô 

 óôPleased to meet you, Governor.ôô replied Tasha while shaking hands with 

Roosevelt.  óôMay I present my friend and associate, Terry Clarkson, chief test pilot at 

Blériot-Kruger and owner of the ó Armaments Clarksonô company.ôô 

Roosevelt looked up with surprise at the tall and fit black woman wearing a dark blue 

female business suit of futuristic cut, while Joseph, standing to one side, couldnôt help 

show near shock on his face.  Terry then shook FDRôs hand with a strength that 

surprised the governor, who then asked a question. 

 óôYou own an arms manufacturing company in France, miss?ôô 

 óôIt actually is more like a research and development shop for advanced 

weaponry, Governor.  The mass production of weapons selected by the French 

government is normally done in a state arsenal, unless the weapon system in question is 

deemed to be too highly classified a design to mass produce in an open shop.ôô 
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 óôAnd, to which countries apart from France is your company selling weapons to, 

Miss Clarkson?  Do you sell weapons to the United States?ôô 

 óôNo!  My company sells its designs only to the French government, to equip its 

armed forces and its police forces.ôô 

 óôYour annual production must then be somewhat limited, no?  You could 

probably easily sell more weapons by extending your list of customers.ôô 

 óôTrue, but that is a conscious choice I made years ago to help make France 

stronger with my weaponséand only France.  Tasha also follows the same business 

philosophy.ôô 

 óôI see!  You will have to tell me more about that later on, but first please have a 

seat, both of you.ôô 

Roosevelt also signaled Tom to stay and sit with them,then waited for them to be seated 

before continuing. 

 óôYou will excuse my wife Eleanor for not being present to greet you now: she is 

presently at a meeting of one of the local charitable organizations she is sponsoring.  I 

must say that you arrived in the United States much sooner than I had expected.  You 

must be quite tired after flying all night.ôô 

That brought a malicious smile on Tashaôs face. 

 óôActually, Mister Governor, we left France this morning and our trip from Paris to 

New York took less than three hours.  There is of course the time zone factor that was in 

play here, with the time going back by six hours between Paris and New York.ôô 

 óôLess than three hours?ôô said Roosevelt, stunned, who then looked at Tom, who 

spoke up before his boss could ask. 

 óôWe came on Miss Lenoirôs private executive jet aircraft, which can fly at speeds 

above 1,500 miles per hour.  That plane is a pure technological marvel, Mister 

Governor.ôô 

That left Roosevelt speechless for a moment but, to his credit, he rebounded quickly 

from his surprise. 

 óôDecidedly, your reputation as a top scientist is well deserved, Miss Lenoir.ôô 

 óôActually, I didnôt design that plane, Governor: another close friend of mine, 

Johanna Kruger, is chief designer at Blériot-Kruger and designed my PÉGASE.  She is a 

top aerospace engineer, while I hold a doctorate in physics, plus masterôs degrees in 

chemistry and electronics.  As for my friend Terry, she has a diploma in weapons 

systems engineering.ôô 
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This time, Rooseveltôs silence was markedly longer as he digested those facts, which 

went against all known conventions and preconceptions of the time, especially those 

concerning the role of women in society. 

 óôThis is getting more and more interesting by the minute, I must say.  However, I 

should finally tell you why I wanted to meet you, Miss Lenoir.  As you must know, the 

times are difficult ones at present in the United States, due to the effects of that 

disastrous financial crash last year.  Many banks and businesses went bankrupt and 

unemployment is shooting up, while investments are drying up.  My state has been hit 

hard by that economic downturn, like all the other states in this country, and I am 

working hard to combat it and stimulate the economy while helping those most affected, 

namely lowly workers and farmers.  Unfortunately, President Hoover has, in my opinion, 

only worsened the situation with his misguided economic policies.ôô 

 óôI know!  His recent Smoot-Hawley Tariff Act was about the most stupid move he 

could have done.  By slapping protectionist tariffs over more than 20,000 items of 

imported goods, he only attracted retaliatory tariffs from other countries and further 

restricted the outside markets for American goods, be they agricultural products or 

manufactured items.ôô 

 óôExactly!  Unfortunately, he is refusing to listen to reason, despite many attempts 

by me and by other state governors to make him reconsider his economic policies.  He 

also refuses to abolish this stupid Prohibition Act, which cuts even further the amount of 

jobs and business opportunities.  Instead, we now have more people than ever drinking, 

but in illegal joints mostly importing their alcohol from Canada or Mexico, while 

organized crime has used Prohibition to greatly boost its business and profits.  Overall, 

not a very rosy picture, I must say.  However, I am hoping to use your assistance in 

order to help my stateôs economy and that of the various New England states, whose 

governors have the same mind frame as me.ôô  

 óôAnd I suppose that the help you are hoping from me is fresh investment money 

to stimulate your stateôs economy and job market.ôô 

 óôCorrect, but I am also aiming at another target at the same time: to improve the 

stateôs aviation infrastructure and expand its air travel network, something you are justly 

deemed to be an expert in.  An expanded aviation network will hopefully attract and 

stimulate more business and possibly extra tourism from overseas, something that could 

only benefit the local economy.  If that expanded network could also be extended to the 
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states of the New England region, then I think that it would attract even more business 

and tourism.ôô 

 óôFrance has indeed prospered thanks to my Air France network, which has 

greatly facilitated its links with its colonies and overseas territories, Governor, and I 

would tend to agree that an aviation network here would benefit the local economy.  I 

however have two questions for you before we could discuss in detail what you would 

wish from me.  First, I believe that most aviation facilities in your state and around New 

England either belong to the U.S. Army Air Corps, or are co-located with military 

installations, right?ôô 

 óôUh, I believe so, miss.  Why do you ask?ôô 

 óôBecause of the second question I have for you, Governor: do you, as Governor 

of New York, have the power to stop the federal government and its military units from 

possibly interfering with the operations of future airports run by me and Air France within 

your state?ôô 

While keeping an impassive expression, Roosevelt was thrown off by that question and 

had to think quickly about it before he answered as diplomatically as he could. 

 óôWell, technically, the federal government has the last word on the use of 

American territory by a foreign entity.  However, if those new airports are officially owned 

by American interests, then expropriating them or even interfering with their operations 

would be much harder for Washington, as they would be considered as American private 

property, with all the legal protections that this ensues under American laws and 

jurisdiction.  Do you really expect that the federal government could interfere with those 

future airports?ôô 

 óôYes, in view of the conditions I would impose before I would accept to invest in 

your state, Governor.  As with all Air France installations, both in France and overseas, 

and in all the facilities belonging to the Lenoir Industries Consortium, those airports and 

aviation facilities will have to be fully desegregated, during both their construction and 

their operations.  This means zero racial or sexual discrimination in employment, pay 

rates, benefits and rights, on top of having no segregated facilities to separate people of 

color from Caucasian people.  Since segregation laws are the purview of state 

jurisdiction rather than federal jurisdiction, I would expect you, as Governor of New York, 

to protect the integrated status of future facilities in your state and I will expect the same 

from the governors of the various New England states who will accept my help.ôô 
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 óôWhat if there are protests about such integration by American citizens from my 

state?  I do have to listen to my citizens and am accountable to them, after all.  In fact, I 

expect such protests to come up.ôô 

Tashaôs expression closed up then and she stared hard at Roosevelt, while keeping the 

tone of her voice polite. 

 óôThen, I will expect you, as an accomplished politician, to explain to them the 

benefits of those integrated facilities, along with the consequences of enforcing 

segregation laws in them.  That is the price I am asking in order to help you, Governor.  

However, if you do accept my conditions, I would be ready to invest a minimum of eighty 

million dollars in such a joint venture, plus more money if New England governors also 

agree to my terms and jump into the program.ôô 

While not showing it, Roosevelt was stunned by the dollar figure quoted by Tasha: in 

1930, eighty million dollars represented a sizeable fortune, even for a state-level 

government.  That sum in fact represented more than half of the annual revenues of the 

State of New Yorképrior to the 1929 Wall Street financial crash. 

 óôEr, may I ask how rich you are exactly, Miss Lenoir?ôô 

When Tasha answered him, Roosevelt could not see any trace of vanity or arrogance in 

her tone or expression, just plain statement of fact. 

 óôI am a multi-billionaire in U.S. dollars term, Governor.  However, much of my 

fortune is presently linked to the various factories and facilities I own.  The eighty million 

dollars I mentioned constitutes a sizeable part of my ready reserves of cash and I do 

happen to have a number of other priority projects in the making around French 

territories, so donôt think that I will invest that kind of sum just on a whim.ôô 

 óôMy dear Miss Lenoir, anyone who would invest eighty million dollars just to 

show off would truly frighten me.  Coming from you, such an investment would attract 

only admiration and gratitude on my part.ôô  

 óôGovernor, you do have a way with words.  So, can I count on your support to 

protect the integrated status of any installation or facility that I will help build in your 

state?ôô 

 óôYou certainly can, Miss Lenoir.ôô replied Roosevelt, giving the only sensible 

answer to such a fabulous offer.  óôAs for discussing the details of such a project, I would 

prefer to wait until my fellow state governors from New England be here before talking 

further about it.  In the meantime, I would be most happy to be your host, to you and to 

Miss Clarkson.ôô  
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 óôThank you, Governor.  Your offer is accepted with great pleasure.  However, I 

am going to send Terry back to New York this afternoon, so that she could borrow an 

appropriate craft that could go pick up quickly your fellow governors at their homes 

tomorrow morning.ôô 

Those words made Roosevelt smile in anticipation. 

 óôYou mean, a craft like the one you came in?  That would be great!ôô 

 óôOh, I had something a bit bigger in mind, Governor.ôô replied Tasha, a malicious 

smile on her face. 

 

 Franklin D. Roosevelt was left stunned when, in late afternoon, Terry Clarkson 

landed on the rear lawn of the mansion at the commands of a SUPER COLIBRI óCô 

VTOL civilian transport aircraft.  Roosevelt and his wife Eleanor, who had returned home 

earlier this afternoon, stared with awe at the big, eighteen meter-long machine, with its 

two huge, pivoting and ducted main rotors and its smaller but also pivoting ducted tail 

rotor. 

 óôMy God!  This plane is positively fantastic!ôô exclaimed Eleanor, a dignified 

woman in her forties.  óôHow fast can it go, Miss Lenoir?ôô  

 óôIt can attain speeds of 412 miles per hour, Misses Roosevelt.  It also has a 

maximum range of 2,680 miles with 24 passengers and a ton and a half of cargo, 

enough to do an unrefueled trip from New York to Los Angeles in about six hours.  In 

fact, such an aircraft type will constitute the backbone of any air transport network 

operating from New York State and New England.  It can land or take off from anywhere 

at the vertical and will thus minimize the cost of future air installations.  However, long 

runways will still be built in order to accommodate conventional aircraft.  What I propose 

to do now, Governor, is to make a few phone calls to your fellow governors, to invite 

them to Albany and tell them to be ready to be picked up by aircraft early tomorrow 

morning.ôô 

 óôThat sounds like a marvelous plan, Miss Lenoir.ôô Said F.D.R., a big smile on his 

face.   

 óôOooh, could I ask you for me to travel in your plane tomorrow, Miss Lenoir?ôô 

asked Eleanor, as excited as a little kid.  óôI always was interested by planes.ôô 

 óôOf course, Miss Roosevelt.  Your husband may come as well if he is interested : 

that plane has a rear cargo ramp suitable for wheelchair-bound passengers.ôô 
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Those last words made the governor smile even more: due to his lack of mobility, he had 

not had the chance until now to fly aboard an aircraft, as the American planes of the time 

still mostly used rudimentary short ladders to load and unload their passengers.  He then 

saw Terry Clarkson, who had just shut down her engines, come out of the SUPER 

COLIBRI óCô, still wearing her modern pilot helmet, complete with golden reflective visor.  

That simple sight was actually the one that finished convincing him that he was not 

dealing with simple, average persons.     

 

11:35 (New York Time) 

Friday, August 01, 1930 

Airfield operations building, Jeffery Field 

East Boston, Massachusetts 

 

 Amelia was discussing the subject of flying with a group of pilots from the 

Massachusetts Air Guard stationed at Jeffery Field when one pilot had a bewildered look 

through a window of the operations building and shouted excitedly, as the noise of 

propellers grew. 

 óôHEY, COME LOOK AT THAT MACHINE APPROACHING!ôô 

Like the pilots from the 101st Observation Squadron, Amelia ran to the nearest window 

and peered through it.  What she saw stunned her. 

 óôAn Air France aircraft, here?  But, they operate only from New York and Los 

Angeles when in the continental United States.  What is it doing here, in Boston?ôô 

 óôI believe that it is a Bl®riot-Kruger SUPER COLIBRI, a transport aircraft that can 

land vertically.ôô said the senior pilot present, who was better at aircraft recognition than 

the others.  óôWhat a machine!ôô 

On her part, Amelia showed a lot less excitement at the sight of the SUPER COLIBRI, 

for many reasons.  First was the fact that the meteoritic rise of the Blériot-Kruger 

company in the aviation world since 1912 had basically caused the long term demise of 

much of the American aeronautical industry during the last fifteen years or so.  For about 

a decade now, Blériot-Kruger aircraft had been dominating air transport around the 

World, thanks to their highly advanced designs and superior performances.  Adding 

insult to injury, Blériot-Kruger had also refused to sell its aircraft to American air transport 

companies, while keeping its aircraft designs secret, supposedly to protest racial 

discrimination in the United States.  Amelia didnôt consider herself racist, but she 
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suspected that the real reason for Blériot-Krugerôs behavior and that of Air France was to 

basically achieve World monopoly on air transportation.  American aircraft designers and 

manufacturers had tried their best to replicate the advanced features of the Blériot-

Kruger planes but had failed miserably, lacking too many critical pieces of technological 

knowledge.  In fact, there had been dozens of crashes, many fatal ones, of failed 

prototype designs in the United States in the last fifteen years and, by now, American 

designers had mostly given up and had reverted to the techniques they knew well, 

something that produced decidedly inferior planes compared to French aircraft.  

Personally, that state of affair had strangled most of the dreams Amelia once had about 

flying, as Blériot-Kruger aircraft kept breaking various records and routinely did things 

that were previously deemed a challenge.  Amelia had once dreamed of becoming 

famous as an aviatrix by performing things like a transatlantic air crossing, or a cross-

continental flight from one coast of the United States to the other.  However, Air France, 

with its advanced Blériot-Kruger aircraft, had already done all that, years before any 

American pilot could even attempt such things.  As of this year, no American-designed 

and produced aircraft had yet been able to cross the Atlantic, something that Air France 

had been doing routinely since 1913.  With her dreams smashed and with American air 

transport companies obliged to use what was considered now to be rather primitive 

designs, Amelia was down to making a meager living as a pilot for National Airways, a 

small company that conducted regular passenger flights linking Bangor, in Maine, with 

Boston, New York, Philadelphia and Washington, D.C..  Her aircraft, a monoplane, 

three-engine Stinson SM-6000, could carry ten passengers at a top speed of 146 miles 

per hour over a range of 390 miles, a far cry from the Air France machines like the one 

now in the process of landing at the vertical near the operations building. 

 

 Amelia watched with the others the landing of the SUPER COLIBRI next to 

Ameliaôs Stinson SM-6000 and six Curtiss FALCON O-11 observation biplanes of the 

Massachusetts Air Guard, then went out of the operations building with the pilots after 

the big ducted rotors of the aircraft had slowed down to idle.  As the group approached 

the big machine, they saw a cargo ramp lower at the rear and a tall woman wearing a 

dark suit with trousers emerged from the aircraft, closely followed by a few men.  Amelia 

stopped dead on the spot on recognizing the woman: she had seen in the past 

numerous newspaper articles with the womanôs picture in them. 

 óôLenoir, here?ôô 
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One of the pilots also exclaimed himself then while fixing the man walking out behind the 

woman. 

 óôShit!  Itôs the Governor!  Straighten yourselves up, guys!ôô  

The pilots quickly buttoned up whatever buttons of their uniforms that were not done and 

lined up side by side, getting ready to greet the Governor of Massachusetts, who was 

their boss.  Frank G. Allen smiled on seeing them and walked straight to them, followed 

by the woman and two men. 

 óôAaah, here are seven good men from my Air Guard.ôô 

The men of the Air Guard saluted Allen before he shook their hands one by one. 

 óôGood day, men!  Donôt mind my surprise visit: I am not here for some snap 

inspection.  Miss Lenoir, founder and owner of Air France, is here with me to assess the 

extent of future expansion and renovation work to be done to various airfields around the 

state.ôô 

Allen then went to Amelia to also shake her hand. 

 óôGood day to you as well, miss.  I suppose that you are the pilot of that National 

Airways plane, if I can judge by your outfit?ôô 

The thin, 33 year-old woman with curly blond hair nodded her head while shaking Allenôs 

hand. 

 óôThatôs correct, Mister Governor: Amelia Earhart, at your service.  I am still 

waiting to see if some customers will show up to go to Bangor, but today seems to be a 

lean one for the air transport business.ôô 

 óôWell, that could change in the near future, with the boost to it offered by Miss 

Lenoir.ôô 

 óôUh, what kind of boost, Mister Governor?ôô asked Amelia, at once suspicious.  

Allen replied by twisting his head to look at Tasha Lenoir, standing next to him. 

 óôWhy donôt you expose your plan to Miss Earhart and to my guardsmen, Miss 

Lenoir?  You still know the details far better than me.ôô 

 óôWith pleasure, Governor.ôô said Tasha before looking collectively at Earhart and 

the male pilots.  óôBasically, at the request of the governors of New York State and of the 

New England states, who invited me to come to the United States, I have decided to end 

my moratorium on the providing of air services in the United States, but for their states 

only.  My sole condition to accept to extend my Air France network was for their states to 

agree not to enforce segregation on my future installations and to practice non-
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discrimination rules for the hiring and employment of personnel used in both the 

construction and operation of all future air facilities and operations in their states.ôô 

Tasha then looked straight at Amelia, who had stiffened on hearing her. 

 óôDo not worry, Miss Earhart: this will not mean that your airline will be pushed out 

of business by me, on the contrary.  While I will nominally finance the construction and 

renovation work at various airfields deemed essential for a working local and interstate 

air transport network, the various municipal and state governments involved with me will 

keep ownership over these installations.  As for the various airlines operating around 

New England and New York, they will be offered my financial and material help, as long 

as they agree to treat with equal respect all its passengers and employees, whatever 

their race, sex or religion may be.  This means that these airlines will then be able to buy 

Blériot-Kruger aircraft.  That will also mean that they will have to send their aircrews and 

ground support crews, including you, on extensive retraining courses.  Piloting a Blériot-

Kruger aircraft is only for pilots with hundreds of hours of experience and some solid 

technical training in modern aeronautical technology.ôô 

 óôDoes that mean that I could end up flying a jet aircraft, Miss Lenoir?ôô said 

Amelia, her animosity evaporating quickly. 

 óôNot at first, Miss Earhart.  The economics of operating a short haul network at 

regional level favors turboprop aircraft like the SUPER COLIBRI I came in with the 

Governor, due to their better fuel efficiency compared to jet aircraft.  I am also not sure 

that the present economic climate would support the kind of expenses involved in 

operating jet aircraft, or that there would be enough customers to justify their use.  

However, as things will improve, longer range routes could be opened, at which time the 

use of jetliners may become justified.  However, Air France is always ready to hire good 

pilots for its worldwide network, if you ever become interested.ôô 

Next, Tasha looked and smiled at Allen. 

 óôWhat do you say if I offer to your pilots and to Miss Earhart to tour my SUPER 

COLIBRI while we look at the facilities and grounds of this airfield, Governor?  My pilot 

can guide them on that tour.ôô 

 óôThat sounds like a nice idea, Miss Lenoir.ôô 

Tasha then surprised everybody by taking out of a pocket of her suit a tiny, handheld 

radio, then speaking in its microphone. 
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 óôTerry, this is Tasha.  Could you come out and guide a group of local pilots on a 

tour of your aircraft?  You may even offer them a short ride: me and the Governor will 

need a good twenty minutes here on the ground.ôô 

 óôUnderstood!ôô 

 óôYou can make radios this small, Miss Lenoir?ôô asked Allen, his eyes still on the 

pocket radio. 

 óôYes, Governor, and much more.  Miss Earhart, you may go in my aircraft now 

with these gentlemen from the Air Guard.ôô   

 óôThank you!ôô replied Amelia before starting to walk eagerly towards the SUPER 

COLIBRI, closely followed by the seven guardsmen.  As she was about to get to the 

lowered rear cargo ramp, the pilot of the aircraft appeared on the ramp, making Amelia 

slow down and hesitate: the pilot was a black woman, and a very tall one.  She wore a 

sort of aviatorôs coverall, a pair of black boots and a fantastic helmet that made Amelia 

instantly jealous. 

 óôCome in, guys: I will show you my SUPER COLIBRI and will give you a short 

ride as well.ôô 

Those last words made Amelia forget her hesitation and she gingerly stepped on the 

cargo ramp, where she shook hands with the black woman. 

 óôHello, miss!  I am Amelia Earhart and I work as a pilot for National Airways.ôô 

 óôAnd I am Terry Clarkson, a close associate of Miss Lenoir and also chief test 

pilot at Blériot-Kruger.ôô 

Seeing that the Air Guard pilots also hesitated on seeing that she was black, Terry 

countered with an inviting smile. 

 óôSo, you want to visit my aircraft or not, guys?ôô 

 óôUh, sure!ôô replied the senior pilot, a captain, before climbing the ramp and 

stopping inside the cabin, where Terry started to describe the aircraft to the group.  

 óôWelcome into this Bl®riot-Kruger SUPER COLIBRI C, lady and gentlemen.  The 

SUPER COLIBRI is actually built in three different models: the óAô model is a military 

assault transport aircraft; the óBô model is a military maritime patrol and search and 

rescue aircraft and the óCô model is the unarmed civilian transport variant.ôô 

 óôSo, those two military variants are armed, right?ôô deduced the Air Guard 

captain, making Terry nod her head. 

 óôCertainly!  The óAô variant, on top of being able to carry 24 fully equipped troops, 

has a chin-mounted turret armed with a 7mm Gatling machine gun, plus has two fixed 
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25mm automatic cannons, six weapons pylons and four launch rails, for a total 

maximum carrying capacity of 10,000 kilos or 22,000 pounds if you prefer, of bombs, 

rockets and missiles.  Of course, the more weapons you will carry, the less range you 

will have.  As for the óBô variant, it is a heavily modified model geared towards long 

patrols over the ocean.  It does not normally carry troops and doesnôt have a rear cargo 

ramp.  Instead, its cabin houses numerous electronic systems and work stations where 

technicians operate a number of radars, radio direction-finding sets, a dunking sonar and 

a magnetic anomaly detector designed to detect submarines under water.  The óBô model 

has the same armament capability as the óAô model.  All models of the SUPER COLIBRI 

have a top speed of 412 miles per hour and an operational ceiling of 26,000 feet for the 

óAô and óBô models, with the óCô model having a ceiling of 31,000 feet, due to the fact that 

it is lighter than the military models and doesnôt have the folding rotors mechanisms 

used for shipborne storage of the óAô and óBô models.  The ranges vary for each model, 

but this civilian variant can carry 24 passengers with their luggage over a distance of 

more than 2,680 miles, enough to get to Los Angeles from here without refueling.  Being 

able to land or take off vertically, the SUPER COLIBRI can basically operate from any 

flat surface large enough to accommodate it, which makes it extremely flexible in its use.  

In France, the regional air networks of Air France use extensively the SUPER COLIBRI 

for inter-city liaisons, and also to link together the various islands of French Polynesia 

and New Caledonia, in the Pacific.  Here, in New England, it will be perfect to serve on 

the regional routes in the Northeast region of the United States.  Miss Earhart, you may 

be interested to know that Miss Lenoir plans to offer SUPER COLIBRIs to reequip and 

revitalize the airlines operating through New York State, Massachusetts and the other 

states of New England.  The only condition attached to that will be that those airlines will 

not practice or enforce segregation against their black customers and personnel.ôô 

 óôUh, any chance that we may get some military SUPER COLIBRIs, miss?ôô asked 

a guardsman.  Terry had a malicious smile at that question. 

 óôThat is a subject still being discussed between Miss Lenoir and Governor Allen.  

Now, if you will follow me, I will show you the cockpit of this aircraft.ôô 

With the band of American pilots eagerly following her, Terry walked along the 2.4 

meter-wide cabin, with its 24 folding seats along the sides, and passed by the small, 

enclosed toilet stall next to the forward right side door, before sitting in the pilotôs seat.  

She then pointed a large flat screen on the instrument panel in front of her. 
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 óôThis is the display screen for the nose-mounted meteorological and collision 

avoidance radar, which is a must for flying at night and in bad weather.  This aircraft also 

has a radar altimeter, a gyro-stabilized attitude display ball and thermal cameras that 

allow its pilots to see in total darkness.ôô 

 óôThermal cameras?  Whatôs that?ôô asked Amelia Earhart. 

 óôThermal cameras detect the heat signature of objects and persons.  Let me 

show you.ôô 

Terry then switched on the battery of five thermal cameras equipping her SUPER 

COLIBRI, making greenish images appear on the heads-up display and viewing screens 

of the cockpit and attracting exclamations from the American pilots around her.  Amelia 

Earhart looked at her as if she was a witch. 

 óôThis is like magic!  How could you have such advanced technology?ôô 

 óôYou can thank Miss Lenoir for that: she invented all the instruments and 

electronic systems you will find in this aircraft.  Now, if you could go take place in the 

seats in the cabin and buckle up your seat belts, I will now offer you a short ride over 

Boston.  Miss Earhart, please stay and take the copilotôs seat.ôô 

Amelia eagerly accepted that offer and quickly took place in the seat to the right of 

Terryôs seat.  The latter then cautioned her as she was going to take hold of the control 

stick in front of her. 

 óôI will ask you not to touch the controls during the take off phase of our flight, 

Miss Earhart.  The transition from vertical to horizontal flight is a bit tricky and requires 

an experienced hand.  However, once in conventional flight mode, you will be able to 

handle a bit the plane before leaving your place to one Air Guard pilot.ôô 

 óôUnderstood, miss!ôô replied Amelia, now excited like she had rarely been lately.  

She watched carefully every move by Terry as the black woman powered up her 

engines to full power and made the big aircraft take off gingerly and climb, then made 

her ducted rotors pivot gradually as the plane took up speed and altitude.  Once they 

were up at 4,000 feet and a speed of 200 miles per hour, Terry smiled to Amelia. 

 óôWe are safely in conventional flight mode.  You may now take the controls, Miss 

Earhart.  Use them the same way you do on your trimotor aircraft but no acrobatics, 

please.ôô 

 óôI promise to be reasonable, miss.ôô replied Amelia as she grabbed the control 

yoke in front of her.  
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 Some 25 minutes later, the SUPER COLIBRI landed back in front of the 

operations building of Jeffery Field, where Governor Allen, his two aides and Tasha 

Lenoir were having cups of coffee inside while discussing.  Allen smiled on seeing how 

joyful his Air Guard pilots were when they walked out of the aircraft.  

 óôWell, I suppose that I will get plenty of pleas from my Air Guard pilots to get new 

planes after this.  Any chances that I could buy a few Blériot-Kruger military planes at a 

reasonable price, Miss Lenoir?ôô 

 óôI will see what I can arrange with the French Air Ministry, Governor.ôô said 

Tasha, an imperceptible smile at the corner of her mouth.  
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American National Guardsmen at the scene of a riot. 

CHAPTER 3 ï BACKLASH 

 

07:50 (New York Time) 

Sunday, August 17, 1930 

Burlington, Vermont 

 

 Having just bought the local morning newspaper from a street vendor boy and 

having returned to his second floor apartment, where he lived with his wife and three 

young children, Thomas Gardner started going through it without much conviction, 

looking for any employment add that could give him some new hope in these grim times.  

As a black man, he had been one of the first employees to have been let go by the 

construction firm where he had worked for seven years, victim of the quickly sinking 

economy following that 1929 Wall Street crash.  However, his white colleagues had also 

quickly felt the pinch afterwards and the firm was now all but idle, with building projects 

drying out or being cancelled for lack of financing.  Now, after four months of 

unemployment, Thomas was getting close to desperation as he was coming to the end 

of his meager savings.  Soon, he would have no money left to buy food for his family or 
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pay his apartmentôs rent and would have to depend on charity to survive.  Turning 

quickly the pages of the newspaper to the employment adds section, his eyes stuck at 

once on an add title typed in big, bold letters. 

 óôWorkers needed for large construction project at the Burlington Municipal 

Airportéôô 

Feeling hope coming back to him, Thomas avidly read the add, which said that the 

project could employ up to 300 construction and general workers.  All those interested 

were asked to show up at the Burlington town hall on Monday morning to register for a 

job position.  Closing his eyes for a moment, Thomas made a silent prayer, wishing that 

he could obtain a job at that town hall meeting tomorrow.  Black people were few in 

Burlington, counting only a few hundred amidst a townôs population of about 25,000 

people.  His own parents had fled the oppression and segregation of the South at the 

turn of the century, establishing themselves in Vermont with the hope of a better life.  

While racism and segregation were still evident at times and in places, Burlington 

residents had actually proved to be a lot more tolerant and open-minded than those of 

Mississippi and life had proved to be decent for the Gardner during the first decades of 

this century, with then young Thomas even being able to play with young white boys in 

his neighborhood.  Many of those white boys were in fact from families of recently 

immigrated Irish or French Canadian people.  Then, at age 24, Thomas had met and 

married Josephine, the daughter of one of their black neighbors, and they had three 

children together.  Now, at 32, with his family on the edge of financial demise, this add 

had come as a last hope for Thomas.  

 

07:23 (New York Time) 

Monday, August 18, 1930 

Burlington town hall 

 

 Thomas had come early to the town hall square, in the hope of being among the 

first to register for the work project, but many other unemployed men seemed to have 

had the same idea, so he found himself in line with some 140 people ahead of him, 

waiting for the doors of the town hall to open at eight.  More men quickly added 

themselves to the line in the following minutes under the watchful eyes of four municipal 

policemen apparently there to keep order.  Three minutes after Thomasô arrival, a big 
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white man came in and jumped the line ahead of a black man, pushing him out of the 

way. 

 óôGo away, nigger!  Leave the jobs to white men!ôô 

Normally, local policemen would have turned a blind eye to that.  However, to Thomasô 

surprise and that of the other black men in the lineup, one of the city policemen 

immediately reacted and, walking quickly to the newcomer, tapped his shoulder with the 

tip of his baton. 

 óôHey, buddy, join the end of the line, like everybody else.ôô 

The newcomer fixed the policeman as if he had not understood him. 

 óôWhat do you mean, Officer?  Heôs just a nigger andéôô 

 óôThat man has the same rights as you to the jobs offered this morning, mister.  

Now, move before I insist with my baton.ôô 

 óôThe same rights as a white man?  Who said that?ôô 

 óôThe one paying for the project and the Governor, thatôs who!  Now, move or 

leave!ôô  

The bully, grumbling under his breath, reluctantly obeyed and moved down the line by 

two positions, ending behind another black man.  What he didnôt notice was the fact that 

a man wearing a dark outfit and who was standing some distance from the line, took 

some notes at that moment on a pocket notepad.   

 

 Some frenzy became apparent at the opening of the town hall doors, with those 

in line starting to push forward at once.  That was when the man in a black outfit came to 

the fore, taking position in front of the start of the line and shouting in a good English 

tainted with a French accent.  

 óôNO NEED TO PUSH: THERE ARE ENOUGH JOBS FOR EVERYONE HERE.  

STAY CALM AND FOLLOW THE DIRECTIVES WE WILL GIVE YOU AND YOU WILL 

BE ABLE TO REGISTER QUICKLY.ôô  

That somehow made the pushing subside and the prospective workers filed in an orderly 

fashion inside the town hall, where they were directed into a large room routinely used 

for public assemblies.  There, four tables had been set in a line, each with a large 

cardboard sign displayed behind them at the top of a pole.  The signs said respectively 

óCONSTRUCTION WORKERSô, óGENERAL LABORERSô, óMECHANICAL 

SPECIALISTS AND DRIVERS OF HEAVY EQUIPMENTô and óOFFICE SUPPORT AND 

OTHERSô.  What attracted the most Thomasô attention however was the fact that a 
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young black woman sat behind each table, with a young man in dark outfit standing 

behind, alert and scanning the newcomers.  The words óprivate securityô came to mind to 

Thomas to describe those young men, one of whom was a mulatto.  Lining up in front of 

the table announcing óconstruction workersô, he was soon intrigued by the way things 

proceeded.  First, a candidate would walk forward to the table and answer a number of 

questions asked by the young black woman, who in turn would type on some kind of 

machine with a typewriter-like keyboard.  Then, the candidate would be asked to stand 

with his back against a white screen, where a picture of him was apparently taken.  

Finally, the candidate would be asked to lay his right hand on top of a sort of glass 

panel.  Then came something that excited greatly Thomas: before leaving, those 

candidates received and signed for twenty dollars in small bills.  Briefly stopping the 

latest candidate to have been processed at the table ahead of him, Thomas asked him a 

question in a low voice. 

 óôHey, friend, what is that money they gave you for?ôô 

 óôThey say that it represents a ten dollar hiring bonus, plus an advance of ten 

dollars on our first pay.ôô 

 óôAnd how much are they paying to construction workers?ôô 

 óôSeventy-five cents per hour.ôô Answered the man before walking out, leaving 

Thomas more hopeful than ever.  Seventy-five cents per hour was actually a very decent 

hourly wage for the time, a bit more in fact than the usual construction salary.  Even if he 

ended working less than the normal twelve hours per day, six days a week, he would still 

end up earning more than enough money to be able to decently support his family.  

 

 When his turn came to go to the table, Thomas got a nice smile from the black 

woman sitting behind it.  

 óôGood morning, sir!  What is your job training or specialty?ôô 

 óôI have fourteen years of experience as a carpenter and bricklayer, miss.ôô 

 óôWhen did you become unemployed, sir?ôô  

 óôFour months ago, miss.ôô said Thomas, his hands unconsciously gripping each 

other due to his nervousness.   

 óôThen, you are in luck, mister: we have many openings still available for 

carpenters and bricklayers.  May I have your full name, date and place of birth?ôô 

 óôCertainly, miss!  My name is Thomas Gardner, I was born near Jackson, 

Mississippi, on March 20th of 1898.ôô 
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Thomas also answered numerous other questions about his place of residence, his 

family situation, his state of general health and his level of education before the young 

employee looked up at him. 

 óôMister Gardner, you are now enlisted in a project to enlarge and improve the 

Burlington Municipal Airport.  While much of the work will consist in building long paved 

runways, a number of new buildings will be built at the airport, while the present 

buildings will be either refurbished or demolished.  So, there will be many months of paid 

work ahead for you, sir.  If you prove to be a good, reliable worker, there will be more 

work available at subsequent projects.  As for the pay, you will get 75 cents per hour and 

will work forty hour-weeks, with eight hours per day from Monday to Friday.  We will 

provide both breakfast and lunch for free to our employees and will cover any medical 

costs resulting from work accidents or illness.  One last point: this project is officially a 

desegregated one, something supported by Governor Weeks of Vermont.  The project 

managers and supervisors, as well as the state police, will make sure that no racial 

harassment or racist acts will be allowed at the work site, so if anything happens, donôt 

hesitate to lodge an immediate complaint with the site manager.  Now, if you could stand 

with your back against this white screen and stay still for a momentéôô  

Thomas did so, time to have his photo taken.  However, what happened next baffled 

him: instead of taking a photographic plate out of the tiny camera facing him, Thomas 

saw his picture suddenly appeared on some kind of glass surface part of a flat 

apparatus, where a text also appeared.  The young employee then punched a few notes 

on her keyboard and invited Thomas in putting his right hand flat on top of another glass 

surface.  More keys were punched, making a printed sheet of paper come out of the slot 

of one of the machines laid on the table before the young woman smiled to Thomas and 

handed him four five dollar bills. 

 óôHere is an enrolment bonus of ten dollars, plus a pay advance of ten dollars on 

your first weekly paycheck.  If you will now sign this enrolment form, Mister Gardner.ôô 

 óôUh, when do I start work and where do I go, miss?ôô asked Thomas while signing 

the said form. 

 óôYou will start working tomorrow morning, sir.  Be back here for 07:30 and buses 

will carry you to the nearby Burlington Municipal Airport site.ôô 

 óôOne last question, miss: who is paying for all this?  I thought that the 

municipality was nearly broke.ôô 
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 óôThe Municipality of Burlington, like the State of Vermont, has been able to 

secure special, very low interest rate loans from a foreign investor, Mister Gardner.ôô 

 óôOh!  That would explain the guy with the French accent.ôô 

His remark made the employee smile in response. 

 óôThatôs alright, sir: I also am a foreigner.  I was born in the French Martinique but 

learned English from a young age before working in New York for a few years.  I am in 

fact an employee of the Lenoir Industries Consortium, based in France.  Have a good 

day, Mister Gardner.ôô 

 óôI already am having a good day, miss.ôô replied Thomas before walking out, the 

precious twenty dollars in one pocket.  His next priority now would be to go buy some 

food, so that he could offer a decent meal tonight to his family.  As he stepped outside, 

there was some kind of raucous inside, with angry shouts and the noise of a brawl.  Two 

of the fit men in dark outfits then walked out, firmly holding in a choke hold the big racist 

bully that had earlier tried to jump the line ahead of a black man. 

 óôYOU FUCKING BASTARDS!  YOU DONôT HAVE THE RIGHT TO REFUSE ME 

A JOB LIKE THIS, NOT WHEN YOU GIVE ALL THOSE JOBS TO DIRTY NIGGERS.ôô 

 óôYou could have got a job if you would have shut your mouth and tried some 

tolerance for a change, mister.ôô shot back one of the security men.  óôNow, leave and 

donôt try to come back or to enlist at other work sites of our company.  If you do, you will 

be refused at once and turned away.ôô 

The two security men then let go the bully, pushing him away before going back inside.  

The bigot gave a hateful look at Thomas as he was starting to walk away and would 

probably have attacked him if not for the fact that a city policeman was watching him 

closely from less than ten feet away.  Thomas decided to stay in place for the moment 

and waited until the bully was out of sight, then smiled to the policeman. 

 óôThank you very much for your vigilance, Officer.ôô 

 óôJust doing my duty, sir.  Have a good day!ôô 

 óôYou too, Officer!ôô 

 Only then did Thomas leave the town hall square, taking a street opposite to that taken 

by the bully.  

 

07:18 (New York Time) 

Friday, September 12, 1930 

Road to Burlington Municipal Airport 
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 óôIt looks like itôs going to rain today, Mary.  Maybe they will send the workers 

home earlier.  On the other hand, our fields of vegetables can use rain right now.ôô 

 óôWell, even if they send the workers home early, I will still need to prepare 

breakfast and lunch for them, so I will still have a busy day, Sean.ôô 

The mature couple travelling in their beaten up old Ford pickup truck loaded with sacks 

of fresh vegetables then fell silent as Sean drove along the dirt road leading to the 

municipal airport.  Sean and Mary Brennan were both of Irish stock and proud of their 

ancestry.  In the case of Sean, his grandfather, Patrick Ó Braonáin, had emigrated to the 

United States at the height of the Great Famine of 1845-52 in Ireland, leaving the county 

of Kilkenny to establish himself in Vermont, where he had worked on a farm.  Through 

hard work, Patrick had managed to acquire his own farm, which he had passed to his 

son Erasmus, who in turn had passed it to Sean at his death.  However, no amount of 

hard work could help much in these present financial hard times, with the prices of 

agricultural produces going down as part of the Great Depression.  Sean and Maryôs 

farm had been hit hard by those deflated produce prices and they had been growing 

near desperate, until a number of construction and public works projects had been 

started some three weeks ago, both across Vermont and in the neighboring states.  

Those projects, employing thousands of previously unemployed workers, had helped 

directly many farmers by buying in bulk produces, meat and dairy products and using 

those supplies to feed for free two meals a day to the workers.  All those workers now 

had money to buy food for their families, something that had also helped indirectly 

farmers around the state.  Such generosity and charity, apart from helping greatly his 

farm, had also struck deeply Seanôs mind, as it contrasted greatly with the stories of 

ruthless exploitation of the poor, greed and cruelty by British landlords towards their 

starving Irish tenants during the Irish Great Famine, during which over a million Irish had 

starved to death, with some two million more leaving their cherished ancestral home to 

emigrate to the United States. 

 

 Sean was still thinking about those stories from his grandfather about the bad 

times in Ireland when his pickup truck arrived at the work site of the municipal airport.  

The policeman guarding the entrance to the work site smiled on recognizing Sean and 

Mary and waived them in without further ado.  Finally, Sean stopped in front of the large 

trailer housing the kitchen, which itself was connected to a big marquis tent complex 
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where the workers could eat breakfast and lunch.  Charles Munroe, the head cook of the 

kitchen, came out at once with four big men in order to help unload the produces from 

the pickup truck.  Munroe, a jovial and somewhat overweight man in his late forties, 

greeted Sean with a handshake. 

 óôNice to see you, Sean.  So, letôs bring in all these fresh vegetables, so that they 

could be weighed and I could pay you for them.ôô 

 óôIôm going to get ready at the service counter, Charlie: those workers are soon 

going to assault it, demanding their breakfast.ôô 

 óôThatôs fine with me, Mary.ôô  

A few minutes only were enough to empty Seanôs truck and carry the sacks inside, 

where Munroe did a quick inventory and calculated their worth before signing for their 

delivery and paying for them.  Sean grinned with satisfaction as he pocketed the dollars 

given to him by the head cook and signed the receipt for the produces. 

 óôDecidedly, it is a pleasure to do business with this project, Charlie.ôô 

 óôHell, talk about my own pleasure at having a decent paying job here, Sean.  Do 

you know how many people this project is helping out of poverty, both directly and 

indirectly?ôô 

 óôHundreds, I suppose.ôô 

 óôMake it a few thousands, and I am only talking about around Burlington.  Apart 

from the 300 men working directly at this site, you can add farmers like you, who supply 

the site with food items, plus the store owners in town where the workers are now able to 

spend money on food, clothing and other items.  In turn, that means that these store 

owners themselves are not facing anymore the prospect of bankruptcy and have started 

rehiring their old employees, whom they had been obliged to let go at the onset of this 

Great Depression.  I would say that, for each worker on this site, at least five more 

people are benefiting from this project.  And they say that there are now dozens of such 

projects going on in Vermont and the neighboring states.ôô 

 óôYeah, I heard that Mayor Jackson is quite happy about this project, while the 

Governor is reaping a lot of kudos as well.ôô 

 óôWell, that sure wonôt hurt their chances at reelection during the next ballot.  I 

suppose that you will come back this afternoon to pick up Mary, as usual?ôô 

 óôYouôre right!  Will she be finished by four thirty?ôô 

 óôYes!  See you this afternoon, Sean!ôô 

 óôAnd have a good day, Charlie!ôô 
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Going back to his pickup truck and sitting behind the wheel, Sean then started his 

engine and left.  

 

 Inside the kitchen trailer, Mary found that the other assistant cook, Helen 

Fitzpatrick, was already in and was busy starting the gas ovens and stoves. 

 óôHi, Helen!  I will get a big pot of coffee going for our workers.ôô 

 óôHi, Mary!  Please do: these guys are fuelled by coffee.  And make it strong!ôô 

 óôOh, donôt worry about that: I myself donôt drink dishwater.ôô 

The next fifteen minutes or so were busy for the two women and Charlie, with the first 

workers starting to enter the cafeteria tent as Mary manned the hot plates of the service 

counter.  The first one to get to the counter was Thomas Gardner, a polite, hard working 

black man whom Mary liked as a customer. 

 óôGood morning, Misses Brennan!  Could I have two eggs easy over, with some 

bacon and potatoes?ôô 

 óôYou sure can, Thomas, and please call me Mary instead of Misses Brennan.  I 

must have told you already at least five times.ôô 

 óôSorry, Misseséuh, Mary.  I am accustomed to be polite with ladies.ôô 

 óôNothing wrong with that, Tom, but next time you call me óMisses Brennanô, you 

will get my spatula on the head.ôô 

 óôUh, understood, Mary.ôô 

 óôThatôs better!  Here you go!ôô  

From there, time flew by as she and Helen served the 300 or so workers, who then ate 

quickly in order to start working on time at 08:30.  They would then return at 12:15 for 

lunch and return to work for 13:00, finally leaving the work site at five thirty in the 

afternoon.  That work schedule was actually much lighter than what had been common 

in the recent past, while providing free meals for the workers was certainly a first.  When 

Mary reviewed with Charlie what they had available to them to prepare lunch, she 

beamed on seeing that they had received a quantity of fresh lamb meat. 

 óôLook at those nice lamb cuts!  We have everything here to prepare a good old 

Irish stew.ôô 

 óôThen, be my guest, Mary.ôô  Replied the head cook, smiling to her.  óôI am putting 

you in charge of that stew.ôô 

 óôOh, thanks Charlie!  I promise you that the men will love it.ôô 
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 óôIôm sure that they will, Mary: you are indeed an excellent cook.  You should start 

your own restaurant one day.ôô 

 óôHum, maybe I shouldéonce we are out of this depression.ôô  

 

16:17 (New York Time) 

Road between downtown Burlington and the municipal airport 

 

 Sean Brennan, who had turned on the road to the airport only three kilometers 

earlier, was surprised at first to see in the distance a sort of roadblock formed by a 

number of cars and pickup trucks parked across the road, forming a chicane.  There was 

also a small crowd standing around the roadblock.  Seanôs surprise gradually turned into 

fear as he got closer: all the men appeared to be armed, either with shotguns, rifles, iron 

bars, baseball bats and picksô handles.  Some of them also wore the long white robes 

and hoods of the Ku Klux Klan, who were well known for their anti-black violence and 

depredations in the Southern states.  One Klansman armed with a shotgun and standing 

in the middle of the road then waved him to slow down and stop, something that Sean 

had but little choice to do right now.  Stopping level with the Klansman, who had his 

hood off at the time, Sean lowered his window to speak with him.  He then felt a shock 

on recognizing the Klansman as being the Chittenden County Sheriff in person!  The 

Sheriff looked briefly in the cab and the back before addressing Sean in a suspicious 

tone.  

 óôWhy are you going to the municipal airport?  To pick up some nigger working 

there?ôô 

 óôI was just going to pick up my wife, who works at the siteôs kitchen.ôô 

The Sheriff fixed Sean for a moment, then made a waiving gesture. 

 óôAlright, you may pass, but you better have only your wife aboard when you will 

return.ôô 

 óôUnderstood, sir!ôô replied Sean, wanting to get away from this roadblock as 

quickly as possible.  With the racists on the road stepping to the side to let him pass, 

Sean drove slowly through the chicane formed by four cars, then accelerated towards 

the airport.  As he did so, he recognized another armed man as being a member of the 

municipal police.  That left a bitter taste in his mouth, with his fear soon turning into 

anger and disgust.  That racist mob reminded him too much of the gangs of enforcers 
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and middlemen used during the 19th Century by British landlords in Ireland to oppress 

and squeeze their starving Irish tenants.  

 

 When Sean arrived at the entrance gate of the work site, he saw that the workers 

had still not finished their work, while the buses used to transport them home were lined 

up and parked near the kitchen.  Rolling down his window, he spoke urgently to the 

municipal policeman posted at the gate. 

 óôQUICK, WARN THE SITE MANAGER NOT TO SEND THE WORKERS BY 

BUS DOWN THAT ROAD: A CROWD OF ABOUT SIXTY ARMED RACISTS HAVE 

PUT UP A ROADBLOCK SOME TWO MILES BEHIND ME.ôô 

 óôWhat?!  Are you sure, Mister Brennan?ôô 

 óôYes I am!  They have parked four cars across the road to form a chicane and 

they are all armed with either shotguns, rifles, crowbars or pick handles.  Some also 

wear KKK robes, including the County Sheriff himself.  I also recognized one of your 

colleagues, Dan Spitzer, as part of the crowd.ôô 

 óôOh my God!ôô said the young policeman, horrified.  óôGo to the managerôs trailer, 

near the kitchen: I will join you there.ôô  

 óôUnderstood!ôô 

Sean then sped towards the kitchen trailer, breaking at the last moment and turning 

around, to finally stop and park in front of it.  Mary, who was waiting outside the kitchen 

trailer, watched him jump out and run away with utter bewilderment. 

 óôSEAN, WERE ARE YOU GOING?ôô 

 óôI WILL EXPLAIN LATER: SOMETHING BAD IS BREWING UP.ôô 

Climbing the few steps of the managerôs trailer, Sean did not bother to knock on the door 

before opening it and entering the trailer, surprising the project manager, who was in the 

process of reading some kind of document. 

 óôMister Brennan?  Whatéôô 

 óôQUICK, SIR!  DELAY THE DEPARTURE BY BUS OF THE WORKERS: A BIG 

BUNCH OF ARMED RACISTS HAVE PUT UP A ROADBLOCK ACROSS THE ROAD 

TO DOWNTOWN BURLINGTON.ôô  

Sean then took a minute telling the shocked manager, who was a Frenchman, about 

what he had seen, including the presence of the County Sheriff and of at least one 

municipal policeman as part of the armed crowd.  Looking lost at first, the manager then 

picked up the microphone of the radio linking him with the security guards of the site, 
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who were part of the Air France security branch.  He ordered the head of the guards to 

come to his trailer, then decided to call as well the project manager for the whole state of 

Vermont, who was collocated with the Governor of Vermont in the town of Montpellier, 

the state capital.  He had time to repeat to him what Sean had told him before the senior 

security guard entered the trailer at the same time as the municipal policeman who had 

been guarding the gate of the site. 

 óôIs there a problem, Monsieur Vaillant?ôô 

 óôVery much so, Monsieur Julien:  Mister Brennan encountered an armed racist 

mob at a roadblock three kilometers down the road to downtown Burlington.  They 

probably want to stop the buses transporting our workers and then beat the black ones 

up.  I called Monsieur Vernier in Montpellier, but I donôt know frankly what to do next.  

According to Mister Brennan, there are some police officers that are part of that racist 

mob.ôô 

Robert Julien tightened his jaws on hearing that: the degree and extent of racism in the 

United States that he had seen since his arrival a month ago had angered him to no 

small degree with its meanness, ignorance and plain stupidity.  Unfortunately, being a 

visiting foreigner here, he didnôt have the legal right to do much about it, except maybe 

exercise his right to self-defense.  An idea then came to his mind. 

 óôWe do have one SUPER COLIBRI and two COLIBRI II here at the airfield: we 

could use them to move at least our black workers by air, so that they are not exposed to 

these rednecks.ôô 

George Vaillant nodded his head on hearing that. 

 óôThat sounds like an excellent idea that could avoid any violence today.ôô 

 óôBut what about those racists at the roadblock?ôô protested Sean Brennan.  óôI still 

have to bring my wife home and I canôt abandon my truck here.  Besides, those thugs 

need to face justice for this.ôô 

 óôYou are right, Mister Brennan: we canôt let those bastards get away scot free 

like this, as they were probably ready to murder or seriously wound our black workers.ôô 

said Julien, thoughtful.  óôI may not have the authority here to make arrests, but I think 

that we still could make the next best thing: get evidence that could support legal 

prosecution against them.ôô 

The Air France security man then turned to look at the young policeman who had 

manned the gate of the site. 

 óôCould I use you as a witness for our next move, Officer Kenley?ôô 



 58 

 óôUh, sure!  What do you have in mind, Mister Julien?ôô 

 óôYou will soon see.  Come with me outside.ôô 

However, before they could go out of the trailer, the telephone on Vaillantôs desk rang, 

freezing them at the door.  The project manager nearly jumped on his telephone and 

picked up the receiver. 

 óôMichel Vaillant here!ôô 

The voice that answered him then was definitely an American one. 

 óôMister Vaillant, this is John Weeks, Governor of Vermont.  What exactly is going 

on in Burlington?ôô 

 óôMister Governor, we have a large crowd of armed racists who have put up a 

barrage across the road linking the Burlington Municipal Airport and downtown 

Burlington, with the apparent goal of stopping the buses carrying our workers home and 

beating up the black workers.ôô 

The manager then gave the details to the Governor, who was silent for a moment before 

speaking again, some bitterness evident in his voice. 

 óôThe County Sheriff himself, part of those jackalsé I will be damned if I will let 

any lynch mob act as they please anywhere in my state.  What they are trying to do 

amounts to armed insurrection and I will respond to it accordingly.  I am going to put my 

National Guard in action on this.  In the meantime, evacuate your workers as safely as 

possible.ôô 

 óôUnderstood, Mister Governor.  We will use our SUPER COLIBRI and COLIBRI 

IIs to evacuate our black workers by air and will wait for your guardsmen to arrive before 

moving the rest by bus.  Thank you for your intervention, Mister Governor.ôô 

The manager then put down his telephone receiver and looked at Julien and the young 

policeman. 

 óôThe Governor is going to send some guardsmen to help here and agree to us 

evacuating our black workers by air.ôô 

 óôExcellent!  Iôm going to alert our pilots.ôô 

Mary Brennan came in the trailer just after the departure of the two men and looked 

anxiously at her husband. 

 óôSean, what is going on?ôô 

 óôRednecks have shown up, Mary.ôô said Sean before taking a minute to explain to 

her what was happening. 

 óôAnd what will we do in the meantime, Sean?ôô 
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 óôWhat I will do is go get my trusty shotgun in the truck and stand ready to defend 

this site if those morons show up here.ôô was Seanôs reply before he ran out of the trailer.   

 

17:07 (New York Time) 

Improvised barrage on the road to the municipal airport 

 

 Chittenden County Sheriff John Coolidge, standing beside one of the cars 

forming a chicane across the road to the municipal airport, stiffened when he started to 

hear engine noises coming from the direction of the airport.  He then shouted to the 68 

other men manning the roadblock with him. 

 óôI HEAR ENGINE NOISES!  GET READY TO GREET THOSE NIGGERS THE 

WAY THEY DESERVE, MEN!ôô 

He however quickly felt that something was wrong: the noises were not that of car 

engines.  Looking up at an angle of about thirty degrees, he then saw a group of five 

small dots approaching from the airport at medium altitude, a sight that made him swear 

violently. 

 óôTHE FUCKING BASTARDS ARE RETURNING TO DOWNTOWN 

BURLINGTON BY AIR!  LETôS SHOOT THEM DOWN WHEN THEY WILL PASS 

OVERHEAD!ôô 

The 36 men at the roadblock who were already carrying an assortment of rifles, 

shotguns and carbines took positions against the cars of the roadblock, using them as 

supports to steady their aim.  Those who had baseball bats or steel crowbars in their 

hands but had left firearms in their cars ran at once to retrieve them.  By the time that the 

small group of planes, three of which had weird shapes with large propellers, was 

overhead, 45 men at the roadblock were aiming firearms at them.  Coolidge, who had 

himself retrieved his Remington caliber .30-06 bolt-action rifle from the trunk of his car, 

judged the altitude of the aircraft to be around 400 meters, too high for shotguns but 

certainly within range of rifles. 

 óôLET THESE NIGGERS HAVE IT, BOYS!ôô 

 

 Up above, in one of the two Vermont Air Guard Curtiss FALCON escorting the 

one SUPER COLIBRI and two COLIBRI II loaded with black workers, Captain Richard 

Simmons swore when he heard the distinct sound of gunfire and saw multiple muzzle 
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flashes among the crowd of men at the roadblock.  Whoever was down there at the 

roadblock had just ratcheted up significantly the criminal level of their acts.  

 óôFucking rednecks!  This is pretty close to armed insurrection.ôô 

His observer, Sergeant Willis Cleburne, suddenly screamed with pain in his rear open 

cockpit, at the same time that two bullets pierced the canvas surfaces of the right wing of 

their aircraft.  Twisting his head backward, Simmons saw that his observer now lay inert 

in his aft seat, blood visible on his face.  That sight positively enraged Simmons, who 

grabbed his radio microphone to call his wingman, Lieutenant Mike Johnson.  More 

bullets hit his plane as he spoke in the radio. 

 óôBlue Two, this is Blue One: we are getting gunfire and my observer has just 

been hit.  Follow me and dive on those bastards at the roadblock.  Use your machine 

guns and silence those shooters, over!ôô 

 óôBlue Two, understood!ôô replied Johnson after a short delay and with some 

reticence in his voice.  He however followed Simmonsô FALCON in a tight turn to the 

right, followed by a steep dive towards the cars assembled on and around the road.  

Johnson saw from the corner of one eye two SUPER COLIBRI approaching at low level, 

coming from the direction of Montpellier.  From his pre-mission briefing with Captain 

Simmons, he knew that the Governor intended to use the two SUPER COLIBRI parked 

at the Barre-Montpellier Airport to transport quickly to the site of the roadblock all the 

Vermont National Guardsmen he could find, with the aim of disarming and arresting the 

racist mob.  Johnson was not himself anti-segregation and kept his distances from black 

people, but he didnôt condone acts of violence, like lynching and beatings, and believed 

in the rule of law and order.  The news that Sergeant Cleburne had been hit further 

motivated him as he dove down behind Simmonsô FALCON while taking the safeties off 

his two fixed machine guns.  The distinct sound of a bullet striking his aircraft then made 

him angrily clench his teeth together.  

 óôYou want to play that game, you bastards?  Then we will play together!ôô 

 

 Down at the roadblock, Sheriff Coolidge understood his mistake when he saw 

two of the planes turn and dive on his group. 

 óôChrist!  They are going to strafe us.  GET IN YOUR CARS AND RETREAT, 

MEN!ôô 

However, the men at the roadblock barely had time to start running towards their cars 

and pickup trucks before the first strafing pass by Captain Simmons.  The bullets from 
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that first pass pierced a number of the cars and also hit five men, who went down with 

screams of pain.  Some of the other rednecks stood their ground and tried to hit the two 

planes diving at them.  Four of those men, plus another five hurriedly getting into pickup 

trucks, were hit by Lieutenant Johnsonôs pass.  Coolidge himself, who was shouting 

orders around, was killed instantly by a bullet to the head, leaving the crowd leaderless.  

The panicked racists failed to notice the two SUPER COLIBRI landing across the road 

some 300 meters west of the roadblock, and that until the two aircraft took off at the 

vertical after unloading a total of 57 Vermont guardsmen.  Even before they could 

approach those guardsmen, who were hurryingly taking prone firing positions on both 

sides of the road, the convoy of cars and pickup trucks was hit again by the second 

strafing passes of Simmons and Johnson.  One pickup truck, its driver killed by a 

machine gun bullet and with two of the seven men in its back also hit, veered off the 

road at high speed and plunged into the roadside drainage ditch, hitting its bank hard 

and projecting the occupants of the truckôs back high in the air.  Those occupants then 

brutally landed in the adjacent field, sustaining more injuries.  A sedan car was also hit 

and similarly crashed into the drainage ditch, flipping over on impact and then 

performing three spectacular rolls before coming to a rest in a field, belly up.  The 

remaining cars and trucks, in a state of utter panic, tried to drive past the Vermont 

guardsmen positioned across the road, but were greeted by dense rifle fire from the 

Springfield 1903 bolt-action rifles of the soldiers.  Some of the rednecks then worsened 

their situation by trying to fire back at the guardsmen, attracting in turn an even fiercer 

hail of bullets at the cars and trucks.  Firing frantically their rifles at an average individual 

rate of fire of one round per four seconds, the 57 guardsmen, many of whom were 

experienced hunters and qualified marksmen, peppered all the vehicles in the redneck 

convoy as it tried to drive past them, hitting its occupants, piercing radiators and blowing 

up tires.  Only one car, already with four bullet holes in its steel body and a flat tire, 

managed to drive past the guardsmen, only to find itself the target of the concentrated 

fire from 22 of the soldiers.  With all its occupants killed or gravely wounded, it coasted 

to a stop after another sixty meters or so.  Not hearing return fire anymore, the major in 

charge of the guardsmen got up and shouted at his men. 

 óôCEASE FIRE!  CEASE FIRE!  FORM UP IN A SKIRMISH LINE AND START 

SWEEPING DOWN THE ROAD AND THE ADJACENT FIELDS.  DISARM AND 

ARREST THE SURVIVORS AND COLLECT THE DEAD AND WOUNDED AND LINE 

THEM ON THE ROAD.  IF ANYONE TRIES TO RUN AWAY, GIVE THEM ONE 



 62 

WARNING TO STOP, THEN SHOOT THEM DOWN IF THEY DONôT COMPLY!  

SERGEANT McKINNON, TAKE FOUR MEN AND GO CHECK THAT CAR THAT 

PASSED US!ôô 

Major Charles Brubacker then went to check if his unit had suffered any casualties in the 

exchange of gunfire.  He felt a flash of anger on seeing that one of his men had been 

seriously wounded by a bullet to his chest.  

 óôThose bastards!  They are going to learn that they are in Vermont, not Alabama 

or Mississippi.ôô  

As his men started walking down the road and the adjacent fields in extended line, he 

saw the two SUPER COLIBRI aircraft that had carried his men starting to come down to 

land at the vertical on the road near him.  Waiting until they had landed and had slowed 

down their propellers to idle, he walked to the first one and spoke to the Air France 

Security Branch man whose head was sticking out of the forward port side door of the 

impressive machine.  

 óôWE ARE GOING TO COLLECT THE DEAD AND WOUNDED AND ARREST 

THE SURVIVORS.  I WILL NEED YOUR PLANES TO BE READY TO TRANSPORT 

THE WOUNDED TO THE HOSPITAL IN BURLINGTON.ôô 

 óôNO PROBLEMS, MAJOR!ôô  

Brubacker then walked away along the road to catch up with his line of advancing men.  

Dealing with the wounded and the dead proved to take much longer than he had 

expected, as only thirteen of the rednecks were captured alive and intact, to have their 

hands promptly tied in their backs and to be then made to sit down in a tight group on 

the road, with five guardsmen watching them closely.  Brubacker was shocked to find 

how many weapons the rednecks had, with those weapons now strewn along the road 

and drainage ditches or inside crashed cars.  What however shocked and angered him 

the most was when he found the body of Sheriff Coolidge, still wearing his KKK robe and 

hood.  Brubacker was not naïve and knew that there were plenty of racists in Vermont, 

even though they were much less numerous in proportion to the general population of 

the state compared to the southern states of the country, but finding that someone who 

represented the law in this county had been part of this lynching mob brought bitterness 

to him.  Anger was then added to his bitterness on noticing that many of the cars and 

pickup trucks had out of state plates.    
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14:18 (New York Time) 

Saturday, September 13, 1930 

Burlington Town Hall, downtown Burlington 

Vermont 

 

 óôSILENCE, PLEASE!  THE GOVERNOR IS NOW GOING TO SPEAK.ôô 

The crowd of over forty radio reporters, press photographers and journalists grew quiet 

as the governor of Vermont, John Weeks, took place behind the microphone set at one 

end of the public meeting room in the Burlington Town Hall, with the mayor of Burlington 

taking position to his right and back.  Weeks had a stern expression as he started 

speaking to the media men. 

 óôGentlemen of the press, a most disgraceful and criminal event happened 

yesterday afternoon, when a group of 69 armed men put up a barrage across the road 

linking Burlington with its municipal airport.  From the confessions taken from many of 

those men who were arrested yesterday by the Vermont National Guard, their goal was 

to intercept and stop the buses due to bring the workers employed at the construction 

site at the airport back to their homes in Burlington, then to take out the black workers in 

the buses and beat them up.  Thankfully, a citizen going to the airport was able to alert 

the site manager at the airport to this threat to his workers.  That manager then called 

Montpellier to inform me of the situation.  Since this situation amounted to no less than 

an armed riot, I ordered the Vermont National Guard and Air Guard to take action to 

either disperse those rioters or arrest them if they refused to disperse.  Concurrently, the 

construction site manager at the Burlington Municipal Airport decided to use the planes 

parked at the airfield to carry safely by air the black workers targeted by the rioters, while 

the white workers waited at the airport for the road to be reopened.  As a safety 

precaution, I ordered two armed planes of the Vermont Air Guard to escort the planes 

transporting the black workers to Burlington.  I also ordered the national guardsmen 

available in Montpellier to use two planes parked at the Barre-Montpellier Municipal 

Airport and fly to the site of the roadblock.  Those two planes, which are capable of 

taking off and landing vertically, were to land near the roadblock and dismount the 

guardsmen, so that they could arrest the rioters.  My men went with the intent of using 

the minimum force possible.  However, the rioters chose by their actions to escalate the 

situation at once.  When the planes carrying the black workers towards Burlington 

passed overhead, the rioters started shooting at them with dozens of rifles.  The 
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transport planes suffered only insignificant damage, due to their construction making 

them resistant to bullets, but the two Vermont Air Guard planes escorting them were 

struck by multiple bullets, with one of those bullets striking and killing the observer in the 

lead aircraft.  That was when the lead pilot decided to return fire and dove with his 

wingman on the rioters, using his machine guns to silence their gunfire.  A number of 

rioters were hit at that time, with the rest then deciding to beat a hasty retreat.  However, 

when they encountered the guardsmen who had been landed across the road at some 

distance from the barrage, they refused to stop and opened fire on the soldiers, who in 

turn returned fire.  When the firefight concluded, with all the riotersô vehicles immobilized, 

21 rioters were dead and 35 others were wounded, while one guardsman was seriously 

wounded.  The surviving rioters were then disarmed and arrested and the wounded were 

flown to the Mary Fletcher Hospital, here in Burlington.ôô 

The Governor then took a short pause, managing his effect, before speaking again in a 

firm tone. 

 óôThose surviving rioters are going to be charged with murder, attempted murder, 

armed insurrection, rioting, illegal assembly with intent to commit violence and resisting 

arrest.  Two points about those rioters have particularly aggravated me, on top of the 

violence they committed against my guardsmen: first, I was incensed to learn that the 

Sheriff of Chittenden County himself, John Coolidge, was part of the crowd of rioters and 

was in fact leading them, wearing a Ku Klux Klan robe and hood.  Two Sheriffôs Deputies 

and one Burlington Municipal Police officer were also part of the rioters.  While Sheriff 

Coolidge was killed during the firefight with my guardsmen, one of his deputies was 

wounded and arrested, along with the other deputy and the municipal police officer.  On 

learning of his presence among the rioters, Mayor Jackson immediately fired that 

municipal police officer, who will now have to face the same charges as the other rioters.  

The second point that aggravated me was the fact that a goodly number of the rioters 

had come from out of state, with the sole goal of committing violence against black 

residents of Vermont.  Those out of state rioters came from Connecticut, New 

Hampshire, New York, New Jersey, Ohio and Pennsylvania.  This effectively turned the 

actions of the rioters into a coordinated act of armed sedition across state lines and I 

have instructed the Stateôs Attorney General to prosecute those rioters vigorously and to 

enlist the help of the BOI1 in this affair.  I intend later today to get in touch with the 

                                                

1
 BOI : Bureau of Investigation. The first name of what would become the FBI. 
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governors of the states concerned, to apprise them of the circumstances of this incident 

and to gain their cooperation in investigating the individuals from their respective states 

who were arrested yesterday.  That is the information I have for you at the moment.  You 

may now ask questions.ôô 

Dozens of questions were immediately shouted by the reporters, forcing the aide of the 

governor to ask repeatedly for calm and to choose which reporter could ask a question.  

The first journalist to ask a question proved to be a local one. 

 óôJerry OôNeil, Burlington Free Press!  Governor, do we know why those rioters 

planned to stop those workers?  What made them target the black workers from the 

construction site at the airport, rather than simply targeting black people in downtown 

Burlington?ôô 

 óôA pertinent question, Mister OôNeil, and one to which we got an answer by 

interrogating the arrested rioters.  Basically, the rioters claimed to have been incensed 

by the fact that black men had gained some of the jobs at the airport improvement 

project, at the expense of white workers who could also have been selected.  They also 

were angry about the fact that the airport construction site was not segregated and that 

black and white workers shared the same facilities and had equal salaries for similar 

skills.ôô 

Many of the out-of-state reporters stiffened on hearing that, with one of them being the 

next to ask a question. 

 óôCarl Steinberger, from the New York Post.  Mister Governor, why was that 

construction site not segregated?  Did you order it to be so?ôô 

Weeksô face then showed some irritation at that question and he fixed the reporter in the 

eyes while answering him. 

 óôMister Steinberger, each state in the United States is presently free to adopt or 

not regulations enforcing racial segregation in public places.  Vermont is not part of the 

states enforcing such segregation rules and, as far as I am concerned, will never do.  

Vermont is known to be a most tolerant and open-minded state, something that I am 

rightly proud of.ôô 

 óôMister Governor, some say that racial integration at the Burlington Municipal 

Airport and at many other large construction sites across Vermont and the surrounding 

states was actually a clause mandated by the financial backer of the projects, the 

French-based Lenoir Industries Consortium.  Is that true?ôô   
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Weeks took a moment to think over his answer, realizing how tricky that question was in 

many ways. 

 óôYes, the loans from the Lenoir Industries did contain an anti-segregation clause, 

which I accepted in the contracts for the various construction sites around Vermont 

financed by French loans.  Before anyone would criticize such a clause, let me say this: 

first, I am personally against racial segregation, so I had no compunction into accepting 

that clause.  Second, nearly 3,000 Vermont workers who were previously unemployed 

and had nearly zero prospects of finding a new job are now employed at the various 

construction sites across the state meant to improve our aviation infrastructure.  As you 

must know, the Lenoir Industries is a World leader in aviation facilities and networks, 

with the Air France company and the Blériot-Kruger Aircraft company being subsidiaries 

of the Lenoir Industries.  On top of employing directly those 3,000 workers, those 

projects are further helping the economy of the state by buying or renting construction 

equipment and materials from suppliers based in Vermont and by buying foodstuff from 

our local farms in order to feed their onsite workers during work hours.  Overall, these 

projects are making wonders to help Vermont ride the present economic depression, in 

contrast to the ham-fisted economic and financial policies of the Hoover Administration, 

which are actually contributing to this depression.ôô 

 óôMister Governor, it was mentioned that there are more construction projects 

around other states that are also financed by loans from the Lenoir Industries.  Is that 

correct and, if yes, in which states?ôô 

 óôIt is correct, mister.  Apart from Vermont, the states of New York, New Jersey, 

Connecticut, Massachusetts, Rhode Island, New Hampshire and Maine have also 

signed loans and understandings with the head of the Lenoir Industries, Miss Tasha 

Lenoir.ôô 

 óôAnd what is being built right now in Vermont as a result of those contracts, 

Mister Governor?ôô  

 óôThe projects under construction in Vermont include the extensive improvement 

and enlargement of three airports in the state: Burlington Municipal Airport; the 

Bennington Airport and the Barre-Montpellier Airport.  Those work projects include the 

building of long, paved runways, new control towers with radar systems, passengers 

terminals, hangars and support and emergency services facilities.  On top of these three 

airport projects, there are also construction sites to build new schools, roads and low 

income housing.  Finally, the Lenoir Industries will help the future of Vermont by effecting 
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a transfer of technological and scientific knowledge to our technical schools and 

universities.  That last point is much more important and significant than many would 

believe at first, gentlemen.  Next school season, Vermont students will be able to learn 

the latest aeronautical, chemical and electronic engineering knowledge directly at the 

Champlain College and at the University of Vermont.  Vermont will thus become a new 

center of advanced technology studies in the United States.ôô 

 óôWait!  Hasnôt France refused before to share such advanced technological 

knowledge with the United States, Mister Governor?ôô 

 óôFrance indeed did, mostly because of the present racial segregation policies 

enforced around the United States.  The other states that signed contracts with the 

Lenoir Industries will also benefit from a similar transfer of technological and scientific 

knowledge.ôô 

 óôWhat about the other states in America, Mister Governor?ôô 

Weeks shrugged and smiled then. 

 óôIt will all depend on their legal and actual state of racial segregation or non-

segregation, gentlemen.  No racial integration and equality, no transfer of technology 

and no modern airport facilities.ôô 

 óôMister Governor, what pushed Miss Lenoir in changing her long-held policies 

concerning the United States?ôô 

 óôFirst off, Miss Lenoir has not really changed her said policies: we changed our 

own policies by accepting to prevent and ban racial segregation at the work sites she is 

helping to finance.  Second, if left to run unchecked, the present depression is 

threatening the economic situation of the whole World, not only that of the United States.  

Miss Lenoir is simply applying one of the remedies that could stop that depression, 

namely financial stimulation through large public works programs.ôô 

 óôJack Penfield, from the Washington Post!  Mister Governor, arenôt you worried 

that, under the guise of this public works program, Miss Lenoir and her consortium could 

be attempting to subvert the United Statesô economy and its politics?  Isnôt this 

constituting foreign meddling in American affairs?ôô 

With the rest of the reporters avidly waiting for his response to that, Weeks eyed 

severely the Washington reporter. 

 óôMister Penfield, if you equate a foreign industrial powerhouse lending a financial 

hand to a number of American states with foreign meddling in American affairs, then I 

would say that you are being paranoid and are ready to keep us mired into a 
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catastrophic economic depression, which by the way was caused solely by the 

unabashed greed and myopic practices of American bankers, speculators and stock 

market traders.  Vermont and the other states involved in this work program got basically 

zero help from the federal government, which keeps denying the seriousness of the 

situation and even worsened it by foolishly starting a trade tariffs war with Europe with its 

Smoot-Hawley Tariff Act.  So, excuse me and the other governors involved for grabbing 

and shaking a lending hand when it appeared.  On this, I will now terminate this briefing, 

as I have many important telephone calls to make.  Have a good day, gentlemen.ôô 

Weeks then turned around and walked out of the meeting hall via a back door, pursued 

by shouted questions from the journalists and reporters.   

 

16:05 (New York Time) 

Thursday, September 18, 1930 

Office of the Director of the Bureau of Investigations (BOI) 

Department of Justice building, Washington, D.C. 

 

 óôSo, Clyde, what did you find to date on this affair in Burlington and the 

involvement of this Miss Lenoir in the public works program around the New England 

states and New York?ôô 

Clyde Tolson, the Assistant Director of the BOI, who had been called to John Edgar 

Hooverôs office along with three senior field agents and one senior lawyer, briefly 

consulted his notes before answering his Director. 

 óôWell, to say that this affair is quite interesting in many ways would be an 

understatement, sir.  While the battle between the armed segregationists and the 

Vermont guardsmen can be characterized as a fairly straightforward clash between 

armed rioters and state law and order forces, the present involvement of Miss Lenoir in 

the public works programs going on around the New England states, the New York state 

and New Jersey, is proving to be of truly surprising scope.  As far as we know, Miss 

Tasha Lenoir has pledged a total of 210 million dollars in very low interest, long-term 

loans and in technological support to the states involved, all under the express condition 

that no racial segregation or discrimination be exercised in the hiring, pay and treatment 

of the workers hired for those programs.  And this is said to be for the first year alone, 

with more money to come in the following years.ôô   
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The dollar figure left Hoover, a squarely built 35 year-old man, with his mouth opened 

ajar. 

 óôDid you say 210 million dollars, Clyde?  How rich is this Tasha Lenoir exactly?ôô 

 óôYou could say filthy rich, sir.  In fact, she is rumored to be the richest woman in 

the World and could well be the richest person in the World as well, something that I 

would be inclined to believe.  The extent of her fortune is not known, as Miss Lenoir is 

quite discrete about her personal worth and actually lives a fairly frugal lifestyle, but she 

is easily a multi-billionaireéin American dollars.  Her industrial and scientific empire 

extends worldwide and her political clout and influence in France and around Europe is 

very significant.  Her fortune has exploded further recently, after her consortiumôs 

prospection teams founds huge deposits of oil in Arabia, following which they signed 

exclusive exploitation deals with the local sheiks.  The Lenoir consortium, in league with 

the French oil company óJupiterô, has already started importing Arabian oil to the 

European market and is making a ton of money with the sale of that oil.ôô 

 óôSo, if she is really swimming in money, then why getting involved here, around 

the New England states and New York?  Is she trying to buy political influence here?ôô 

On that, Tolson hesitated a bit before answering.  

 óôPossibly, sir.  The fact that she insisted on that non-segregation clause points to 

some political motives on her part to finance those programs.  However, a couple of our 

best analysts and lawyers who looked at Miss Lenoirôs various operations, both here and 

around Europe, are speculating that her motives are more of the social kind.ôô 

 óôWhat do you mean by that?ôô 

 óôThat there are strongly altruistic traits and possible motives to her actions, sir.  

All of the companies she has founded or acquired to date function according to what you 

could call highly socialist-like policies concerning their hiring and employment of 

workers.  The employees working at the various companies and establishments of her 

consortium, including those run by the three women who are her closest friends, enjoy 

pay, benefits and working conditions superior to those of any other employers.  We are 

talking here about forty-hour work weeks, paid vacations, paid maternity leave, complete 

equality in pay and conditions between male and female employees, a retirement 

pension plan and full health care coverage.ôô 

Hoover, who had fired all the female agents of the department as one of his first acts on 

becoming Director of the BOI, felt anger at those words and slapped a hand hard on his 

desk.  
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 óôThat doesnôt sound socialist: that sounds downright like communism to me.  So, 

that Lenoir is trying to shove communism down our throats?  Hell will freeze over before 

I let that happen.  What else do you have on her?ôô 

 óôWell, that her empire is not only an industrial and financial one: it is also a 

scientific and technological one, sir.  Miss Lenoir is universally acknowledged to be a 

true scientific genius, with her specialties being advanced physics, chemistry and 

electronics.  She has either opened or supported a number of scientific research and 

teaching establishments, where promising and established scientists and engineers are 

learning about the revolutionary knowledge and inventions from her.  Such 

establishments include, among many others, the French Institute of Advanced Sciences, 

the Naval Technical Institute, the Chalais-Meudon Aeronautical Research Center and 

the Paris Applied Electronics Institute.  She also trains and educates at her facilities a 

number of French university researchers and faculty members, who in turn teach their 

new knowledge to their university pupils.  Until recently, that knowledge had been 

severely controlled and restricted to French establishment and citizens, something that 

has clearly helped France become possibly the most advanced nation on Earth.  

However, a number of French scientists and specialists belonging to parts of Miss 

Lenoirôs consortium have recently arrived at a number of universities and colleges 

around the New York State and New England, where they have started teaching Lenoirôs 

advanced knowledge to American teachers and students alike.  Apparently, that was 

offered by Lenoir as a kind of sweetener to convince the state governors to accept her 

program.  In view of what that advanced knowledge could bring to their states, those 

governors understandably jumped on that offer.  From what our field agents heard from 

the American teachers who are now recipients of that new science package, this has the 

potential to attract the best students around the United States to those universities and 

colleges and will in turn boost further the economy and prestige of those states, at the 

detriment of the learning establishments of the other states not involved in Lenoirôs 

program.ôô 

Hoover frowned then, clearly skeptical. 

 óôIs that science package really so advanced?  Arenôt we blowing up the scientific 

reputation of that Tasha Lenoir at bit?  After all, the United States harbor many of the 

finest scientists and teaching establishments in the World.  The Massachusetts Institute 

of Technology, for one, comes to my mind.ôô 
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 óôUh, sir, the M.I.T. was one of the first universities offered that science package, 

and they jumped on it at once.  As for the level of technological advance the Lenoir 

Industries enjoys over us, I will let Jack here speak about it: he investigated the Air 

France component of the consortium and came back blown away.  Jack?ôô 

Jack Vance, a tall and lean man in his forties, did his best to look confident as he spoke, 

knowing how badly Director Hoover took contradictory opinions.  

 óôSir, the planes Air France is using since the mid 1910s, when one of its 

amphibian planes made the first transatlantic air crossing, are justly acknowledged to be 

far superior to anything the American aircraft industry can produce right now.  Just two 

weeks ago, Air France inaugurated a new line with a new aircraft: a direct flight between 

Los Angeles and Manila, in the Philippines, with the óSUPER P£GASEô supersonic 

transport.  Now, I have to mention the fact that the distance between Los Angeles and 

Manila is a bit over 7,300 miles.  Yet, that SUPER PÉGASE covers that distance in less 

than five hours while carrying up to 120 passengers at a cruising speed of 1,560 miles 

per hour, and this in one single leg.  American residents in the Philippines and American 

government officials and high level army and navy officers immediately jumped into that 

bandwagon, resulting in that new line being already fully booked most of the time.  Prior 

to that, the best those Americans could get to travel between the Philippines and the 

United States was to use Air France planes in two legs, with a refueling stop in Honolulu.  

In contrast, no American-designed and built plane can yet cross the Atlantic in one shot.  

I also had discreet conversations with military pilots of our Navy and Army and they are 

all absolutely green with envy at the sight of the planes used by Air France.  This 

actually brings me to one aspect of the technology transfer package offered by Miss 

Lenoir to the New York and New England states: the Blériot-Kruger aircraft company, 

which is part of the Lenoir Industries consortium, has entered in partnership with a 

couple of aircraft and engine manufacturing companies established around those states, 

but with the same non-segregation clause than for the public works programs.  

Engineers from Blériot-Kruger have arrived at those companies and are now passing 

along much knowledge that was previously kept secret by France.ôô 

Hoover stayed silent for long seconds while digesting all this.  He still hated the idea of 

having a foreign entity come in like this to the United States and barge into its domestic 

affairs.  However, he could see that trying to stop and roll back the programs initiated by 

Lenoir could well trigger a violent political backlash, especially from the state governors 

presently benefitting from Lenoirôs generosity.  Even President Hoover would probably 
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refuse to move against Lenoirôs projects, unless the Congress members from the 

Southern States raised enough of a stink about this business of non-segregation clause, 

something that was still quite possible.  He finally decided to play it safeéon both sides. 

 óôVery well!  Keep investigating this work program business and the motives of 

this Tasha Lenoir, discretely.  If she makes a single illegal move, then we will nail her.  

That is all, gentlemen.ôô   
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Japanese troops invading Manchuria. 

CHAPTER 4 ï AN UNSTABLE WORLD 

 

18:05 (Paris Time) 

Saturday, May 7, 1932 

Main lounge of the Château du Haut-Buc 

Buc, southwestern suburbs of Paris 

 

 óôéthat President Paul Doumer has died this afternoon from the gunshot wounds 

inflicted yesterday, when a mentally deranged Russian immigrant shot at him with a 

pistol as he was attending a book exposition at the Salomon Hotel, in Paris.  The writer 

who had been talking with the President at the time, Claude Farrère, was wounded 

multiple times when he tried to deviate the madmanôs aim.  Farrère is presently in stable 
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condition in hospital and is expected to recover within a few weeks.  As for the shooter, 

an individual named Paul Gorgulov, he was then restrained and arrested by the Sûreté 

agents acting as bodyguards for President Doumer.  He will now be judged on the 

charges of premeditated murder andéôô  

Terry Clarkson used the TV remote unit to lower the sound of the large flat screen high-

definition color television set in one corner of the main lounge of the mansion, then 

looked at Tasha, sitting next to her with Hien in one of the sofas of the room. 

 óôI give an óFô to these presidential bodyguards: that idiot should never have been 

able to get this close to President Doumer with a gun.ôô 

Tasha made a weak smile as she replied to that. 

 óôTerry, donôt be too harsh on these S¾ret® guys: first, they have not received the 

kind of intensive training that security personnel receive in the 27th Century.  Second, 

such a shooting of a major French politician is still quite rare and this is an act by an 

unpredictable, deranged person.  They probably had no reasons to fear an attack then.ôô 

 óôStill, a good bodyguard should always be alert and expect anything.  This brings 

me to one thing: we should óinventô and start production of neuronic stun pistols, to be 

sold solely to French security forces.  Such pistols would have made stopping this 

Gorgulov guy much easier and safer.  I can also see a definite need for them for your Air 

France Security Branch officers, as it would give them an effective weapon against 

aircraft hijackers that would not risk puncturing a pressurized cabin.ôô 

Tasha was thoughtful for a moment as she mentally dissected Terryôs suggestion.  It 

actually made a lot of sense and could indeed help save many lives.  Furthermore, 

Tasha had up to now introduced into France so many highly advanced electronic 

designs that were considered close to magical that óinventingô a neuronic stun pistol 

would probably not cause too great a reaction. 

 óôWell, replicating the technology of stun pistols would be easy enough: we 

possess such stun pistols for our personal defense and I have their technical schematics 

in the data files contained in my laptop computer.  In fact, I could easily build a stun 

pistol myself within a week or two.  However, we will then have to make sure that only 

French military and police forces can acquire them, not simple French citizens and, 

especially, foreign governments and individuals.ôô 

 óôCould you tune the frequency of the neuronic ray so that it would be invisible to 

the naked eye, instead of looking like a light blue beam of light, Tasha?ôô asked Pham Ti 

Hien, making Tashaôs head nod once. 
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 óôThat should be easy enough, Hien.  Good point: it would make the use of stun 

pistols much more discreet.  I will start to work on it tomorrow.ôô 

 óôHow much do you think that this assassination will affect French politics, Hien?ôô 

asked Terry, acknowledging the Vietnamese-American as the most knowledgeable one 

of them about French politics, thanks mostly to her position as founder and chairman of 

Radio France. 

 óôWell, without wanting to be mean with poor President Doumer, the fact was that 

he didnôt actually hold or used real significant political powers in everyday life.  The 

President of the Council, or Prime Minister if you prefer, has the real political power in 

France.  He and his ministers decide what policies France will follow or enforce and also 

draft the national budget and assign the economic priorities around the various 

ministries.  Whoever will replace Doumer as President of the Republic will probably have 

little impact on the future of the country.  On the other hand, Pierre Laval and his cabinet 

are still in power and may stay in power for a few more months.  I wonôt even try to 

guess for how long, though: French politics are like a revolving door.  Most government 

cabinets survive no more than a year, while many of them have stayed in power for only 

a couple monthséor less.ôô 

 óôYou are too right about the chronic instability of French ministerial cabinets, 

Hien.ôô said Tasha, a bitter smile on the corner of her mouth.  óôGod knows how much 

more difficult it has made our work at improving France and making it stronger along 

these past twenty years.ôô 

 óôShould we reveal our big secret to the next President of the Republic, Tasha?ôô 

 óôNo!ôô was Tashaôs instant reply.  óôThe last one to whom we told that we were 

from the future was President Gaston Doumergue, whom Paul Doumer replaced last 

year.  Doumergue did respect our request not to pass on our secret to his successor and 

to let us decide who is worthy of knowing that we are from the future.  I didnôt trust 

Doumer with our secret when he took his post and still didnôt as of yesterday.  My 

inclination is to not inform whoever will replace Doumer, unless he proves to be a truly 

exceptional leader.  As for Paul Laval, the guy may be an efficient politician and 

bureaucrat, but I canôt trust that weasel with our secret.  There is something that smells 

wrong with him.  Unfortunately, the historical files we had with us when we were 

transported by accident to the year 1912 are extremely limited and donôt mention Laval.  

On the other hand, many important historical details are missing from our data files, so 

the non-mention of Pierre Laval is no guarantee that he will prove to be a good Prime 
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Minister of France.  The one meeting I had with him was however no case of ólove at first 

sightô.  So, letôs keep mum about our collective secret until further notice, girls.ôô 

 

13:36 (Paris Time) 

Monday, May 16, 1932 

Tasha Lenoirôs electronic laboratory 

Aéro-parc Blériot, Buc 

 

 Answering the telephone set near her work table in her electronic research 

laboratory, Tasha was happy to recognize Hienôs voice at the other end of the line. 

 óôHien?  To what do I owe the pleasure of your call?ôô 

 óôTo a piece of concerning news, Tasha: yesterday, the Japanese Prime Minister, 

Tsuyoshi Inukai, was assassinated by a group of young militarist naval officers.ôô 

 óôOh!  Were those officers arrested?ôô 

 óôYes, but the reports on this from our news office in Tokyo indicate that those 

officers enjoy the support and favor of the majority of the Japanese population.  That, 

with last yearôs Japanese invasion of Manchuria and this Januaryôs Japanese attack on 

Shanghai for rather spurious reasons, tends to support what our data files hinted at: 

militarism is on the rise in Japan and will eventually cause a war with China, then with 

other countries around Asia and the Pacific.  This could become very serious in the next 

few years.ôô 

 óôI agree!  I know that the French government is loathe to intervene in Asiaôs 

affairs, in order not to antagonize the local powers and preserve our commercial links in 

the region, but we still have the freedom to restrict or refuse military contracts with the 

Japanese government.  I will go talk with Johanna, Terry and Louis about this after this 

call.  On your part, tell your reporters in Japan to follow the situation closely, but tell them 

as well to be careful: those Japanese militarists just proved again that they respect little 

but power itself.ôô  

 óôUnderstood, Tasha.  Uh, by the way, how is your newest project advancing?ôô 

 óôVery quickly, actually.  Reinventing the concept in a form understandable to 

todayôs technology is proving to be much easier than I thought at first.  I should have the 

first working prototype ready for trials in three to four days.ôô 

 óôThat fast?!  Tasha, you will never cease to amaze me.  Well, have a nice day!ôô 
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 óôYou too, Hien!ôô replied Tasha before putting down the receiver.  She then 

stayed motionless for long seconds as she thought about what was to happen around 

the Pacific in a few yearséor sooner.  All the things that had been changed during the 

last twenty years thanks to her actions and those of her friends, starting with World War 

One, were making it more and more difficult to predict what was to come next around the 

World.  However, greed and the search for power were still major constants in human 

behavior and geopolitical affairs and still would be in the year 2624.  In the 27th Century, 

she had been the head of a gigantic and powerful industrial consortium that was 

spanning not only Earth but most of the Solar System as well.  As such, her power and 

influence had been on par with many of the most powerful politicians of the time, while 

those politicians had quickly learned not to ignore or cross her without some very serious 

reasons.  Here, in the 20th Century, the level of technology may be much lower, but 

those in charge were still Humans, with all the weaknesses that implied. 

 

10:19 (Paris Time) 

Friday, May 27, 1932 

Office of the Director of the Sûreté Générale 

Ministry of Justice, Quai dôOrsay, Paris 

 

 óôIt is a honor for me to receive you, Miss Lenoir.  Please, have a seat.  Would 

you like something, coffee or tea?ôô 

 óôNo, thank you Monsieur Noël.  You are too kind.ôô 

Taking place in the easy chair offered by the Director of the Sûreté Générale, the name 

of the French national police at the time, Tasha took a few seconds to examine Léon 

Noël: in his mid forties, he was undeniably handsome and strength of character showed 

on his face.  He also had the reputation of being a very competent man and was also 

said to be completely incorruptible. 

 óHum, I wouldnôt mind dating him.  Too bad that he is married.ô thought Tasha.  

Noël, who took a chair opposite her, smiled to the mature but still beautiful Eurasian 

woman facing him.  

 óôSo, Miss Lenoir, what did you want to discuss with me?ôô 

 óôPlease, call me simply óTashaô.ôô 

 óôOnly if you call me simply óL®onô.ôô 
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 óôWith pleasure, L®on.  Well, you do know that I have invented many highly 

advanced devices in the past and am continuing to do so at the present, right?ôô 

 óôOf course, Tasha!  Your scientific genius is in fact renown all over France and 

around the World.ôô  

 óôThen, I can tell you that I had an idea for a specific new device for years 

already, but was kept too busy with other projects to start working on itéuntil recently.  

The recent murder of our President did a lot to spur me into starting to work on that 

project.  I have now completed that project and tested my device and am now ready to 

offer it to the French government, for its exclusive and discreet use.ôô 

Noëlôs eyes immediately narrowed as he stared with intense interest at the Eurasian 

scientist.  A goodly number of inventions by Tasha Lenoir during the past twenty years, 

most of which had then been offered in exclusivity to the French government, had 

helped propel France at the forefront of advanced nations in the World and had also 

made wonders to boost its economy and quiet down its social atmosphere, the latter by 

vastly improving the standard of living of many in the lower classes of the French 

society.  While some, typically competing industrialists and bankers, were either jealous 

or resentful of her, or both, the vast majority of French citizens considered her with near 

veneration as a model of caring, compassion and generosity.  When Tasha Lenoir 

offered a new invention, it was never a trivial thing and only a fool would not pay 

attention then, and Noël was no fool. 

 óôI am all ears, Tasha.ôô 

Nodding her head once at that, Tasha then picked up her large purse, which she had put 

in her lap, and opened it.  Noël tensed up at once on seeing her extract from her purse 

what looked furiously like some sort of pistol.  However, he relaxed quickly when she 

handed him the object, holding it with two fingers in a non-threatening way. 

 óôThis is a new type of non-lethal weapon that is perfect for self-protection, or to 

restrain a violent individual without risking to wound or kill nearby innocents.  I call it a 

neuronic stun pistol.ôô 

 óôA neuronic stun pistol?ôô said the Director of the Sûreté while examining the 

strangely shaped pistol.  It had a fairly short and thin tube instead of the barrel and slide 

of a normal pistol, while its handle was finely contoured, proving very comfortable to 

hold.  Altogether, it was more compact than most handguns he knew and was also much 

lighter.  
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 óôYes!  Instead of firing solid projectiles, this neuronic stun pistol projects a thin 

beam of energy whose frequency and characteristics make it react with the nervous 

system of persons and animals targeted by it.  When hit by such a stun beam, the 

targetôs nervous system, including the brain, will experience a severe nervous shock that 

will knock out instantly the biggest man.  Its power level can be adjusted between ólightô, 

ómediumô and óheavyô discharge, depending on the size and stamina of the target.   You 

would use a light stun on a small woman, a medium stun on most average people and a 

heavy stun on a raging brute or charging animal predator.  The beam itself is tuned to a 

frequency that is not visible to the naked eye and a discharge sounds only like a soft 

humming noise.  My pistol is thus a very discreet weapon, on top of being compact and 

light, and should be perfect for your detectives and undercover agents, as well as for 

French intelligence agents working undercover.  In the case of a hostage situation, for 

example, your agents would be able to stun the hostage taker even if he is using a 

hostage as a shield, and this with only the risk of stunning for a few minutes the hostage, 

with no permanent sequels afterwards.  I am ready to offer my stun pistol for sale to the 

French government, with the sole condition that none of them will be provided or resold 

to anyone but properly accredited French government agents, police officers and military 

personnel.  The only exception to that rule will be Air France Security Branch 

officerséand me and my close friends.ôô  

His mind now in turmoil, Noël raised his eyes from the pistol in his hands and looked at 

her with disbelief. 

 óôThiséthis is simply incredible!  If not for your reputation as a scientific genius, I 

would not believe you about this pistol.  What kind of power source is it using and how 

long does its effects last?ôô  

 óôIt is powered by a removable battery pack contained in the handle and which is 

easy and quick to replace with a fresh pack.  One full pack is good enough to power up 

to twenty seconds of continuous fire on heavy discharge mode.  I have concurrently 

developed a recharger unit able to simultaneously recharge and check up to six battery 

packs at a time.  As for the effects of my pistol, it will depend on the intensity and 

duration of the beam and the stamina of the target.  Generally, a big and strong man will 

be knocked out for at least fifteen minutes by a heavy discharge with a duration of one 

tenth of a second.  That would be more than enough time to then allow your agents and 

officers to put the suspect into handcuffs before he could regain consciousness.ôô 
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 óôTasha, this is like a gift from heaven: this weapon has the potential to save 

thousands of lives and to make the job of my police officers much safer.  Have you 

actually tried it on living animals?ôô 

 óôYes!  One short light stun discharge was able to knock out for half a hour a 

German Sheppard dog suffering from rabies.  I believe that there are temporary 

confinement cells in the basement of this building, am I right?ôô 

 óôIndeed!ôô said Noël, seeing where she was heading to.  óôYou want to use a 

suspect as a demonstration target?ôô 

 óôCorrect!  The meaner, more violent and powerful the suspect, the better.ôô 

 óôWell, I think that we have the perfect guinea pig for you downstairs, Tasha.  

Follow me!ôô  

 

 Giving back the pistol to Tasha, Noël then got up from his chair and guided 

Tasha out of his office and down a long corridor before getting to a large staircase and 

going down three levels with her.  The last level proved to be a lot less welcoming in 

appearance, with bare stone and brick walls instead of varnished wood and plaster.  

There was also a solid steel door guarded by two French policemen standing on each 

side of it, plus a third policeman sitting at a desk near it.  All three policemen came to 

rigid attention at the arrival of their director, with the one at the desk saluting him. 

 óôGood morning, Mister Director!  What could we do for you and the lady?ôô 

 óôGood morning to you as well, Constable.  I believe that a pimp was arrested last 

night while severely beating up one of his prostitutes.  Is he still being held here?ôô 

 óôYes, Mister Director, and he is making a major nuisance of himself by 

screaming and insulting everyone approaching his cell.  He even tried to attack the 

agent that brought his breakfast this morning, but the bars of his cell thankfully allowed 

our agent to pull back in time.  That guy is like a mad dog, Mister Director, a very strong 

and very mean mad dog.ôô 

 óôThat sounds exactly like what we were looking for, Monsieur Noël.ôô said Tasha 

with a smile, attracting a dubious look from the policeman, who however didnôt dare reply 

to that.  Instead, he looked at his boss while fetching a large key ring hooked to the wall 

behind his desk. 

 óôI suppose that you want to see that suspect, Mister Director?ôô 

 óôI do!  If you could please show me and Miss Lenoir to his cell.ôô 

 óôCertainly, Mister Director!ôô  



 81 

The constable then quickly unlocked the steel door and opened it, then entered a rather 

sinister-looking hallway made of stone and lined on both sides with cell doors.  As they 

walked down the long hallway, Tasha couldnôt help wish that Terry, her personal 

bodyguard, could be with her now, as many of the occupants of the cells looked quite 

dangerous.  The occupant of the cell in front of which they finally stopped however 

proved to be in a class of his own.  A big brute of a man standing a good 185 

centimeters and with wide shoulders and big hands, his face bore many scars from past 

fights, including a crooked nose and battered ears.  A mean smile came to the manôs 

face at the sight of Tasha. 

 óôWell, well!  Thatôs nice of you to bring me a pretty woman like this.ôô 

While containing her revulsion, Tasha looked at the constable escorting her and the 

Director. 

 óôThe prostitute that he is accused of beating, did she survive, mister?ôô 

 óôLast news about her are that she will survive but will need a few weeks in 

hospital, madam.ôô   

Her mind made, Tasha then looked at Léon Noël. 

 óôI would like to enter his cell, Monsieur Noël.ôô 

Both the Director and his policeman looked at her as if she was crazy. 

 óôMiss Lenoir, you canôt be serious!ôô objected Noël.  óôAccording to his arrest 

report, it took three agents to immobilize him.ôô 

The pimp laughed out loud then and grinned to them. 

 óôYes, and two of them also needed to go to the hospital afterwards.  But if the 

lady is nice enough to want to visit meéôô 

At that moment, Tasha briefly turned around and presented her back to the cell, time to 

grab her stun pistol and set it to óheavy stunô, then turned back, hiding her small pistol in 

a fold of her pleated skirt. 

 óôOpen the door, please!ôô  

Still not liking this, and seeing that his constable was understandably reluctant to obey 

Tasha, Noël took the key ring from him and unlocked the cell door, watched by the 

disbelieving pimp, who was still sitting on his bench/cum bed.  He also discreetly 

grabbed the handle of his revolver under his vest while opening the steel door to let 

Tasha in, ready for the worst.  He felt adrenaline flow through his veins while watching 

tensely Tasha enter slowly the cell.  Thankfully, she took one step to the left side after 

entering, allowing him a clear line of fire if the pimp ever rushed at her.  The pimp, who 
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was not exactly the most intelligent man on Earth, was still wondering what luck had 

brought him this when Tasha calmly spoke to him. 

 óôSo, you feel powerful by beating up a woman?  How about you try the same 

with me, you big coward?ôô 

The pimp instantly filled with rage at being mocked by that woman, so close to him and 

offering him a possible hostage to help him escape this jail.  Jumping to his feet, he 

launched at Tasha while screaming like a furious beast, both hands up and ready to 

grab her by the throat.  That was when Tasha quickly pointed her pistol and fired a half 

second energy burst that produced a barely audible buzz.  The effects left the Director 

and his constable with their mouths ajar: the pimp jerked violently once, as if receiving a 

strong electric discharge, with his arms flailing around a couple of times before he 

collapsed on the floor of his cell like a broken puppet, his eyes closed.  Looking down 

impassively at the unconscious pimp, Tasha next looked at the Director and his agent. 

 óôCould you please verify his vital signs, Monsieur Noël, so that you could see 

that he is still alive and well?ôô 

His heart still beating furiously, Noël obeyed her after a couple of seconds and knelt 

beside the inert pimp, his agent close behind him with his truncheon at the ready.  After 

a few seconds used to check his pulse and breathing, Noël got back up and fixed with 

new respect the small pistol still in Tashaôs hand. 

 óôI would have not believed this to be possible without seeing it with my own eyes, 

Miss Lenoir.  That stun pistol of yours is incredible!ôô 

 óôStun pistol?  Whatôs that?ôô asked the constable, understandably confused.  

Tasha raised her hand as an answer and showed him her neuronic stun pistol. 

 óôThis!  It is a new, non-lethal weapon that I just invented and, with luck and the 

approval of the Minister of Justice, could soon equip you and the other police officers 

around France.  However, I will ask you to stay mum about this weapon and to not talk 

about it, even to your colleagues, until further order.ôô 

 óôI am certain that the good constable will keep his mouth shut about your stun 

pistol, Tasha.ôô said the Director, passing a clear directive to his agent.  óôAs for the 

Minister of Justice, I believe that we need to go see him at once.  Please follow me!ôô  

 

 Leaving the overwhelmed constable to lock back the cell door, Tasha and Noël 

walked out of the cell block and climbed back the stairs to the second floor of the 
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building, where Director Noël led Tasha to an anteroom occupied by a secretary and one 

police agent on guard duty. 

 óôIs Minister Reynaud in his office, Miss Anjou?ôô 

 óôYes, Monsieur le Director!  Do you want to see him?ôô 

 óôYes, miss!ôô 

As the secretary was grabbing her telephone receiver, Noël looked at Tasha and spoke 

to her in a low voice. 

 óôBy the way, for how much did you intend to sell your stun pistols to us, Tasha?ôô 

 óôFor such a bulk buy, I believe that 400 francs per pistol would sound like a 

reasonable price.ôô 

 óôThat is indeed reasonable.  I think that it should fit in the ministerôs budget.ôô 

 

 It took only a few minutes of talking with Minister Reynaud before the lot of them 

left his office together, on their way to the Prime Ministerôs office.  By the end of the next 

day, a first contract for the production and sale of a first batch of 5,000 stun pistols was 

signed, to start equipping the agents of the Sûreté Générale, with more orders soon 

coming from the Ministry of War and the Ministry of the Interior, but with the firm caveat 

that no stun pistols would be resold or given to foreign customers or simple private 

citizens.  In that, it joined an already extensive list of items, mostly weapons and 

advanced electronic devices, reserved for the exclusive possession and use by French 

government units and departments. 

  

21:01 (Paris Time) 

Tuesday, June 7, 1932 

Café terrasse, Champs Élysées 

Paris 

 

 Putting down her cup of espresso coffee after taking a sip from it, Terry Clarkson 

looked down the wide Avenue des Champs Élysées from the table she was sharing with 

Tasha Lenoir, Louis Bl®riot and Marc Lebrun, Tashaôs personal driver.  

 óôI love the Champs £lys®es: so much movement and life, yet so relaxing.  It must 

be my favorite place in Paris.ôô 

 óôIt is indeed a nice place to pass some time with friends.ôô said Louis Bl®riot, who 

was also sipping on a coffee.  The four of them had left a nearby restaurant some fifteen 
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minutes ago after enjoying a fine supper there and were now exchanging small talk 

around a table of a café terrasse.  Louis then lowered his voice while looking at Tasha. 

 óôSo, was that Japanese naval attach® really rude with you when you told him that 

your consortium would not sell its latest models of radars to the Japanese Navy?ôô 

 óôRude?  He damn near drew his katana sword at me!  Terry had to show him the 

dooréin no uncertain terms.  He left with quite threatening words, saying that I and 

France would regret our decision.ôô 

 óôAnd?... Are you taking him seriously on that, Tasha?ôô 

 óôI certainly do!  With the way the militarists are taking over the government of 

Japan or scaring it into obeying them and with the way they used such flimsy excuses to 

first invade Manchuria, then attack Shanghai and Nanking, anything is possible with 

them.ôô  

Louis then lowered his voice further while bending forward. 

 óôAnd what do your special sources say about Japanôs intentions?ôô 

Tasha did not need to ask Louis to be more explicit to understand to which óspecial 

sourcesô he was alluding to: the historical files that she and her three friends had on 

them when they had been accidentally transported to the past, some twenty years ago. 

 óôUnfortunately, my sources are quite vague on the subject.  I however expect 

some big trouble around the Pacific in the years to come, with Japan playing the regional 

bully.ôô 

Terry, whose sensitive microphones implanted in her ears had picked up some key 

words coming from the television set fixed on the wall behind the nearby bar counter, 

suddenly raised a hand to silence them. 

 óôShhh!  You better listen to this!ôô  

Her three companions, turning their heads toward the TV set, saw that it was tuned to 

the evening news program on Radio France TV 1, which aired at six in the evening.  A 

grave looking news presenter sitting in front of a giant screen showing a map of China 

was reading from a note in his hands. 

 óôLadies and gentlemen, we have just received the following news: Japan, 

invoking a recent border incident in Northern China between Chinese and Japanese 

troops, has officially declared war on the Republic of China.  Japanese troops are said to 

be already disembarking in a number of Chinese ports, including Shanghai and Canton.  

As a result, the French Foreign Ministry has just published an advisory notice for all 

French citizens, warning them to avoid traveling to China until further notice.ôô 



 85 

 óôMerde!ôô exclaimed Louis Blériot.  óôWe have a lot of French citizens living in the 

Shanghaiôs French Concession.  Air France still has a daily flight between Hanoi and 

Shanghai, right?ôô 

 óôCorrect!ôô answered Tasha, now deeply preoccupied as she watched the 

television set.  óôIt uses a turboprop CIGOGNE II amphibian on that line, which uses the 

óQuai de Franceô in Shanghai to load and unload its passengers and freight.  I may have 

to order a temporary beefing up of that route soon: I can imagine the climate of fear and 

panic that is now reigning over Shanghai and other Chinese ports.ôô  
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Japanese soldier standing at the site of a massacre of Chinese civilians committed by 

the Japanese Army in Shanghai. 

CHAPTER 5 ï THE SHANGHAI INCIDENT 

 

09:42 (Shanghai Time) 

Saturday, June 25, 1932 

French passenger ship S.S. ANNAM 

Moored at the Quai de France, Whangpoo River 

Shanghai, Republic of China 

 

 óôDAMN IT, MONSIEUR LECLERC, CONTROL THAT CROWD BETTER!  THIS 

SITUATION IS TURNING INTO A NEAR RIOT!ôô 

The poor Third Officer, a young merchant navy ensign with only four years of experience 

at sea, having only a handful of sailors and Shanghai Municipal Police agents with him 

to help keep order in the large pack of fearful people trying to embark on the S.S. 






























































































































































































































































































































































