Phileas lay in a twilight world of fever dreams and narcotic dullness. He was vaguely aware of a woman’s voice from time to time urging him to drink, to eat, to respond to her words. All he wanted was for her to go away and let him be. Only that didn’t work either. The dreams were there, horrible and haunting. Where was Rebecca? She’d make them go away. She did it the last time; she could do it now, couldn’t she? But Rebecca wasn’t there. The voice wasn’t hers; it was someone else’s.

“Phileas.” Lilith looked down at the sweat-drenched form and wondered if it was truly worth it to see him through this fever. The wound was clean, as far as she could tell, and healing nicely, yet his temperature soared and his mind wandered. If this was an effect of his talent for seeing how things fit together, she was increasingly glad it was not one of her gifts. “Phileas. Open your eyes.”

He looked up at her, unfocused. “Leave me alone.”

“I can’t. Phileas, you’re burning with fever. I need you to come with me.” She pulled his arm and got him to sit up. He didn’t resist her as she helped him to his feet. “This way. Come on. You’ll be all right.”

He met her gaze at that, his own dull, and shook his head. “No. It won’t ever be all right. This is always with me. Make it stop.” 

He sounded dead with fatigue. What must it be like to see not just what was there but what it meant? What kind of hell could it put a person through, especially with no control over when and where it happened. The laudanum --- could it be causing problems for him? She resolved to give him no more doses unless the pain was intolerable.

She led him down the hallway to a smaller room. In front of a fireplace was a copper bathtub. The water in the tub was not hot as for a bath, but tepid. Quickly she stripped Phileas out of his sweat soaked clothes and urged him into the tub. He shied at the chill of the water against his overheated skin, then relaxed into it, eyes closed.

“He can’t succeed,” he said after a while, eyes still closed, body relaxed.

“Who?”

“Count Gregory.”

“Why?”

“No trust. He destroys what he doesn’t trust and he doesn’t trust anyone.”

“What about me?” she asked softly, not wanting the answer and not daring to continue without it.

Lazily, he looked her over from under half closed lids. He smiled. “You are a bundle of contradictions. I can’t read you. No. I don’t want to read you. You have to make your own decisions and you are who you want to be.”

Ask an oracle a question; get an answer couched in a mystery surrounded by an enigma. She smiled. Maybe it was for the best that he either could not or would not answer her question. She laid a hand gently on his forehead. The heat was down. 

“How do you feel?”

“As though I’d been stabbed in the chest and beaten soundly.”

“Well, you got the stabbed part right. Hungry?”

“Yes,” he answered after a few moments of considering the question. “I don’t suppose we could go out to eat,” he added slyly. 

“No. But I might be able to – what’s the word?—have it catered in?” What the hell was she doing? This was crazy. It was insane. And Count Gregory wasn’t? Looking down into Phileas’ green eyes she knew she was in trouble. For the first time in her life, she was pulled in two directions. The Count paid her handsomely as long as she did not displease him. Phileas Fogg --- she stopped that line of thought cold. There was nothing Phileas Fogg could offer her that the Count did not. Nothing. “Let’s get you out of the tub and back to bed.”

“Could I trouble you for clean sheets?”

Her mouth dropped open and then she laughed. “I will see what I can do,” she answered as she wrapped a robe around him. She would also have to find him new clothing. What he had worn was sadly in need of cleaning between blood and sweat.

She saw him back to bed before going in search of food. She stopped in to report to her superior that the fever was broken and Phileas was lucid again, but weak and in need of another day of rest and food before the Count could rely on his intuitions about people. “After all, if he can’t answer a simple question about me, what good would his answers be?” she ended lightly. Luckily, the man she addressed believed women good for only a few things and agreed with her that if the man could not divine that about her nature, he was not yet useful.

Passpartout, out gathering fresh vegetables and fruits for his master’s table, was more concentrating on a puzzle on the Aurora than he was paying attention to the wares around him when he saw a horse and rider that struck him as odd. The vendor called his wandering attention back to the goods at hand for which they struck a bargain before he looked around curiously for the rider. There was something about the horse – of course! It was one of the horses described by the groom at the Fogg home. 

Throwing caution to the winds, but not his basket of goods, Passpartout sped after the horse and rider, praying he would not lose them. Luck was with him. Bordering the market were several restaurants taking advantage of the fresh produce. None of them were of a caliber to attract his master’s tastes, but they were well enough of their kind. The horse stood patiently outside the kitchen entrance of one of these. 

Inside, the rider was bargaining with the cook for several items. Passpartout overheard the word “invalid” and the need for suitable foods to build strength. So, the rider sought foods for strengthening someone after an illness. The rider was on the horse of Mr. Fogg who was missing. Would it be wrong to put two and two together and possibly come up with the correct addition sum of four? 

He was nearly bowled over by the rider as she strode out of the kitchen with two sacks of goods. He apologized for his presence as he dodged out of her way. That she was female was unmistakable. The leather trousers she wore left little enough to the imagination coupled as they were with a short, laced leather vest. Dark hair was braided straight down her back to her waist. She glared at him.

“What’re you lookin’ at?”

“Nothing, Missy,” he answered; bobbing his head to indicated his subservience. “Missy has a good horse. My master is looking for good horses. Perhaps you could tell me where you purchased such a horse that I may be telling my master where to look for good stock?”

She laughed. “Tell him to look in the country. It’s where the English breed horses, little froggie.” With that she threw herself into the saddle and was off at a swift walk. 

Passpartout considered following her, but thought it best to let his master know what he had seen. 

“Passpartout, you are incredible! Only you could go looking for vegetables and find a woman ….” Verne told him with a laugh. “And what a woman.” He looked to Jack. “The stranger who rode out with young Fogg?”

Jack shrugged his shoulders. “Who knows, mate? Not me. She ain’t takin’ fresh baked goods and cooked meat far if she wants it hot when it arrives. Looks like leg work is in order.” He grabbed his hat and settled it on his head before leaving. “I’ll be in touch.”

