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The Diaries of Oscar
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By Charlotte
Anime by Tokyo Movie Shinsha

Original characters by Ryoko Ikeda

Some words from the author

A long time ago, “Rose of Versailles” was launched where I live in.  To be honest, I just managed to watch the last few episodes.  My heart was grabbed immediately by this beautiful, sad anime.  All through these years, I’ve been dreaming of ever having the chance of watching the whole series.  Yet, still I don’t have the chance.  If anyone knows how I can get a copy of the videotapes (though I hope there would be VCD released!), please kindly tell me.

This is my first trial in writing fanfics (or the first time to write, to be frank), which I started as a self-amusement.  I’ve never thought of being able to write myself, nor anybody would like my plain writing.  It is Aria who suggested to have my writing posted on her page.  Being a non-fluent English user, I have to write with a dictionary in my hand.  In fact this is not an easy task for me.  I would like to be true to the anime.  However, I do not actually ‘know’ the first 32 episodes.  What I can do is to follow the scripts found on David Simmons’s homepage, together with my poor imagination, to make things up.  I began with an ‘excuse’ to start the diary, and tried very hard to relate the dates to the events.  You will find the names, which I chose, of all the Jarjayes sisters here.  The name Liliane is especially adopted for Aria, as she likes this name very much.


Thanks to all who have encouraged me and waited so patiently for part 2.  Special thanks to Ana from Peru, who has been telling me details about the parts I’ve never watched.  If you find out any discrepancies between my writing and the anime, please don’t hesitate to point them out to me.  So, enjoy the diaries!

14th November, 1769

Liliane has set off to Aveyron at last.  What a long way it is from Paris!  Sure, I shall miss her, my last sister to marry.  I shall try writing my diary, as she told me to, but I am not sure if this will last long.  She said, “You’ll find it worth doing when you read your diary some time later.”  All right, just try and see if she is right.

20th November, 1769

The house seems quiet this week.   It isn’t comfortable at all, but I am not used to…  Well, I don’t know.  Am I missing Liliane?  Perhaps.  Why do women have to marry, just like all my five elder sisters do?  I can remember Liliane’s happy face everywhere in the house.  Why, why, why?  What is it so good to leave where you have happily lived all through your life, and go to some other places, getting along with people you don’t know and facing so many uncertainties?  Marriage!  What the hell it is!  It is the last thing I ever want.

21st November, 1769

I told Andre what I thought.  If he were not Nanny’s grandson, I would have beaten him up till nobody recognizes his face.  He said, “You’ll grow up and marry somebody one day, Oscar.”  Damn!  Andre, you are as stupid as others are.  I thought you would understand me.  Damn!  I SHALL NEVER MARRY!  I swear!

27th November, 1769

I received Liliane’s letter today.  I am glad to know she is happy.  I asked Mother if it is good to marry, leaving where one has always been loved so dearly.  Well, this is what she told me: My dear, you’ll come to know it when you love a man.  This is the fate of all women.  You too, will fall in love and find a man to marry someday!  I am puzzled.

28th November, 1769

Mother’s words still haunt me.  Woman…  Why am I a woman?  I can remember once Mother petted my head, with tears in her eyes, saying, “If you were really a boy…”  By the time I was too young to understand her suffering – in order to console her, I said, “You can give us a little brother then!”   How I wish I had never said that!  Sorry, Mother.  If I could ever release your pain…

To love, marry and bore children…  Is this really the fate of a woman?

25th December, 1769

I’m fourteen today!  It’s the first time I celebrate my birthday without any of my sisters.  Ironically, I have never been closed to them, except Liliane.  Mother once said I bore a striking resemblance to my eldest sister, Eleonore.  Well, the faces of Eleonore and Celine only appear in my fainted memory, while I found Valerie and Nathalie to difficult to talk with.  Anyway, I'm different from them.  There’s nothing wrong if I continue to act as the boy of our family.

2nd January, 1770

How ridiculous!  I am not interested in going to Versailles Palace at all.  I have always hated socializing.  Father is impossible.  I have been dressing and living my life as a man to please him.  Isn’t that enough?  Why do I have to baby-sit a girl from Austria?  Is this the aim of all my swordsman’s training?

19th February, 1770

“It’s our family tradition!” 

I’ve been told this ever since I can remember.  Our family has been serving the monarchy loyally for more than a century.  There have been generals in our family for generations.  Generals!  I’ve never thought of being one myself.  A female general – it sounds interesting, but it is no tradition at all!  I remember once I heard Liliane said, “So, it’s men’s world…”  I wonder what it would become of this world if there ever happened to be a female general in France.  So, this is just what Father wants, not I.

16th March, 1770

Damn!  Father compromised me to a match tomorrow.  If that Captain Gerodere wants the post of the Royal Guard Commander, leave it to him.  Why do I have to be bothered?  After all I am not interested in it.  Hey, Oscar!  That young count may probably consider you a coward not to fight with him.  No, I cannot let him mock me and say, “Look everybody!  As I always say: women are losers!”  I SHALL TEACH HIM A LESSON tomorrow.

17th March, 1770

My face is still hurting.  No!  I do not want such a post!  But, perhaps Father is right – I do not actually understand his concerns.  What would it become of our family if there happens to be a traitor?  What punishment will our family receive?  I cannot tell.  I’m too scared to imagine.

To stand and fight amongst men…  Even though I wear a military uniform, shall I really become a man?  I have always been feeling embarrassed about my gender.  This is my problem, which no one can ever understand.  What would happen to me?  I have no idea at all.

18th March, 1770

A spring storm again.  I remember once Andre asked me why I was brought up as a boy.  Well, that was the time I still didn’t care about my gender.  But now, we are growing up.  I feel uneasy to find our difference more and more each day.  I tried to escape from his words this evening.  Why?  I don’t know.  He is my best friend.  Why was I afraid to face him?  It’s strange.  Sometimes I can’t even understand myself.  Oh, Father has just come back.  Why does he so eager to say to Andre?  Is the punishment from the King coming up?  No!  I’ll go and find it out.

I heard from the window ledge that His Majesty had appointed me for the post of the Royal Guard Commander.  Me?  How could it be?  To my greatest surprise, it was Captain Gerodere who suggested this to the King.  Even though it is the King’s order, I don’t want to wear the uniform.  I just don’t want it.  Andre, are you on Father’s side?  How dare you are betraying me!

19th March, 1770

My first day as the Royal Guard Commander isn’t fun at all.  What is waiting for me is beyond my imagination.  But I get the feeling that my life would not be as free as it used to be.

I couldn’t believe there was a fight between Andre and me this morning.  I thought he would persuade me to wear the uniform as my father told him to.  In fact I was wrong.  

I didn’t want to restrain your life because of that – this is what he told me.  He said that it was the time for me to become a woman again.  No, I can never become a woman again.  Well, actually I never consider myself one.  I am a warrior.  This is my destiny.  I shall not evade.

20th March, 1770

Everything seems to happen too fast.  Ever since I vowed solemnly in front of His Majesty this morning, I know my life is changing.

So many people I’ve met during these two days.  First, I met the King, next came the Crown Prince, then other generals… It must take some time for me to recognize them all.  Hey, come on, Oscar!   You’re not that unable, right?

Who can imagine that Captain Gerodere has become my second in command?  In addition, there is a small troop for me to take charge of.  A prestigious job it is likely to be.  Yes, likely…  “Versailles is not a place for fun, Oscar.  In fact it can be dangerous if you are not being careful enough,” Father told me this morning.  Is this the reason to put Andre at my side?  What a disagreeable idea!  But after all, this is Father’s decision.  I have to obey.

21st March, 1770

I don’t need anyone to baby-sit me!  Father is ridiculous!  He compromised me to a match not long ago, now he ordered Andre to be my attendant.  Hell!  How I wish there were burrows for me to bury myself!  I’m the only one, the one and only one who has got an attendant!  Andre, your presence makes me the laughing stock!  The expression on Gerodere’s face, when he saw Andre this morning, really irritates me.  Still I can see his mocking eyes…  

Right, Oscar!  You are the one who defeated Gerodere.  You ARE qualified to get the post.  Prove to the world that you’re not a spoilt brat but a competent commander.  You must be tough, and make them all respect you.  Yes, I can do that.  I know I can.

I didn’t actually say a single word to Andre today.  Well, he means to help, but I just wanted to drive him away without considering his feelings.  Damn!  What have I done?  After all it is not his fault.  I know I’ve hurt him.  I am angry with Gerodere as well as myself.

22nd March, 1770

I don’t want Andre to follow me to Versailles, but I don’t dare to tell Father.  I know he doesn’t want such a duty either, but as a servant, he has to obey my father’s orders.  In fact I haven’t really talked to him since yesterday morning…only if my pride could allow me to apologize to him…

I’m sure I heard ‘flunkey’ slipped from Gerodere’s mouth this afternoon.  Andre did not say a word, nor did I.  Did he hear, too?  Well, I don’t know.  Maybe he did.  I tried to say something to him at the stable this evening, but he simply threw this to me: I have to fulfill my duty as well as you do!  Then he turned away without making a sound.

Damn!  Andre, you have got spells in your words.  Now I begin to feel sorry for you.  If that Gerodere ever say such rude words again, I shall give him a lesson or two.  No, three will be better.

25th March, 1770

I know I should have apologized to Andre sooner.  Glad that I’m reconciled with him finally.  Oh!  What a relief!  He wasn’t angry with me at all…  Well, actually, he has never been so.  I’m happy to have such a wonderful friend.

My troop didn’t perform well enough in the hand over ceremony today.  Well, they were not bad, but I think they can do even better.  All right, I’ll do more in the march drilling tomorrow.  I must make them respect their serious duty more and bear the word ‘discipline’ in their minds.  Yes, just follow the way Father does.  I would like my troop to be the best one amongst the Royal Guard Force.

26th March, 1770

I guess all my subordinates have come to know my gender by now.  Discontent being aroused as I expected.  Just after the dismissal today, I overheard the conversations amongst them:

“Huh?  Really?  A woman…”

“Why are we under a woman’s command?”

“Hey, some say it’s the King’s order…”

“She gets the job merely because of her father’s power!” 

“What an insult to the Royal Guard Force!”

“But it is rumoured that this woman had defeated Captain Gerodere!”  Blah, blah, blah…  

Ha!  I am not as weak and useless as you all think!  I can tell it.  Just wait and see, you morons!

3rd April, 1770

I can never imagine there are mistresses of His Majesty in the court so openly, so ethically legal…  Well, kings have mistresses all through history, but it’s disgusting that they are so highfalutin.  What a morality are we having in our court?  What would become of France?

I met one of the King’s mistresses at the corridor today.  Just when she was approaching, Andre told me who she was – Madame duBarry.  I’ve already heard her name for some time.  She seems to have the power above all other mistresses nowadays.  Wow!  A real curvaceous figure she has got!  It is said that she is not a real aristocrat.  She killed her husband after marrying to his title, so that she could live in Versailles.  But, how could the king allow a marriage between a noble and a commoner?  Andre said this is for His Majesty’s sake to make her stay at his side.  Hell!  What a place is Versailles?  How arrogant she was when she talked to me, “So, you’re our new Royal Guard Commander?  What a cute dolly!  Ha, ha…” Damn!  I’m a serviceman, not a dolly!  I hate her glare…  

    Boy!  How come Andre knows her, and the rumours about her past?  I think I’ve underrated him.  He has already made friends with a lot of people in Versailles without my notice.  Yes, unlike me, he is always so amiable and cheerful that usually people like to talk to him.  Hey, perhaps I can ask him to be my spy some day!

26th April, 1770

There are gossips everywhere – about my parents: 

“Madame Jarjayes is incapable of bearing a son!  She’s not of a bit use.”

“Yes, six daughters already without giving her husband a son!”

“Count Jarjayes should have found some other women to give him any sons.  Poor Oscar!  …”

To hell all you bastards!  I don’t need any of your hypocritical sympathy!  If Andre weren’t there to stop me, I would have chided them already.  The nobles in our court are corrupted indeed.  I know there are many indecent relationships conspiring to benefit those dandies.  They probably have many mistresses and lovers.  I’m lucky that my parents aren’t amongst them.

I can understand how my parents are deeply regretted at not blessed with a son.  Although Father wants an heir to our family desperately, he never finds another woman.  This is probably why Mother never says a word against his turning me into a serviceman.

Right, prove to the whole world that Oscar Francois de Jarjayes is brave enough to stand amongst men and can do even better than other men do.  I would like to make my parents feel proud of me.  I shall never disgrace our family.  Never!

10th May, 1770

The day of Lady Marie Antoinette’s arrival is drawing near.  I’m eagerly looking forward to it.  To receive our future crown princess at the Rhein River will be my first job as the Royal Guard Commander.  As my troop is ordered to escort Her Highness way through, I must try my best to do a splendid job.

What does our future Crown Princess look like?  It is said that she is an elegant blonde of fourteen, who is of the same age as I am.  A bride at the age of fourteen…  What would happen to me if I were not brought up as a boy?  To dress up and spend time in dancing and gossiping, just to please other people, especially one’s husband?  Or to live the decaying life as those in Versailles, striving to satisfy their own greed?  Well, perhaps I would simply follow my sisters’ steps.  Hell!  What would that be?  I don’t want any of that!


13th May, 1770

Lady Marie Antoinette is arriving from Austria tomorrow.  I’m a bit excited.  I can remember Father’s words: To protect Her Highness even at the cost of your own life.  I hope I can do well and fulfill my duty without any problems.

It’s really hard for me to imagine Lady Marie’s situation – to marry to a foreign country as a token of the alliance of two countries…  Well, being a token in such a fashion is common amongst the imperials.  They marry because of their duties.  Strangely, this reminds me of Liliane – to marry and then stay in a new place and get along with new people.  But, at least she can choose her husband.    Hey!  You, silly Oscar!  What are you thinking about?  Lady Marie has her duty as a princess, while I have mine as her guard.  There’s none of my business to worry about someone’s marriage.  Right, just do my job and be loyal to the monarch.

14th May, 1770

What a difficult day it was!  There should have no one causing trouble on this important day.  Well, I really thought this way, but it seemed that someone is plotting against the peace between our nation and Austria.  Who would benefit most if there happens to be wars break out again?  Great Britain?  Or other countries?  I have no idea.

To kidnap Lady Marie is perhaps only the beginning of everything.  It is obvious that someone is trying to eliminate all the evidence.  The kidnapper was killed by a thrown knife in front of me…  His eyes were so widely opened, and his deadly scream so…  It is a terrible scene indeed.  My first time to see a dead person!  I cannot help trembling when remembering it.  My duty is dangerous.  Yes, really dangerous.  Now I’ve come to realize it.

The back of that killer seems familiar…  Damn!  If I could ever see his face…  Could it be Duke Orleans?  He stabbed that fake, who didn’t resist at all, before questioning out anything today.  I think he probably wants to extinct his accomplice.  But Andre said there must be solid evidence.  Well, perhaps he’s right.

  “A man who conspired against the Royal family deserves such a fate.”  Huh, what an excuse!  Duke Orleans is a real heartless person, who kills without feeling guilty at all.  He is mean, cruel as well as dangerous…  I have the feeling that he is not going to do anything good to Lady Marie.  No matter what danger awaits me, I shall protect Her Highness with my life.

Damn!  I witnessed two murders today.  The faces of the dead are haunting me.  Wish I wouldn’t have any nightmares tonight.

To be continued…

