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			Praise for A Column of Fire

			“[Follett is] a master of the historical epic. . . . Deeply researched . . . Compelling . . . A Column of Fire is absorbing, painlessly educational, and a great deal of fun. . . . Difficult, if not impossible, to resist.”

			—The Washington Post

			“Half historic epic, half thriller—all of it engaging . . . Follett’s historical epics, including this one, evoke the Romantic adventures of Alexandre Dumas. Derring-do and double-crosses, as well as the sorrows of a more violent and precarious existence, abound. . . . A Column of Fire burns bright throughout.”

			—The Christian Science Monitor

			“Full of adventure and suspense, A Column of Fire is an inspiring and thrilling portrait of one of Europe’s most perilous times in history. . . . Follett is a master of historical fiction, with meticulous research, adept storytelling, and an ability to capture the reader’s interest with colorful, smooth language.”

			—BookPage

			“Fans of Follett’s epic sagas The Pillars of the Earth and World Without End, set in the Middle Ages in the fictional city of Kingsbridge, will be thrilled by this latest installment.”

			—New York Post

			“English-history mavens will find much to savor in Follett’s third Kingsbridge novel.”

			—AARP, The Magazine

			“A fiery tale set in the latter half of the sixteenth century . . . As always, Follett excels in historical detailing, transporting readers back in time with another meaty historical blockbuster.”

			—Booklist

			“An immersive journey through the tumultuous world of sixteenth century Europe and some of the bloodiest religious wars in history. Follett’s sprawling novel is a fine mix of heart-pounding drama and erudite historicism.”

			—Publishers Weekly
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			Ken Follett is one of the world’s best-loved authors, selling more than 170 million copies of his thirty-one books. Follett’s first bestseller was Eye of the Needle, a spy story set in the Second World War.

			In 1989, The Pillars of the Earth was published and has since become Follett’s most popular novel. It reached number one on bestseller lists around the world and was an Oprah’s Book Club pick.

			Its sequels, World Without End and A Column of Fire, proved equally popular, and the Kingsbridge series has sold more than 40 million copies worldwide. His newest novel, Never, is forthcoming from Viking.

			Follett lives in Hertfordshire, England, with his wife, Barbara. Between them they have five children, six grandchildren, and two Labradors.
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			By day the LORD went ahead of them in a column of smoke to lead them on their way. By night he went ahead of them in a column of fire to give them light so that they could travel by day or by night.

			—Exodus 13:21, God’s Word Translation

		

	
		
			
			
				
				[image: ]
			

		

	
		
			Prologue

			We hanged him in front of Kingsbridge Cathedral. It is the usual place for executions. After all, if you can’t kill a man in front of God’s face you probably shouldn’t kill him at all.

			The sheriff brought him up from the dungeon below the guildhall, hands tied behind his back. He walked upright, his pale face defiant, fearless.

			The crowd jeered at him and cursed him. He seemed not to see them. But he saw me. Our eyes met, and in that momentary exchange of looks there was a lifetime.

			I was responsible for his death, and he knew it.

			I had been hunting him for decades. He was a bomber who would have killed half the rulers of our country, including most of the royal family, all in one act of bloodthirsty savagery—if I had not stopped him.

			I have spent my life tracking such would-be murderers, and a lot of them have been executed—not just hanged but drawn and quartered, the more terrible death reserved for the worst offenders.

			Yes, I have done this many times: watched a man die knowing that I, more than anyone else, had brought him to his just but dreadful punishment. I did it for my country, which is dear to me; for my sovereign, whom I serve; and for something else, a principle, the belief that a person has the right to make up his own mind about God.

			He was the last of many men I sent to hell, but he made me think of the first . . .

		

	
		
			PART ONE
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			1558

		

	
		
			1

			Ned Willard came home to Kingsbridge in a snowstorm.

			He sailed upstream from Combe Harbour in the cabin of a slow barge loaded with cloth from Antwerp and wine from Bordeaux. When he reckoned the boat was at last nearing Kingsbridge he wrapped his French cloak more tightly around his shoulders, pulled the hood over his ears, stepped out onto the open deck, and looked ahead.

			At first he was disappointed: all he could see was falling snow. But his longing for a sight of the city was like an ache, and he stared into the flurries, hoping. After a while his wish was granted, and the storm began to lift. A surprise patch of blue sky appeared. Gazing over the tops of the surrounding trees, he saw the tower of the cathedral—four hundred and five feet high, as every Kingsbridge Grammar School pupil knew. The stone angel that watched over the city from the top of the spire had snow edging her wings today, turning the tips of her feathers from dove gray to bright white. As he looked, a momentary sunbeam struck the statue and gleamed off the snow, like a benison; then the storm closed in again and she was lost from view.

			He saw nothing except trees for a while, but his imagination was full. He was about to be reunited with his mother after an absence of a year. He would not tell her how much he had missed her, for a man should be independent and self-sufficient at the age of eighteen.

			But most of all he had missed Margery. He had fallen for her, with catastrophic timing, a few weeks before leaving Kingsbridge to spend a year in Calais, the English-ruled port on the north coast of France. Since childhood he had known and liked the mischievous, intelligent daughter of Sir Reginald Fitzgerald. When she grew up her impishness had taken on a new allure, so that he found himself staring at her in church, his mouth dry and his breath shallow. He had hesitated to do more than stare, for she was three years younger than he, but she knew no such inhibitions. They had kissed in the Kingsbridge graveyard, behind the concealing bulk of the tomb of Prior Philip, the monk who had commissioned the cathedral four centuries ago. There had been nothing childish about their long, passionate kiss: then she had laughed and run away.

			But she kissed him again the next day. And on the evening before he left for France they admitted that they loved one another.

			For the first few weeks they exchanged love letters. They had not told their parents of their feelings—it seemed too soon—so they could not write openly, but Ned confided in his older brother, Barney, who became their intermediary. Then Barney left Kingsbridge and went to Seville. Margery, too, had an older brother, Rollo; but she did not trust him the way Ned trusted Barney. And so the correspondence ended.

			The lack of communication made little difference to Ned’s feelings. He knew what people said about young love, and he examined himself constantly, waiting for his emotions to change; but they did not. After a few weeks in Calais, his cousin Thérèse made it clear that she adored him and was willing to do pretty much anything he liked to prove it, but Ned was hardly tempted. He reflected on this with some surprise, for he had never before passed up the chance of kissing a pretty girl with nice breasts.

			However, something else was bothering him now. After rejecting Thérèse, he had felt confident that his feelings for Margery would not alter while he was away; but now he asked himself what would happen when he saw her. Would Margery in the flesh be as enchanting as she seemed in his memory? Would his love survive the reunion?

			And what about her? A year was a long time for a girl of fourteen—fifteen now, of course, but still. Perhaps her feelings had faded after the letters stopped. She might have kissed someone else behind the tomb of Prior Philip. Ned would be horribly disappointed if she had become indifferent to him. And even if she still loved him, would the real Ned live up to her golden remembrance?

			The storm eased again, and he saw that the barge was passing through the western suburbs of Kingsbridge. On both banks were the workshops of industries that used a lot of water: dyeing, fulling of cloth, papermaking, and meat slaughtering. Because these processes could be smelly, the west was the low-rent neighborhood.

			Ahead, Leper Island came into view. The name was old: there had been no lepers here for centuries. At the near end of the island was Caris’s Hospital, founded by the nun who had saved the city during the Black Death. As the barge drew closer Ned was able to see, beyond the hospital, the graceful twin curves of Merthin’s Bridge, connecting the island to the mainland north and south. The love story of Caris and Merthin was part of local legend, passed from one generation to the next around winter fireplaces.

			The barge eased into a berth on the crowded waterfront. The city seemed not to have altered much in a year. Places such as Kingsbridge changed only slowly, Ned supposed: cathedrals and bridges and hospitals were built to last.

			He had a satchel slung over his shoulder, and now the captain of the barge handed him his only other luggage, a small wooden trunk containing a few clothes, a pair of pistols, and some books. He hefted the box, took his leave, and stepped onto the dock.

			He turned toward the large stone-built waterside warehouse that was his family’s business headquarters, but when he had gone only a few steps he heard a familiar Scot’s voice say: “Well, if it isn’t our Ned. Welcome home!”

			The speaker was Janet Fife, his mother’s housekeeper. Ned smiled broadly, glad to see her.

			“I was just buying a fish for your mother’s dinner,” she said. Janet was so thin she might have been made of sticks, but she loved to feed people. “You shall have some, too.” She ran a fond eye over him. “You’ve changed,” she said. “Your face seems thinner, but your shoulders are broader. Did your aunt Blanche feed you properly?”

			“She did, but Uncle Dick set me to shoveling rocks.”

			“That’s no work for a scholar.”

			“I didn’t mind.”

			Janet raised her voice. “Malcolm, Malcolm, look who’s here!”

			Malcolm was Janet’s husband and the Willard family’s groom. He came limping across the dockside: he had been kicked by a horse years ago when he was young and inexperienced. He shook Ned’s hand warmly and said: “Old Acorn died.”

			“He was my brother’s favorite horse.” Ned hid a smile: it was just like Malcolm to give news of the animals before the humans. “Is my mother well?”

			“The mistress is in fine fettle, thanks be to God,” Malcolm said. “And so was your brother, last we heard—he’s not a great writer, and it takes a month or two for letters to get here from Spain. Let me help with your luggage, young Ned.”

			Ned did not want to go home immediately. He had another plan. “Would you carry my box to the house?” he said to Malcolm. On the spur of the moment he invented a cover story. “Tell them I’m going into the cathedral to give thanks for a safe journey, and I’ll come home right afterward.”

			“Very good.”

			Malcolm limped off and Ned followed more slowly, enjoying the familiar sight of buildings he had grown up with. The snow was still falling lightly. The roofs were all white, but the streets were busy with people and carts, and underfoot there was only slush. Ned passed the notorious White Horse tavern, scene of regular Saturday-night fights, and walked uphill on the main street to the cathedral square. He passed the bishop’s palace and paused for a nostalgic moment outside the grammar school. Through its narrow, pointed windows he could see lamplit bookshelves. There he had learned to read and count, to know when to fight and when to run away, and to be flogged with a bundle of birch twigs without crying.

			On the south side of the cathedral was the priory. Since King Henry VIII had dissolved the monasteries, Kingsbridge Priory had fallen into sad disrepair, with holed roofs, teetering walls, and vegetation growing through windows. The buildings were now owned by the current mayor, Margery’s father, Sir Reginald Fitzgerald, but he had done nothing with them.

			Happily the cathedral was well maintained, and stood as tall and strong as ever, the stone symbol of the living city. Ned stepped through the great west door into the nave. He would thank God for a safe journey and thereby turn the lie he had told Malcolm into a truth.

			As always, the church was a place of business as well as worship: Friar Murdo had a tray of vials of earth from Palestine, guaranteed to be genuine; a man Ned did not recognize offered hot stones to warm your hands for a penny; and Puss Lovejoy, shivering in a red dress, was selling what she always sold.

			Ned looked at the ribs of the vaulting, like the arms of a crowd of people all reaching up to heaven. Whenever he came into this place he thought of the men and women who had built it. Many of them were commemorated in Timothy’s Book, a history of the priory that was studied in the school: the masons Tom Builder and his stepson, Jack; Prior Philip; Merthin Fitzgerald, who as well as the bridge had put up the central tower; and all the quarrymen, mortarwomen, carpenters, and glaziers, ordinary people who had done an extraordinary thing, risen above their humble circumstances and created something eternally beautiful.

			Ned knelt before the altar for a minute. A safe journey was something to be thankful for. Even on the short crossing from France to England, ships could get into trouble and people could die.

			But he did not linger. His next stop was Margery’s house.

			On the north side of the cathedral square, opposite the bishop’s palace, was the Bell Inn, and next to that a new house was going up. It was on land that had belonged to the priory, so Ned guessed Margery’s father was building. It was going to be impressive, Ned saw, with bay windows and many chimneys: it would be the grandest house in Kingsbridge.

			He continued up the main street to the crossroads. Margery’s current home stood on one corner, across the road from the guildhall. Although not as imposing as the new place promised to be, it was a big timber-framed building occupying an acre of the priciest land in town.

			Ned paused on the doorstep. He had been looking forward to this moment for a year, but, now that it had come, he found his heart full of apprehension.

			He knocked.

			The door was opened by an elderly maid, Naomi, who invited him into the great hall. Naomi had known Ned all his life, but she looked troubled, as if he were a dubious stranger; and when he asked for Margery, Naomi said she would go and see.

			Ned looked at the painting of Christ on the cross that hung over the fireplace. In Kingsbridge there were two kinds of pictures: Bible scenes, and formal portraits of noblemen. Ned had been surprised, in wealthy French homes, to see paintings of pagan gods such as Venus and Bacchus, shown in fantastic forests, wearing robes that always seemed to be falling off.

			But here there was something unusual. On the wall opposite the crucifixion was a map of Kingsbridge. Ned had never seen such a thing, and he studied it with interest. It clearly showed the town divided into four by the main street, running north-south, and the high street, running east-west. The cathedral and the former priory occupied the southeast quarter; the malodorous industrial neighborhood the southwest. All the churches were marked and some of the houses, including the Fitzgeralds’ and the Willards’. The river formed the eastern border of the town, then turned like a dog’s leg. It had once formed the southern border too, but the town had extended over the water, thanks to Merthin’s Bridge, and there was now a big suburb on the far bank.

			The two pictures represented Margery’s parents, Ned noted: her father, the politician, would have hung the map; and her mother, the devout Catholic, the crucifixion.

			It was not Margery who came into the great hall but her brother, Rollo. He was taller than Ned, and good-looking, with black hair. Ned and Rollo had been at school together, but they had never been friends: Rollo was four years older. Rollo had been the cleverest boy in the school, and had been put in charge of the younger pupils; but Ned had refused to regard him as a master and had never accepted his authority. To make matters worse, it had soon become clear that Ned was going to be at least as clever as Rollo. There had been quarrels and fights until Rollo went away to study at Kingsbridge College, Oxford.

			Ned tried to hide his dislike and suppress his irritation. He said politely: “I see there’s a building site next to the Bell. Is your father putting up a new house?”

			“Yes. This place is rather old-fashioned.”

			“Business must be good at Combe.” Sir Reginald was receiver of customs at Combe Harbour. It was a lucrative post, granted to him by Mary Tudor when she became queen, as a reward for his support.

			Rollo said: “So, you’re back from Calais. How was it?”

			“I learned a lot. My father built a pier and warehouse there, managed by my uncle Dick.” Edmund, Ned’s father, had died ten years ago, and his mother had run the business ever since. “We ship English iron ore, tin, and lead from Combe Harbour to Calais, and from there it’s sold all over Europe.” The Calais operation was the foundation of the Willard family business.

			“How has the war affected it?” England was at war with France. But Rollo’s concern was transparently fake. In truth he relished the danger to the Willard fortune.

			Ned downplayed it. “Calais is well defended,” he said, sounding more confident than he felt. “It’s surrounded by forts that have protected it ever since it became part of England two hundred years ago.” He ran out of patience. “Is Margery at home?”

			“Do you have a reason to see her?”

			It was a rude question, but Ned pretended not to notice. He opened his satchel. “I brought her a present from France,” he said. He took out a length of shimmering lavender silk, carefully folded. “I think the color will suit her.”

			“She won’t want to see you.”

			Ned frowned. What was this? “I’m quite sure she will.”

			“I can’t imagine why.”

			Ned chose his words carefully. “I admire your sister, Rollo, and I believe she is fond of me.”

			“You’re going to find that things have changed while you’ve been away, young Ned,” said Rollo condescendingly.

			Ned did not take this seriously. He thought Rollo was just being slyly malicious. “All the same, please ask her.”

			Rollo smiled, and that worried Ned, for it was the smile he had worn when he had permission to flog one of the younger pupils at the school.

			Rollo said: “Margery is engaged to be married.”

			“What?” Ned stared at him, feeling shocked and hurt, as if he had been clubbed from behind. He had not been sure what to expect, but he had not dreamed of this.

			Rollo just looked back, smiling.

			Ned said the first thing that came into his head. “Who to?”

			“She is going to marry Viscount Shiring.”

			Ned said: “Bart?” That was incredible. Of all the young men in the county, the slow-witted, humorless Bart Shiring was the least likely to capture Margery’s heart. The prospect that he would one day be the earl of Shiring might have been enough for many girls—but not for Margery, Ned was sure.

			Or, at least, he would have been sure a year ago.

			He said: “Are you making this up?”

			It was a foolish question, he realized immediately. Rollo could be crafty and spiteful, but not stupid: he would not invent such a story, for fear of looking foolish when the truth came out.

			Rollo shrugged. “The engagement will be announced tomorrow at the earl’s banquet.”

			Tomorrow was the twelfth day of Christmas. If the earl of Shiring was having a celebration, it was certain that Ned’s family had been invited. So Ned would be there to hear the announcement, if Rollo was telling the truth.

			“Does she love him?” Ned blurted.

			Rollo was not expecting that question, and it was his turn to be startled. “I don’t see why I should discuss that with you.”

			His equivocation made Ned suspect that the answer was no. “Why do you look so shifty?”

			Rollo bridled. “You’d better go, before I feel obliged to thrash you the way I used to.”

			“We’re not in school any longer,” Ned said. “You might be surprised by which of us gets thrashed.” He wanted to fight Rollo, and he was angry enough not to care whether he would win.

			But Rollo was more circumspect. He walked to the door and held it open. “Good-bye,” he said.

			Ned hesitated. He did not want to go without seeing Margery. If he had known where her room was he might have run up the stairs. But he would look stupid opening bedroom doors at random in someone else’s house.

			He picked up the silk and put it back in his satchel. “This isn’t the last word,” he said. “You can’t keep her locked away for long. I will speak to her.”

			Rollo ignored that, and stood patiently at the door.

			Ned itched to punch Rollo, but suppressed the urge with an effort: they were men now, and he could not start a fight with so little provocation. He felt outmaneuvered. He hesitated for a long moment. He could not think what to do.

			So he went out.

			Rollo said: “Don’t hurry back.”

			Ned walked the short distance down the main street to the house where he had been born.

			The Willard place was opposite the west front of the cathedral. It had been enlarged, over the years, with haphazard extensions, and now it sprawled untidily over several thousand square feet. But it was comfortable, with massive fireplaces, a large dining room for convivial meals, and good feather beds. The place was home to Alice Willard and her two sons plus Grandma, the mother of Ned’s late father.

			Ned went in and found his mother in the front parlor that she used as an office when not at the waterfront warehouse. She leaped up from her chair at the writing table and hugged and kissed him. She was heavier than she had been a year ago, he saw right away; but he decided not to say so.

			He looked around. The room had not changed. Her favorite painting was there, a picture of Christ and the adulteress surrounded by a crowd of hypocritical Pharisees who wanted to stone her to death. Alice liked to quote Jesus: “He that is without sin among you, let him first cast a stone at her.” It was also an erotic picture, for the woman’s breasts were exposed, a sight that had at one time given young Ned vivid dreams.

			He looked out of the parlor window across the market square to the elegant façade of the great church, with its long lines of lancet windows and pointed arches. It had been there every day of his life: only the sky above it changed with the seasons. It gave him a vague but powerful sense of reassurance. People were born and died, cities could rise and fall, wars began and ended, but Kingsbridge Cathedral would last until the Day of Judgment.

			“So you went into the cathedral to give thanks,” she said. “You’re a good boy.”

			He could not deceive her. “I went to the Fitzgerald house as well,” he said. He saw a brief look of disappointment flash across her face, and he said: “I hope you don’t mind that I went there first.”

			“A little,” she admitted. “But I should remember what it’s like to be young and in love.”

			She was forty-eight. After Edmund died, everyone had said she should marry again, and little Ned, eight years old, had been terrified that he would get a cruel stepfather. But she had been a widow for ten years now, and he guessed she would stay single.

			Ned said: “Rollo told me that Margery is going to marry Bart Shiring.”

			“Oh, dear. I was afraid of that. Poor Ned. I’m so sorry.”

			“Why does her father have the right to tell her who to marry?”

			“Fathers expect some degree of control. Your father and I didn’t have to worry about that. I never had a daughter . . . that lived.”

			Ned knew that. His mother had given birth to two girls before Barney. Ned was familiar with the two little tombstones in the graveyard on the north side of Kingsbridge Cathedral.

			He said: “A woman has to love her husband. You wouldn’t have forced a daughter to marry a brute like Bart.”

			“No, I suppose I wouldn’t.”

			“What is wrong with those people?”

			“Sir Reginald believes in hierarchies and authority. As mayor, he thinks the aldermen’s job is to make decisions and then enforce them. When your father was mayor he said that aldermen should rule the town by serving it.”

			Ned said impatiently: “That sounds like two ways of looking at the same thing.”

			“It’s not, though,” said his mother. “It’s two different worlds.”
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			“I will not marry Bart Shiring!” said Margery Fitzgerald to her mother.

			Margery was upset and angry. For twelve months she had been waiting for Ned to return, thinking about him every day, longing to see his wry smile and golden-brown eyes; and now she had learned, from the servants, that he was back in Kingsbridge, and he had come to the house, but they had not told her, and he had gone away! She was furious at her family for deceiving her, and she wept with frustration.

			“I’m not asking you to marry Viscount Shiring today,” said Lady Jane. “Just go and talk to him.”

			They were in Margery’s bedroom. In one corner was a prie-dieu, a prayer desk, where she knelt twice a day, facing the crucifix on the wall, and counted her prayers with the help of a string of carved ivory beads. The rest of the room was all luxury: a four-poster bed with a feather mattress and richly colored hangings; a big carved-oak chest for her many dresses; a tapestry of a forest scene.

			This room had seen many arguments with her mother over the years. But Margery was a woman now. She was petite, but a little taller and heavier than her tiny, fierce mother; and she felt it was no longer a foregone conclusion that the fight would end in victory for Lady Jane and humiliation for Margery.

			Margery said: “What’s the point? He’s come here to court me. If I talk to him he’ll feel encouraged. And then he’ll be even angrier when he realizes the truth.”

			“You can be polite.”

			Margery did not want to talk about Bart. “How could you not tell me that Ned was here?” she said. “That was dishonest.”

			“I didn’t know until he’d gone! Only Rollo saw him.”

			“Rollo was doing your will.”

			“Children should do their parents’ will,” Mother said. “You know the commandment: ‘Honor thy father and mother.’ It’s your duty to God.”

			All her short life Margery had struggled with this. She knew that God wished her to be obedient, but she had a willful and rebellious nature—as she had so often been told—and she found it extraordinarily difficult to be good. However, when this was pointed out to her, she always suppressed her nature and became compliant. God’s will was more important than anything else, she knew that. “I’m sorry, Mother,” she said.

			“Go and talk to Bart,” said Lady Jane.

			“Very well.”

			“Just comb your hair, dear.”

			Margery had a last flash of defiance. “My hair’s fine,” she said, and before her mother could argue she left the room.

			Bart was in the hall, wearing new yellow hose. He was teasing one of the dogs, offering a piece of ham, then snatching it away at the last moment.

			Mother followed Margery down the stairs and said: “Take Lord Shiring into the library and show him the books.”

			“He’s not interested in books,” Margery snapped.

			“Margery!”

			Bart said: “I’d like to see the books.”

			Margery shrugged. “Follow me, please,” she said, and led the way into the next room. She left the door open, but her mother did not join them.

			Her father’s books were arranged on three shelves. “By God, what a lot of them you have!” Bart exclaimed. “A man would waste his life away reading them all.”

			There were fifty or so, more than would normally be seen outside a university or cathedral library, and a sign of wealth. Some were in Latin or French.

			Margery made an effort to play host. She took down a book in English. “This is The Pastime of Pleasure,” she said. “That might interest you.”

			He gave a leer and moved closer. “Pleasure is a great pastime.” He seemed pleased with the witticism.

			She stepped back. “It’s a long poem about the education of a knight.”

			“Ah.” Bart lost interest in the book. Looking along the shelf, he picked out The Book of Cookery. “This is important,” he said. “A wife should make sure her husband has good food, don’t you think?”

			“Of course.” Margery was trying hard to think of something to talk about. What was Bart interested in? War, perhaps. “People are blaming the queen for the war with France.”

			“Why is it her fault?”

			“They say that Spain and France are fighting over possessions in Italy, a conflict that has nothing to do with England, and we’re involved only because our Queen Mary is married to King Felipe of Spain and has to back him.”

			Bart nodded. “A wife must be led by her husband.”

			“That’s why a girl must choose very carefully.” This pointed remark went over Bart’s head. Margery went on: “Some say our queen should not be married to a foreign monarch.”

			Bart tired of the subject. “We shouldn’t be talking of politics. Women ought to leave such matters to their husbands.”

			“Women have so many duties to their husbands,” Margery said, knowing that her ironic tone would be lost on Bart. “We have to cook for them, and be led by them, and leave politics to them . . . I’m glad I haven’t got a husband, life is simpler this way.”

			“But every woman needs a man.”

			“Let’s talk about something else.”

			“I mean it.” He closed his eyes, concentrating, then came out with a short rehearsed speech. “You are the most beautiful woman in the world, and I love you. Please be my wife.”

			Her reaction was visceral. “No!”

			Bart looked baffled. He did not know how to respond. Clearly he had been led to expect the opposite answer. After a pause he said: “But my wife will become a countess one day!”

			“And you must marry a girl who longs for that with all her heart.”

			“Don’t you?”

			“No.” She tried not to be harsh. It was difficult: understatement was lost on him. “Bart, you’re strong and handsome, and I’m sure brave too, but I could never love you.” Ned came into her mind: with him she never found herself trying to think of something to talk about. “I will marry a man who is clever and thoughtful and wants his wife to be more than just the most senior of his servants.” There, she thought; even Bart can’t fail to understand that.

			He moved with surprising speed and grabbed her upper arms. His grip was strong. “Women like to be mastered,” he said.

			“Who told you that? Believe me, I don’t!” She tried to pull away from him but could not.

			He drew her to him and kissed her.

			On another day she might just have turned her face away. Lips did not hurt. But she was still sad and bitter about having missed Ned. Her mind was full of thoughts of what might have happened: how she might have kissed him and touched his hair and pulled his body to hers. His imaginary presence was so strong that Bart’s embrace repelled her to the point of panic. Without thinking, she kneed him in the balls as hard as she could.

			He roared with pain and shock, released her from his grasp, and bent over, groaning in agony, eyes squeezed shut, both hands between his thighs.

			Margery ran to the door, but before she got there her mother stepped into the library, obviously having been listening outside.

			Lady Jane looked at Bart, understood immediately what had happened, turned to Margery, and said: “You foolish child.”

			“I won’t marry this brute!” Margery cried.

			Her father came in. He was tall with black hair, like Rollo, but unlike Rollo he was heavily freckled. He said coldly: “You will marry whomever your father chooses.”

			That ominous statement scared Margery. She began to suspect that she had underestimated her parents’ determination. It was a mistake to let her indignation take over. She tried to calm herself and think logically.

			Still passionate, but more measured, she said: “I’m not a princess! We’re gentry, not aristocracy. My marriage isn’t a political alliance. I’m the daughter of a merchant. People like us don’t have arranged marriages.”

			That angered Sir Reginald, and he flushed under his freckles. “I am a knight!”

			“Not an earl!”

			“I am descended from the Ralph Fitzgerald who became earl of Shiring two centuries ago—as is Bart. Ralph Fitzgerald was the son of Sir Gerald and the brother of Merthin the bridge builder. The blood of the English nobility runs in my veins.”

			Margery saw with dismay that she was up against not just her father’s inflexible will but his family pride as well. She did not know how she could overcome that combination. The only thing she was sure of was that she must not show weakness.

			She turned to Bart. Surely he would not want to marry an unwilling bride? She said: “I’m sorry, Lord Shiring, but I’m going to marry Ned Willard.”

			Sir Reginald was startled. “No, you’re not, by the cross.”

			“I’m in love with Ned Willard.”

			“You’re too young to be in love with anyone. And the Willards are practically Protestants!”

			“They go to mass just like everyone else.”

			“All the same, you’re going to marry Viscount Shiring.”

			“I will not,” she said with quiet firmness.

			Bart was recovering. He muttered: “I knew she’d be trouble.”

			Sir Reginald said: “She just needs a firm hand.”

			“She needs a whip.”

			Lady Jane intervened. “Think of it, Margery,” she said. “You will be the countess one day, and your son will be the earl!”

			“That’s all you care about, isn’t it?” Margery said. She heard her own voice rising to a defiant yell, but she could not stop. “You just want your grandchildren to be aristocrats!” She could see from their faces that her surmise had touched the truth. With contempt she said: “Well, I will not be a broodmare just because you have delusions of nobility.”

			As soon as she had said it she knew she had gone too far. Her insult had touched her father where he was most sensitive.

			Sir Reginald took off his belt.

			Margery backed away fearfully, and found herself up against the writing table. Sir Reginald grabbed her by the back of the neck, using his left hand. She saw that the tongue end of the belt had a brass sleeve, and she was so scared that she screamed.

			Sir Reginald bent her over the table. She wriggled desperately, but he was too strong for her, and he held her easily.

			She heard her mother say: “Leave the room, please, Lord Shiring.” That scared her even more.

			The door slammed, then she heard the belt whistle through the air. It landed on the backs of her thighs. Her dress was too thin to give her any protection, and she screamed again, in pain this time. She was lashed again, and a third time.

			Then her mother spoke. “I think that’s enough, Reginald,” she said.

			“Spare the rod and spoil the child,” said Father. It was a grimly familiar proverb: everyone believed that flogging was good for children, except the children.

			Lady Jane said: “The Bible verse actually says something different. ‘He that spareth his rod hateth his son: but he that loveth him chasteneth him betimes.’ It refers to boys, not girls.”

			Sir Reginald countered with a different verse. “Another biblical proverb says: ‘Withhold not correction from the child,’ doesn’t it?”

			“She’s not really a child anymore. Besides, we both know this approach doesn’t work on Margery. Punishment only makes her more stubborn.”

			“Then what do you propose?”

			“Leave her to me. I’ll talk to her when she’s calmed down.”

			“Very well,” Sir Reginald said, and Margery thought it was over; then the belt whistled again, stinging her already painful legs, and she screamed once more. But immediately afterward she heard his boots stamp across the floor and out of the room, and it really was over.
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			Ned was sure he would see Margery at Earl Swithin’s feast. Her parents could hardly keep her away. It would be like an announcement that something was wrong. Everyone would be talking about why Margery was not there.

			The cartwheel ruts in the mud road were frozen hard, and Ned’s pony picked her way daintily along the treacherous surface. The heat of the horse warmed his body, but his hands and feet were numb with cold. Beside him his mother, Alice, rode a broad-backed mare.

			The earl of Shiring’s home, New Castle, was twelve miles from Kingsbridge. The journey took almost half a short winter day, and made Ned mad with impatience. He had to see Margery, not just because he longed for a sight of her, but also so that he could find out what the devil was going on.

			Ahead, New Castle appeared in the distance. It had been new a hundred and fifty years ago. Recently the earl had built a house in the ruins of the medieval fortress. The remaining battlements, made of the same gray stone as Kingsbridge Cathedral, were adorned today with ribbons and swags of freezing fog. As he drew near Ned heard sounds of festivity: shouted greetings, laughter, and a country band—a deep drum, a lively fiddle, and the reedy whine of pipes drifting through the cold air. The noise bore with it a promise of blazing fires, hot food, and something cheering to drink.

			Ned kicked his horse into a trot, impatient to arrive and put an end to his uncertainty. Did Margery love Bart Shiring, and was she going to marry him?

			The road led straight to the entrance. Rooks strutting on the castle walls cawed spitefully at the visitors. The drawbridge had gone long ago, and the moat had been filled in, but there were still arrow-slit windows in the gatehouse. Ned rode through to the noisy courtyard, which was bustling with brightly dressed guests, horses and carts, and the earl’s busy servants. Ned entrusted his pony to a groom and joined the throng moving toward the house.

			He did not see Margery.

			On the far side of the courtyard stood a modern brick mansion, attached to the old castle buildings, the chapel on one side and the brewery on the other. Ned had been here only once in the four years since it had been built, and he marveled again at the rows of big windows and the ranks of multiple chimneys. Grander than the wealthiest Kingsbridge merchants’ homes, it was the largest house in the county, although perhaps there were even bigger places in London, which he had never visited.

			Earl Swithin had lost status during the reign of Henry VIII, because he had opposed the king’s breach with the Pope; but the earl’s fortunes had revived five years ago with the accession of the ultra-Catholic Mary Tudor as queen, and Swithin was once again favored, rich, and powerful. This promised to be a lavish banquet.

			Ned entered the house and passed into a great hall two stories high. The tall windows made the room light even on a winter day. The walls were paneled in varnished oak and hung with tapestries of hunting scenes. Logs burned in two huge fireplaces at opposite ends of the long room. In the gallery that ran around three of the four walls, the band he had heard from the road was playing energetically. High on the fourth wall was a portrait of Earl Swithin’s father, holding a staff to symbolize power.

			Some guests were performing a vigorous country dance in groups of eight, holding hands to form rotating circles, then stopping to skip in and out. Others conversed in clusters, raising their voices over the music and the stomping of the dancers. Ned took a wooden cup of hot cider and looked around the room.

			One group stood aloof from the dancing: the ship owner Philbert Cobley and his family, all dressed in gray and black. The Kingsbridge Protestants were a semisecret group: everyone knew they were there, and could guess who they were, but their existence was not openly acknowledged—a bit like the half-hidden community of men who loved men, Ned thought. The Protestants did not admit to their beliefs, for then they would be tortured until they recanted, and burned to death if they refused. Asked what they believed, they would prevaricate. They went to Catholic services, as they were obliged to by law. But they took every opportunity to object to bawdy songs, bosom-revealing gowns, and drunk priests. And there was no law against dull clothes.

			Ned knew just about everyone in the room. The younger guests were the boys with whom he had attended Kingsbridge Grammar School and the girls whose hair he had pulled on Sundays after church. The older generation of local notables were equally familiar, in and out of his mother’s house all the time.

			In the search for Margery his eye lit on a stranger: a long-nosed man in his late thirties, his midbrown hair already receding, his beard neatly trimmed in the pointed shape that was fashionable. Short and wiry, he wore a dark red coat that was unostentatiously expensive. He was speaking to Earl Swithin and Sir Reginald Fitzgerald, and Ned was struck by the attitudes of the two local magnates. They clearly did not like this distinguished visitor—Reginald leaned back with folded arms, and Swithin stood with legs apart and hands on hips—yet they were listening to him intently.

			The musicians ended a number with a flourish, and in the relative quiet Ned spoke to Philbert Cobley’s son, Daniel, a couple of years older than himself, a fat boy with a pale round face. “Who’s that?” Ned asked him, pointing at the stranger in the red coat.

			“Sir William Cecil. He is estate manager for Princess Elizabeth.”

			Elizabeth Tudor was the younger half sister of Queen Mary. “I’ve heard of Cecil,” Ned said. “Wasn’t he secretary of state for a while?”

			“That’s right.”

			At the time Ned had been too young to follow politics closely, but he remembered the name of Cecil being mentioned with admiration by his mother. Cecil had not been sufficiently Catholic for Mary Tudor’s taste, and as soon as she became queen she had fired him, which was why he now had the less grand job of looking after Elizabeth’s finances.

			So what was he doing here?

			Ned’s mother would want to know about Cecil. A visitor brought news, and Alice was obsessed with news. She had always taught her sons that information could make a man’s fortune—or save him from ruin. But as Ned looked around for Alice he spotted Margery, and immediately forgot about William Cecil.

			He was startled by Margery’s appearance. She looked older by five years, not one. Her curly light brown hair was pinned up in an elaborate coiffure and topped by a man’s cap with a jaunty plume. A small white ruff around her neck seemed to light up her face. She was small, but not thin, and the fashionably stiff bodice of her blue velvet gown did not quite conceal her delightfully rounded figure. As always, her face was expressive. She smiled, raised her eyebrows, tilted her head, and mimed surprise, puzzlement, scorn, and delight, one after another. He found himself staring, just as he had in the past. For a few moments it seemed as if there were no one else in the room.

			Waking from his trance, he pushed through the crowd toward her.

			She saw him coming. Her face lit up with pleasure, delighting him; then it changed, faster than the weather on a spring day, and her expression became clouded with worry. As he approached, her eyes widened fearfully and she seemed to be telling him to go away, but he ignored that. He had to speak to her.

			He opened his mouth, but she spoke first. “Follow me when they play Hunt the Hart,” she said in a low voice. “Don’t say anything now.”

			Hunt the Hart was a hide-and-seek game played by young people at feasts. Ned was bucked by her invitation. But he was not willing to walk away from her without at least some answers. “Are you in love with Bart Shiring?” he asked.

			“No! Now go away—we can talk later.”

			Ned was thrilled, but he had not finished. “Are you going to marry him?”

			“Not while I have enough breath to say ‘go to the devil.’”

			Ned smiled. “All right, now I can be patient.” He walked away, happy.
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			Rollo observed with alarm the interaction between his sister and Ned Willard. It did not last long but it was obviously intense. Rollo was concerned. He had been listening outside the library door yesterday, when Margery was beaten by their father, and he agreed with his mother that punishment just made Margery more obstinate.

			He did not want his sister to marry Ned. Rollo had always disliked Ned, but that was the least of it. More importantly, the Willards were soft on Protestantism. Edmund Willard had been quite content when King Henry turned against the Catholic Church. Admittedly, he had not seemed very troubled when Queen Mary reversed the process—but that, too, offended Rollo. He could not bear people who took religion lightly. The authority of the church should have been everything to them.

			Almost as importantly, marriage with Ned Willard would do nothing for the prestige of the Fitzgeralds: it would merely be an alliance between two prosperous commercial families. However, Bart Shiring would take them into the ranks of the nobility. To Rollo, the prestige of the Fitzgerald family mattered more than anything except the will of God.

			The dancing finished, and the earl’s staff brought in boards and trestles to make a T-shaped table, the crosspiece at one end and the tail stretching the full length of the room; then they began to lay the table. They went about their work in a somewhat careless spirit, Rollo thought, tossing pottery cups and loaves of bread onto the white tablecloth haphazardly. That would be because there was no woman in charge of the household: the countess had died two years ago, and Swithin had not yet remarried.

			A servant spoke to Rollo. “Your father summons you, Master Fitzgerald. He’s in the earl’s parlor.”

			The man led Rollo into a side room with a writing table and a shelf of ledgers, evidently the place where Earl Swithin conducted business.

			Swithin sat on a huge chair that was almost a throne. He was tall and handsome, like Bart, though many years of eating well and drinking plenty had thickened his waist and reddened his nose. Four years ago he had lost most of the fingers of his left hand in the Battle of Hartley Wood. He made no attempt to conceal the deficiency—in fact he seemed proud of his wound.

			Rollo’s father, Sir Reginald, sat next to Swithin, lean and freckled, a leopard beside a bear.

			Bart Shiring was there, too, and to Rollo’s consternation so were Alice and Ned Willard.

			William Cecil was on a low stool in front of the six local people, but, despite the symbolism of the seating, it looked to Rollo as if Cecil was in charge of the meeting.

			Reginald said to Cecil: “You won’t mind my son joining us? He has been to Oxford University, and studied law at the Inns of Court in London.”

			“I’m glad to have the younger generation here,” Cecil said amiably. “I include my own son in meetings, even though he’s only sixteen—the earlier they begin, the faster they learn.”

			Studying Cecil, Rollo noticed that there were three warts on his right cheek, and his brown beard was beginning to turn gray. He had been a powerful courtier during the reign of Edward VI, while still in his twenties, and although he was not yet forty years old he had an air of confident wisdom that might have belonged to a much older man.

			Earl Swithin shifted impatiently. “I have a hundred guests in the hall, Sir William. You’d better tell me what you have to say that is important enough to take me away from my own party.”

			“At once, my lord,” Cecil said. “The queen is not pregnant.”

			Rollo let out a grunt of surprise and dismay.

			Queen Mary and King Felipe were desperate for heirs to their two crowns, England and Spain. But they spent hardly any time together, being so busy ruling their widely separated kingdoms. So there had been rejoicing in both countries when Mary had announced that she was expecting a baby next March. Obviously something had gone wrong.

			Rollo’s father, Sir Reginald, said grimly: “This has happened before.”

			Cecil nodded. “It is her second false pregnancy.”

			Swithin looked bewildered. “False?” he said. “What do you mean?”

			“There has been no miscarriage,” Cecil said solemnly.

			Reginald explained: “She wants a baby so badly, she convinces herself that she’s expecting when she’s not.”

			“I see,” said Swithin. “Female stupidity.”

			Alice Willard gave a contemptuous snort at this remark, but Swithin was oblivious.

			Cecil said: “We must now face the likelihood that our queen will never give birth to a child.”

			Rollo’s mind was awhirl with the consequences. The longed-for child of the ultra-Catholic Queen Mary and the equally devout king of Spain would have been raised strictly Catholic, and could have been relied upon to favor families such as the Fitzgeralds. But if Mary should die without an heir, all bets were off.

			Cecil had figured this out long ago, Rollo assumed. Cecil said: “The transition to a new monarch is a time of danger for any country.”

			Rollo had to suppress a feeling of panic. England could return to Protestantism—and everything the Fitzgerald family had achieved in the last five years could be wiped out.

			“I want to plan for a smooth succession, with no bloodshed,” Cecil said in a tone of reasonableness. “I’m here to speak to you three powerful provincial leaders—the earl of the county, the mayor of Kingsbridge, and the town’s leading merchant—and ask you to help me.”

			He sounded deceptively like a diligent servant making careful plans, but Rollo could already see that he was in fact a dangerous revolutionary.

			Swithin said: “And how would we help you?”

			“By pledging support for my mistress, Elizabeth.”

			Swithin said challengingly: “You assume that Elizabeth is heir to the throne?”

			“Henry VIII left three children,” Cecil said pedantically, stating the obvious. “His son, Edward VI, the boy king, died before he could produce an heir, so Henry’s elder daughter, Mary Tudor, became queen. The logic is inescapable. If Queen Mary dies childless, as King Edward did, the next in line to the throne is clearly Henry’s other daughter, Elizabeth Tudor.”

			Rollo decided it was time to speak. This dangerous nonsense could not be allowed to pass unchallenged, and he was the only lawyer in the room. He tried to speak as quietly and as rationally as Cecil, but, despite the effort, he could hear the note of alarm in his own voice. “Elizabeth is illegitimate!” he said. “Henry was never truly married to her mother. His divorce from his previous wife was disallowed by the Pope.”

			Swithin added: “Bastards cannot inherit property or titles—everyone knows that.”

			Rollo winced. Calling Elizabeth a bastard was unnecessary rudeness to her counselor. Coarse manners were typical of Swithin, unfortunately. But it was rash, Rollo felt, to antagonize the self-possessed Cecil. The man might have been out of favor, but he still had an air of quiet potency.

			Cecil overlooked the incivility. “The divorce was ratified by the English Parliament,” he said with polite insistence.

			Swithin said: “I hear she has Protestant leanings.”

			That was the heart of it, Rollo thought.

			Cecil smiled. “She has told me, many times, that if she should become queen it is her dearest wish that no Englishman should lose his life for the sake of his beliefs.”

			Ned Willard spoke up. “That’s a good sign,” he said. “No one wants to see more people burned at the stake.”

			That was typical of the Willards, Rollo thought: anything for a quiet life.

			Earl Swithin was equally irritated by the equivocation. “Catholic or Protestant?” he said. “She must be one or the other.”

			“On the contrary,” Cecil said. “Her creed is tolerance.”

			Swithin was indignant. “Tolerance?” he said scornfully. “Of heresy? Blasphemy? Godlessness?”

			Swithin’s outrage was justified, in Rollo’s opinion, but it was no substitute for legal argument. The Catholic Church had its own view on who should be the next ruler of England. “In the eyes of the world, the true heir to the throne is the other Mary, the queen of the Scots.”

			“Surely not,” Cecil argued, clearly having expected this. “Mary Stuart is no more than the grandniece of King Henry VIII, whereas Elizabeth Tudor is his daughter.”

			“His illegitimate daughter.”

			Ned Willard spoke again. “I saw Mary Stuart when I went to Paris,” he said. “I didn’t talk to her, but I was in one of the outer rooms of the Louvre Palace when she passed through. She is tall and beautiful.”

			Rollo said impatiently: “What’s that got to do with anything?”

			Ned persisted. “She’s fifteen years old.” He looked hard at Rollo. “The same age as your sister, Margery.”

			“That’s not the point—”

			Ned raised his voice to override the interruption. “Some people think a girl of fifteen is too young to choose a husband, let alone rule a country.”

			Rollo drew in his breath sharply, and his father gave a grunt of indignation. Cecil frowned, no doubt realizing that Ned’s statement had a special meaning hidden from an outsider.

			Ned added: “I was told that Mary speaks French and Scotch, but she has hardly any English.”

			Rollo said: “Such considerations have no weight in law.”

			Ned persisted. “But there’s worse. Mary is engaged to marry Prince Francis, the heir to the French throne. The English people dislike our present queen’s marriage to the king of Spain, and they will be even more hostile to a queen who marries the king of France.”

			Rollo said: “Such decisions are not made by the English people.”

			“All the same, where there is doubt there may be fighting, and then the people may pick up their scythes and their axes and make their opinions known.”

			Cecil put in: “And that’s exactly what I’m trying to prevent.”

			That was actually a threat, Rollo noted angrily; but before he could say so, Swithin spoke again. “What is this girl Elizabeth like, personally? I’ve never met her.”

			Rollo frowned in irritation at this diversion from the question of legitimacy, but Cecil answered willingly. “She is the best-educated woman I have ever met,” he said. “She can converse in Latin as easily as in English, and she also speaks French, Spanish, and Italian, and writes Greek. She is not thought to be a great beauty, but she has a way of enchanting a man so that he thinks her lovely. She has inherited the strength of will of her father, King Henry. She will make a decisive sovereign.”

			Cecil was obviously in love with her, Rollo thought; but that was not the worst of it. Elizabeth’s opponents had to rely on legalistic arguments because there was little else for them to take hold of. It seemed Elizabeth was old enough, wise enough, and strong-minded enough to rule England. She might have been a Protestant, but she was too clever to flaunt it, and they had no proof.

			The prospect of a Protestant queen horrified Rollo. She would surely disfavor Catholic families. The Fitzgeralds might never recover their fortunes.

			Swithin said: “Now, if she were to marry a strong Catholic husband who could keep her under control, she might be more acceptable.” He chuckled lasciviously, making Rollo suppress a shudder. Clearly Swithin was aroused by the thought of keeping a princess under control.

			“I’ll bear that in mind,” said Cecil drily. A bell rang to tell the guests to take their places at table, and he stood up. “All I ask is that you don’t rush to judgment. Give Princess Elizabeth a chance.”

			Reginald and Rollo hung back when the others left the room. Reginald said: “I think we set him straight.”

			Rollo shook his head. There were times when he wished his father’s mind were more devious. “Cecil knew, before he came here, that loyal Catholics such as you and Swithin would never pledge support for Elizabeth.”

			“I suppose he did,” said Reginald. “He’s nothing if not well informed.”

			“And he’s evidently a clever man.”

			“Then why is he here?”

			“I’ve been wondering about that,” said Rollo. “I think he came to assess the strength of his enemies.”

			“Oh,” said his father. “I never thought of that.”

			“Let’s go in to dinner,” said Rollo.
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			Ned was restless all through the banquet. He could hardly wait for the eating and drinking to end so that the game of Hunt the Hart could begin. But just as the sweets were being cleared away, his mother caught his eye and beckoned him.

			He had noticed that she was deep in conversation with Sir William Cecil. Alice Willard was a vigorous, tubby woman, wearing a costly dress of Kingsbridge Scarlet embroidered with gold thread, and a medallion of the Virgin Mary around her neck to ward off accusations of Protestantism. Ned was tempted to pretend he had not seen her summons. The game would take place while the tables were being cleared and the actors were getting ready to perform the play. Ned was not sure what Margery had in mind, but whatever it was, he was not going to miss it. However, his mother was strict as well as loving, and she would not tolerate disobedience, so he went to her side.

			“Sir William wants to ask you a few questions,” Alice said.

			“I’m honored,” Ned said politely.

			“I want to know about Calais,” Cecil began. “I gather you’ve just returned from there.”

			“I left a week before Christmas, and got here yesterday.”

			“I need hardly tell you and your mother how vital the city is to English commerce. It’s also a matter of national pride that we still rule a small part of France.”

			Ned nodded. “And deeply annoying to the French, of course.”

			“How is the morale of the English community there?”

			“Fine,” said Ned, but he began to worry. Cecil was not interrogating him out of idle curiosity: there was a reason. And, now that he thought about it, his mother’s face looked grim. But he carried on. “When I left, they were still rejoicing over the defeat of the French at St. Quentin back in August. That made them feel that the war between England and France was not going to affect them.”

			“Overconfident, perhaps,” Cecil muttered.

			Ned frowned. “Calais is surrounded by forts: Sangatte, Fréthun, Nielles—”

			Cecil interrupted him. “And if the fortresses should fall?”

			“The city has three hundred and seven cannons.”

			“You have a good mind for details. But can the people withstand a siege?”

			“They have food for three months.” Ned had made sure of his facts before leaving, for he had known that his mother would expect a detailed report. He turned to Alice now. “What’s happened, Mother?”

			Alice said: “The French took Sangatte on the first day of January.”

			Ned was shocked. “How could that happen?”

			Cecil answered that question. “The French army was assembled in great secrecy in nearby towns. The attack took the Calais garrison by surprise.”

			“Who leads the French forces?”

			“François, duke of Guise.”

			“Scarface!” said Ned. “He’s a legend.” The duke was France’s greatest general.

			“By now the city must be under siege.”

			“But it has not fallen.”

			“So far as we know, but my latest news is five days old.”

			Ned turned to Alice again. “No word from Uncle Dick?”

			Alice shook her head. “He cannot get a message out of a besieged city.”

			Ned thought of his relations there: Aunt Blanche, a much better cook than Janet Fife, though Ned would never tell Janet that; Cousin Albin, who was his age and had taught him the French words for intimate parts of the body and other unmentionable things; and amorous Thérèse. Would they survive?

			Alice said quietly: “Almost everything we have is tied up in Calais.”

			Ned frowned. Was that possible? He said: “Don’t we have any cargoes going to Seville?”

			The Spanish port of Seville was the armory of King Felipe, with an insatiable appetite for metal. A cousin of Ned’s father, Carlos Cruz, bought as much as Alice could send, turning it all into cannons and cannonballs for Spain’s interminable wars. Ned’s brother, Barney, was in Seville, living and working with Carlos, learning another side of the family business, as Ned had done in Calais. But the sea journey was long and hazardous, and ships were sent there only when the much nearer warehouse at Calais was full.

			Alice replied to Ned’s question: “No. At the moment we have no ships going to or from Seville.”

			“So if we lose Calais . . .”

			“We lose almost everything.”

			Ned had thought he understood the business, but he had not realized it could be ruined so quickly. He felt as he did when a trustworthy horse stumbled and shifted under him, making him lose his balance in the saddle. It was a sudden reminder that life was unpredictable.

			A bell was rung for the start of the game. Cecil smiled and said: “Thank you for your information, Ned. It’s unusual for young men to be so precise.”

			Ned was flattered. “I’m glad to have been of help.”

			Dan Cobley’s pretty, golden-haired sister, Ruth, passed by saying: “Come on, Ned, it’s time for Hunt the Hart.”

			“Coming,” he said, but he did not move. He felt torn. He was desperate to talk to Margery, but after news like this he was in no mood for a game. “I suppose there’s nothing we can do,” he said to his mother.

			“Just wait for more information—which may be a long time coming.”

			There was a gloomy pause. Cecil said: “By the way, I’m looking for an assistant to help me in my work for the lady Elizabeth, a young man to live at Hatfield Palace as part of her staff, and act on my behalf when I have to be in London, or elsewhere. I know your destiny is to work with your mother in the family business, Ned, but if you should happen to know a young man a bit like yourself, intelligent and trustworthy, with a sharp eye for detail . . . let me know.”

			Ned nodded. “Of course.” He suspected that Cecil was really offering the job to him.

			Cecil went on: “He would have to share Elizabeth’s tolerant attitude to religion.” Queen Mary Tudor had burned hundreds of Protestants at the stake.

			Ned certainly felt that way, as Cecil must have realized during the argument in the earl’s library about the succession to the throne. Millions of English people agreed: whether Catholic or Protestant, they were sickened by the slaughter.

			“Elizabeth has told me many times that if she should become queen, it is her dearest wish that no Englishman should lose his life for the sake of his beliefs,” Cecil went on. “I think that’s an ideal worthy of a man’s faith.”

			Alice looked mildly resentful. “As you say, Sir William, my sons are destined to work in the family business. Off you go, Ned.”

			Ned turned around and looked for Margery.
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			Earl Swithin had hired a traveling company of actors, and now they were building a raised platform up against one long wall of the great hall. While Margery was watching them, Lady Brecknock stood beside her and did the same. An attractive woman in her late thirties with a warm smile, Susannah Brecknock was a cousin of Earl Swithin’s, and was a frequent visitor to Kingsbridge, where she had a house. Margery had met her before and found her amiable and not too grand.

			The stage was made of planks on barrels. Margery said: “It looks a bit shaky.”

			“That’s what I thought!” said Susannah.

			“Do you know what they’re going to perform?”

			“The life of Mary Magdalene.”

			“Oh!” Mary Magdalene was the patron saint of prostitutes. Priests always corrected this by saying “Reformed prostitutes,” but that did not make the saint any less intriguing. “But how can they? All the actors are men.”

			“You haven’t seen a play before?”

			“Not this kind, with a stage and professional players. I’ve just seen processions and pageants.”

			“The female characters are always played by men. They don’t allow women to act.”

			“Why not?”

			“Oh, I expect it’s because we’re inferior beings, physically weak and intellectually feeble.”

			She was being sarcastic. Margery liked Susannah for the candid way she talked. Most adults responded to embarrassing questions with empty platitudes, but Susannah could be relied upon to tell the plain truth. Emboldened, Margery blurted out what was on her mind: “Did they force you to marry the lord Brecknock?”

			Susannah raised her eyebrows.

			Margery realized immediately that she had gone too far. Quickly she said: “I’m so sorry, I have no right to ask you that, please forgive me.” Tears came to her eyes.

			Susannah shrugged. “You certainly do not have the right to ask me such a question, but I haven’t forgotten what it was like to be fifteen.” She lowered her voice. “Who do they want you to marry?”

			“Bart Shiring.”

			“Oh, God, poor you,” she said, even though Bart was her second cousin. Her sympathy made Margery feel even more sorry for herself. Susannah thought for a minute. “It’s no secret that my marriage was arranged, but no one forced me,” she said. “I met him and liked him.”

			“Do you love him?”

			She hesitated again, and Margery could see that she was torn between discretion and compassion. “I shouldn’t answer that.”

			“No, of course not, I apologize—again.”

			“But I can see that you’re in distress, so I’ll confide in you, provided you promise never to repeat what I say.”

			“I promise.”

			“Brecknock and I are friends,” she said. “He’s kind to me and I do everything I can to please him. And we have four wonderful children. I am happy.” She paused, and Margery waited for the answer to her question. At last Susannah said: “But I know there is another kind of happiness, the mad ecstasy of adoring someone and being adored in return.”

			“Yes!” Margery was so glad that Susannah understood.

			“That particular joy is not given to all of us,” she said solemnly.

			“But it should be!” Margery could not bear the thought that a person might be denied love.

			For a moment, Susannah looked bereft. “Perhaps,” she said quietly. “Perhaps.”

			Looking over Susannah’s shoulder, Margery saw Ned approaching in his green French doublet. Susannah followed her look. Perceptively she said: “Ned Willard is the one you want?”

			“Yes.”

			“Good choice. He’s nice.”

			“He’s wonderful.”

			Susannah smiled with a touch of sadness. “I hope it works out for you.”

			Ned bowed to her, and she acknowledged him with a nod but moved away.

			The actors were hanging a curtain across one corner of the room. Margery said to Ned: “What do you think that’s for?”

			“They will put on their costumes behind the curtain, I think.” He lowered his voice. “When can we talk? I can’t wait much longer.”

			“The game is about to begin. Just follow me.”

			Philbert Cobley’s good-looking clerk, Donal Gloster, was chosen to be hunter. He had wavy dark hair and a sensual face. He did not appeal to Margery—too weak—but several of the girls would be hoping to be found by him, she felt sure.

			New Castle was the perfect location for the game. It had more secret places than a rabbit warren. The parts where the new mansion was joined to the old castle were especially rich in odd cupboards, unexpected staircases, niches, and irregular-shaped rooms. It was a children’s game and Margery, when young, had wondered why nineteen-year-olds were so keen to join in. Now she understood that the game was an opportunity for adolescents to kiss and cuddle.

			Donal closed his eyes and began to say the paternoster in Latin, and all the young people scattered to hide.

			Margery already knew where she was going, for she had scouted hidey-holes earlier, to be sure of a private place in which to talk to Ned. She left the hall and raced along a corridor toward the rooms of the old castle, trusting Ned to follow her. She went through a door at the end of the corridor.

			Glancing back, she saw Ned—and, unfortunately, several others. That was a nuisance: she wanted him to herself.

			She passed through a small storeroom and ran up a twisting staircase with stone steps, then down a short flight. She could hear the others behind her, but she was now out of their sight. She turned into a passageway she knew to be a dead end. It was lit by a single candle in a wall bracket. Halfway along was a huge fireplace: the medieval bakery, long disused, its chimney demolished in the building of the modern house. Beside it, concealed by a stone buttress, was the door to the enormous oven, virtually invisible in the dimness. Margery slipped into the oven, pulling her skirts behind her. It was surprisingly clean, she had noted when scouting. She pulled the door almost shut and peeped through a crack.

			Ned came charging along the passageway, closely followed by Bart, then pretty Ruth Cobley, who probably had her eye on Bart. Margery groaned in frustration. How could she separate Ned from the others?

			They dashed past the oven without seeing the door. A moment later, having run into the dead end, they returned in reverse order: Ruth, then Bart, then Ned.

			Margery saw her chance.

			Bart and Ruth disappeared from view, and Margery said: “Ned!”

			He stopped and looked around, puzzled.

			She pushed open the oven door. “In here!”

			He did not need to be asked twice. He scrambled in with her, and she shut the door.

			It was pitch-dark, but they were lying knee to knee and chin to chin, and she could feel the length of his body. He kissed her.

			She kissed him back hungrily. Whatever else happened, he still loved her, and for the moment that was all she cared about. She had been afraid he would forget her in Calais. She thought he would meet French girls who were more sophisticated and exciting than little Marge Fitzgerald from Kingsbridge. But he had not, she could tell, from the way he hugged and kissed and caressed her. Overjoyed, she put her hands on his head and opened her mouth to his tongue and arched her body against his.

			He rolled on top of her. At that moment, she would have opened her body to him gladly, and let him take her virginity; but something happened. There was a thump, as if his foot had struck something, then a noise that might have been a panel of wood falling to the ground; and suddenly she could see the walls of the oven around her.

			She and Ned were both sufficiently startled to stop what they were doing and look up. They saw that the back of the oven had fallen away. Clearly it connected with another place that was dimly lit, and Margery realized with trepidation that there might be people there who could see what she and Ned were doing. She sat upright and looked through the hole.

			There was no one in sight. She saw a wall with an arrow-slit window that was admitting the last of the afternoon light. A small space behind the old oven had simply been closed off by the building of the new house. It led nowhere: the only access was through the oven. On the floor was a panel of wood that must have closed up the hole until Ned kicked it in his excitement. Margery could hear voices, but they came from the courtyard outside. She breathed easier: they had not been seen.

			She crawled through the hole and stood upright in the little space. Ned followed her. They both looked around wonderingly, and Ned said: “We could stay here forever.”

			That brought Margery back to reality, and she realized how close she had come to committing a mortal sin. Desire had almost overwhelmed her knowledge of right and wrong. She had had a lucky escape.

			Her intention in bringing Ned here had been to speak to him, not kiss him. She said: “Ned, they want to make me marry Bart. What are we going to do?”

			“I don’t know,” said Ned.
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			Swithin was quite drunk, Rollo saw. The earl was slumped on a big chair opposite the stage, a goblet in his right hand. A young serving girl refilled his glass, and as she did so he grasped her breast with his maimed left hand. She squealed with horror and pulled away, spilling the wine, and Swithin laughed.

			An actor came onstage and began a prologue, explaining that in order to tell a story of repentance it was necessary first to show the sin, and apologizing in advance if this should give offense.

			Rollo saw his sister, Margery, come slinking into the room with Ned Willard, and he frowned in disapproval. They had taken advantage of the game of Hunt the Hart to go off together, Rollo realized, and no doubt they had got up to all kinds of mischief.

			Rollo did not understand his sister. She took religion very seriously, but she had always been disobedient. How could that be? For Rollo, the essence of religion was submission to authority. That was the trouble with Protestants: they thought they had the right to make up their own minds. But Margery was a devout Catholic.

			Onstage a character called Infidelity appeared, identifiable by his oversized codpiece. He winked and spoke behind his hand and looked from left to right as if making sure he was not being overheard by any other characters. The audience laughed as they recognized an exaggerated version of a type they all knew.

			Rollo had been unnerved by the conversation with Sir William Cecil, but now he thought he might have overreacted. Princess Elizabeth probably was a Protestant, but it was too soon to worry about her: after all, Queen Mary Tudor was only forty-one and in good health, apart from the phantom pregnancies; she could reign for decades more.

			Mary Magdalene appeared onstage. Clearly this was the saint before her repentance. She sashayed on in a red dress, fussing with her necklace, batting her eyes at Infidelity. Her lips were reddened with some kind of dye.

			Rollo was surprised because he had not seen a woman among the actors. Furthermore, although he had not seen a play before, he was pretty sure women were not allowed to act. The company had appeared to consist of four men and a boy of about thirteen. Rollo frowned at Mary Magdalene, puzzled; then it occurred to him that she was the same size and build as the boy.

			The truth began to dawn on the audience, and there were murmurs of admiration and surprise. But Rollo also heard low but clear noises of protest, and looking around, he saw that they came from the corner where Philbert Cobley stood with his family. Catholics were relaxed about plays, provided there was a religious message, but some of the ultra-Protestants disapproved. A boy dressed as a woman was just the kind of thing to make them righteously indignant, especially when the female character was acting sexy. They were all stony faced—with one exception, Rollo noticed: Philbert’s bright young clerk, Donal Gloster, who was laughing as heartily as anyone. Rollo and all the young people in town knew that Donal was in love with Philbert’s fair daughter, Ruth. Rollo guessed that Donal was Protestant only to win Ruth.

			Onstage, Infidelity took Mary in his arms and gave her a long, lascivious kiss. This caused uproarious laughter, hoots, and catcalls, especially from the young men, who had by now figured out that Mary was a boy.

			But Philbert Cobley did not see the joke. He was a beefy man, short but wide, with thinning hair and a straggly beard. Now he was red in the face, waving his fist and shouting something that could not be heard. At first no one paid him any attention, but when at last the actors broke the kiss and the laughter died down, people turned to look at the source of the shouting.

			Rollo saw Earl Swithin suddenly notice the kerfuffle and look angry. Here comes trouble, Rollo thought.

			Philbert stopped shouting, said something to the people around him, and moved toward the door. His family fell in behind him. Donal went along too, but Rollo saw that he looked distinctly disappointed.

			Swithin got up from his chair and walked toward them. “You stay where you are!” he roared. “I gave no one permission to leave.”

			The actors paused and turned to watch what was going on in the audience, a reversal of roles that Rollo found ironic.

			Philbert stopped, turned, and shouted back at Swithin: “We will not stay in this palace of Sodom!” Then he continued marching toward the door.

			“You preening Protestant!” Swithin yelled, and he ran at Philbert.

			Swithin’s son, Bart, stepped into his father’s way, holding up a placatory hand, and yelled: “Let them go, Father, they’re not worth it.”

			Swithin swept him aside with a powerful shove and fell on Philbert. “I’ll kill you, by the cross!” He grabbed him by the throat and began to strangle him. Philbert dropped to his knees and Swithin bent over him, tightening his grip despite his maimed left hand.

			Everybody began to shout at once. Several men and women pulled at Swithin’s sleeves, trying to get him away from Philbert, but they were constrained by fear of hurting an earl, even one bent on murder. Rollo stayed back, not caring whether Philbert lived or died.

			Ned Willard was the first to act decisively. He hooked his right arm around Swithin’s neck, getting the crook of his elbow under the earl’s chin, and heaved up and back. Swithin could not help but step away and release his hold on Philbert’s neck.

			Ned had always been like this, Rollo recalled. Even when he was a cheeky little boy at school he had been a fierce fighter, ready to defy older boys, and Rollo had been obliged to teach him a lesson or two with a bundle of birch twigs. Then Ned had matured, and grown those big hands and feet; and, even though he was still shorter than average, bigger boys had learned to respect his fists.

			Now Ned released Swithin and smartly stepped away, becoming one of the crowd again. Roaring with fury, Swithin spun around, looking for his assailant, but could not tell who it had been. He might find out, eventually, Rollo guessed, but by then he would be sober.

			Philbert got to his feet, rubbing his neck, and staggered to the door unobserved by Swithin.

			Bart grabbed his father’s arm. “Let’s have another cup of wine and watch the play,” he said. “In a minute Carnal Concupiscence comes on.”

			Philbert and his entourage reached the door.

			Swithin stared angrily at Bart for a long moment. He seemed to have forgotten whom he was supposed to be mad at.

			The Cobleys left the room and the big oak door slammed shut behind them.

			Swithin shouted: “On with the play!”

			The actors resumed.

		

	
		
			2

			Pierre Aumande made his living by relieving Parisians of their excess cash, a task that became easier on days like today, when they were celebrating.

			All Paris was rejoicing. A French army had conquered Calais, taking the city back from the English barbarians who had somehow stolen it two hundred years ago. In every taproom in the capital men were drinking the health of Scarface, the duke of Guise, the great general who had erased the ancient stain on the nation’s pride.

			The tavern of St. Étienne, in the neighborhood called Les Halles, was no exception. At one end of the room a small crowd of young men played dice, toasting Scarface every time someone won. By the door was a table of men-at-arms celebrating as if they had taken Calais themselves. In a corner a prostitute had passed out at a table, hair soaking in a puddle of wine.

			Such festivities presented golden opportunities to a man such as Pierre.

			He was a student at the Sorbonne university. He told his fellows that he got a generous allowance from his parents back home in the Champagne region. In fact his father gave him nothing. His mother had spent her life savings on a new outfit of clothes for him to wear to Paris, and now she was penniless. It was assumed that he would support himself by clerical work such as copying legal documents, as many students did. But Pierre’s open-handed spending on the pleasures of the city was paid for by other means. Today he was wearing a fashionable doublet in blue cloth slashed to show the white silk lining beneath: such clothes could not be paid for by even a year of copying documents.

			He was watching the game of dice. The gamblers were the sons of prosperous citizens, he guessed; jewelers and lawyers and builders. One of them, Bertrand, was cleaning up. At first Pierre suspected that Bertrand was a trickster just like himself, and observed carefully, trying to figure out how the dodge was done. But eventually he decided there was no scam. Bertrand was simply enjoying a run of luck.

			And that gave Pierre his chance.

			When Bertrand had won a little more than fifty livres his friends left the tavern with empty pockets. Bertrand called for a bottle of wine and a round of cheese, and at that point Pierre moved in.

			“My grandfather’s cousin was lucky, like you,” he said in the tone of relaxed amiability that had served him well in the past. “When he gambled, he won. He fought at Marignano and survived.” Pierre was making this up as he went along. “He married a poor girl, because she was beautiful and he loved her, then she inherited a mill from an uncle. His son became a bishop.”

			“I’m not always lucky.”

			Bertrand was not completely stupid, Pierre thought, but he was probably dumb enough. “I bet there was a girl who seemed not to like you until one day she kissed you.” Most men had had this experience during their adolescence, he had found.

			But Bertrand thought Pierre’s insight was amazing. “Yes!” he said. “Clothilde—how did you know?”

			“I told you, you’re lucky.” He leaned closer and spoke in a lower voice, as if confiding a secret. “One day, when my grandfather’s cousin was old, a beggar told him the secret of his good fortune.”

			Bertrand could not resist. “What was it?”

			“The beggar said to him: ‘When your mother was expecting you, she gave a penny to me—and that’s why you’ve been lucky all your life.’ It’s the truth.”

			Bertrand looked disappointed.

			Pierre raised a finger in the air, like a conjurer about to perform a magic trick. “Then the beggar threw off his filthy robes and revealed himself to be—an angel!”

			Bertrand was half skeptical, half awestruck.

			“The angel blessed my grandfather’s cousin, then flew up to heaven.” Pierre lowered his voice to a whisper. “I think your mother gave alms to an angel.”

			Bertrand, who was not completely drunk, said: “Maybe.”

			“Is your mother kind?” Pierre asked, knowing that few men would answer no.

			“She is like a saint.”

			“There you are.” Pierre thought for a moment of his own mother, and how disappointed she would have been if she knew that he was living by cheating people out of their money. Bertrand is asking for it, he told her in his imagination; he’s a gambler and a drunk. But the excuse did not satisfy her, even in his fantasy.

			He pushed the thought from his mind. This was not the time for self-doubt: Bertrand was beginning to take the bait.

			Pierre went on: “There was an older man—not your father—who gave you important advice at least once.”

			Bertrand’s eyes widened in surprise. “I never knew why Monsieur Larivière was so helpful.”

			“He was sent by your angel. Have you ever had a narrow escape from injury or death?”

			“I got lost when I was five years old. I decided that my way home was across the river. I almost drowned, but a passing friar saved me.”

			“That was no friar, that was your angel.”

			“It’s amazing—you’re right!”

			“Your mother did something for an angel in disguise, and that angel has watched over you ever since. I know it.”

			Pierre accepted a cup of wine and a wedge of cheese. Free food was always welcome.

			He was studying for the priesthood because it was a way up the social ladder. But he had been at the university only a few days when he realized that the students were already dividing into two groups with radically different destinies. The young sons of noblemen and rich merchants were going to be abbots and bishops—indeed, some of them already knew which well-endowed abbey or diocese they would rule, for often such posts were effectively the private property of a particular family. By contrast, the clever sons of provincial doctors and wine merchants would become country priests.

			Pierre belonged to the second group, but was determined to join the first.

			Initially the division was only dimly perceptible, and during those beginning days Pierre had attached himself firmly to the elite. He quickly lost his regional accent and learned to speak with an aristocratic drawl. He had enjoyed a piece of luck when the wealthy Viscount Villeneuve, having carelessly left home without cash, had asked to borrow twenty livres until tomorrow. It was all the money Pierre had in the world, but he saw a unique opportunity.

			He handed the money to Villeneuve as if it were a trifle.

			Villeneuve forgot to pay him back the next day.

			Pierre was desperate, but he said nothing. He ate gruel that evening, because he could not afford bread. But Villeneuve forgot the following day, too.

			Still Pierre said nothing. He knew that if he asked for his money back, Villeneuve and his friends would understand immediately that he really was not one of them; and he craved their acceptance more than food.

			It was a month later that the young nobleman said to him languidly: “I say, Aumande, I don’t think I ever repaid you those twenty livres, did I?”

			With a massive effort of will, Pierre replied: “My dear fellow, I have absolutely no idea. Forget it, please.” Then he was inspired to add: “You obviously need the money.”

			The other students had laughed, knowing how rich Villeneuve was, and Pierre’s witticism had sealed his position as a member of the group.

			And when Villeneuve gave him a handful of gold coins, he dropped the money into his pocket without counting it.

			He was accepted, but that meant he had to dress like them, hire carriages for trips, gamble carelessly, and call for food and wine in taverns as if the cost meant nothing.

			Pierre borrowed all the time, paid back only when forced, and imitated Villeneuve’s financial absentmindedness. But sometimes he had to get cash.

			He thanked heaven for fools such as Bertrand.

			Slowly but surely, as Bertrand worked his way down the bottle of wine, Pierre introduced into their chat the unique buying opportunity.

			It was different every time. Today he invented a stupid German—the fool in the story was always a foreigner—who had inherited some jewels from an aunt and wanted to sell them to Pierre for fifty livres, not realizing that they were worth hundreds. Pierre did not have fifty livres, he told Bertrand, but anyone who did could multiply his money by ten. The story did not have to be very plausible, but the telling of it was crucial. Pierre had to appear reluctant to let Bertrand get involved, nervous of the idea of Bertrand’s buying the jewels, perturbed by Bertrand’s suggestion that Pierre should take fifty livres of Bertrand’s winnings and go away and make the purchase on Bertrand’s behalf.

			Bertrand was begging Pierre to take his money, and Pierre was getting ready to pocket the cash and disappear from Bertrand’s life forever, when the Widow Bauchene walked in.

			Pierre tried to stay calm.

			Paris was a city of three hundred thousand people, and he had thought there was no great danger of running into any of his past victims by accident, especially as he was careful to stay away from their usual haunts. This was very bad luck.

			He turned his face away, but he was not quick enough, and she spotted him. “You!” she screeched, pointing.

			Pierre could have killed her.

			She was an attractive woman of forty with a broad smile and a generous body. Pierre was half her age, but he had seduced her willingly. In return, she had enthusiastically taught him ways of making love that were new to him, and—more importantly—loaned him money whenever he asked.

			When the thrill of the affair had begun to wear off, she had got fed up with giving him money. At that point a married woman would have cut her losses, said good-bye, and told herself she had learned a costly lesson. A wife could not expose Pierre’s dishonesty, because that would involve confessing her adultery. But a widow was different, Pierre had realized when Madame Bauchene turned against him. She had complained loud and long to anyone who would listen.

			Could he prevent her from arousing suspicion in Bertrand? It would be difficult, but he had done more unlikely things.

			He had to get her out of the tavern as fast as possible.

			In a low tone he said to Bertrand: “This poor woman is completely mad.” Then he stood up, bowed, and said in a tone of icy politeness: “Madame Bauchene, I am at your service, as always.”

			“In that case, give me the hundred and twelve livres you owe me.”

			That was bad. Pierre wanted desperately to glance at Bertrand and measure his reaction, but that would betray his own anxiety, and he forced himself not to look. “I will bring the money to you tomorrow morning, if you care to name the place.”

			Bertrand said drunkenly: “You told me you didn’t have even fifty livres!”

			This was getting worse.

			Madame Bauchene said: “Why tomorrow? What’s wrong with now?”

			Pierre strove to maintain an air of unconcern. “Who carries that much gold in his purse?”

			“You’re a good liar,” said the widow, “but you can’t fool me any longer.”

			Pierre heard Bertrand give a grunt of surprise. He was beginning to understand.

			Pierre kept trying all the same. He stood very upright and looked offended. “Madame, I am Pierre Aumande de Guise. You may perhaps recognize the name of my family. Kindly be assured that our honor does not permit deception.”

			At the table by the door, one of the men-at-arms drinking toasts to “Calais française” raised his head and looked at Pierre hard. The man had lost most of his right ear in some fight, Pierre saw. Pierre suffered a moment of unease, but had to concentrate on the widow.

			She said: “I don’t know about your name, but I know you have no honor, you young rogue. I want my money.”

			“You shall have it, I assure you.”

			“Take me to your home now, then.”

			“I cannot oblige you, I fear. My mother, Madame de Chateauneuf, would not consider you a suitable guest.”

			“Your mother isn’t Madame de anything,” said the widow scornfully.

			Bertrand said: “I thought you were a student living in college.” He was sounding less drunk by the minute.

			It was over, Pierre realized. He had lost his chance with Bertrand. He rounded on the young man. “Oh, go to hell,” he said furiously. He turned back to Madame Bauchene. He felt a pang of regret for her warm, heavy body and her cheerful lasciviousness; then he hardened his heart. “You, too,” he said to her.

			He threw on his cloak. What a waste of time this had been. He would have to start all over again tomorrow. But what if he met another of his past victims? He felt sour. It had been a rotten evening. Another shout of “Calais française” went up. To the devil with Calais, Pierre thought. He stepped toward the door.

			To his surprise, the man-at-arms with the mutilated ear now got up and blocked the doorway.

			Pierre thought, For God’s sake, what now?

			“Stand aside,” Pierre said haughtily. “This has nothing to do with you.”

			The man stayed where he was. “I heard you say your name was Pierre Aumande de Guise.”

			“Yes, so you’d better get out of my way, if you don’t want trouble from my family.”

			“The Guise family won’t cause me any trouble,” the man said, with a quiet confidence that unnerved Pierre. “My name is Gaston Le Pin.”

			Pierre considered shoving the man aside and making a run for it. He looked Le Pin up and down. The man was about thirty, shorter than Pierre, but broad shouldered. He had hard blue eyes. The damaged ear suggested he was no stranger to violent action. He would not be shoved aside easily.

			Pierre struggled to maintain his tone of superiority. “What of it, Le Pin?”

			“I work for the Guise family. I’m head of their household guard.” Pierre’s heart sank. “And I’m arresting you, on behalf of the duke of Guise, for falsely using an aristocratic name.”

			Widow Bauchene said: “I knew it.”

			Pierre said: “My good man, I’ll have you know—”

			“Save it for the judge,” said Le Pin contemptuously. “Rasteau, Brocard, hold him.”

			Without Pierre’s remarking it, two of the men-at-arms had got up from the table and stood quietly either side of him, and now they grabbed his arms. Their hands felt like iron bands: Pierre did not bother to struggle. Le Pin nodded to them and they marched Pierre out of the tavern.

			Behind him, he heard the widow yell: “I hope they hang you!”

			It was dark, but the narrow, winding medieval streets were busy with revelers and noisy with patriotic songs and shouts of “Long live Scarface.” Rasteau and Brocard walked fast, and Pierre had to hurry to keep up with them and avoid being dragged along the road.

			He was terrified to think what punishment might be imposed on him: pretending to be a nobleman was a serious crime. And even if he got off lightly, what was his future? He could find other fools like Bertrand, and married women to seduce, but the more people he cheated, the more likely he was to be called to account. For how much longer could he maintain this way of life?

			He looked at his escorts. Rasteau, the older by four or five years, had no nose, just two holes surrounded by scar tissue, no doubt the result of a knife fight. Pierre waited for them to get bored, relax their vigilance, and loosen their grip, so that he might break away, dash off, and lose himself in the crowd; but they remained alert, their grip firm.

			“Where are you taking me?” he asked, but they did not trouble to reply.

			Instead, they talked about sword fighting, apparently continuing a conversation they had begun in the tavern. “Forget about the heart,” said Rasteau. “Your point can slip over the ribs and give the man nothing worse than a scratch.”

			“What do you aim for? The throat?”

			“Too small a target. I go for the belly. A blade in the guts doesn’t kill a man straightaway, but it paralyzes him. It hurts so much he can’t think of anything else.” He gave a high-pitched giggle, an unexpected sound from such a rough-looking man.

			Pierre soon found out where they were going. They turned into the Vieille rue du Temple. Pierre knew that this was where the Guise family had built their new palace, occupying an entire block. He had often dreamed of climbing those polished steps and entering the grand hall. But he was taken to the garden gate and through the kitchen entrance. They went down a staircase into a cheese-smelling basement crowded with barrels and boxes. He was thrust rudely into a room and the door was slammed behind him. He heard a bar drop into a bracket. When he tried the door it would not open.

			The cell was cold, and stank like an alehouse privy. A candle in the corridor outside shed a faint light through a barred window in the door. He made out an earth floor and a vaulted ceiling of brick. The only furniture was a chamber pot that had been used but not emptied—hence the smell.

			It was amazing how fast his life had turned to shit.

			He was here for the night, he assumed. He sat down with his back to the wall. In the morning he would be taken before a judge. He had to think about what he would say. He needed a story to spin to the court. He might still escape serious punishment if he performed well.

			But somehow he was too dispirited to dream up a tale. He kept wondering what he would do when this was over. He had enjoyed life as a member of the wealthy set. Losing money betting on dogfights, giving outsize tips to barmaids, buying gloves made from the skins of baby goats—it had all given him a thrill he would never forget. Must he give that up?

			The most pleasing thing to him had been the way the others had accepted him. They had no idea that he was a bastard and the son of a bastard. There was no hint of condescension. Indeed, they often called for him on their way to some pleasure outing. If he fell behind the others for some reason, as they walked from one tavern to another in the university quarter, one of them would say: “Where’s Aumande?” and they would stop and wait for him to catch up. Remembering that now, he almost wept.

			He pulled his cloak more closely around him. Would he be able to sleep on the cold floor? When he appeared in court he wanted to look as if he might be a bona fide member of the Guise family.

			The light in his cell brightened. There was a noise in the corridor. The door was unbarred and flung open. “On your feet,” said a coarse voice.

			Pierre scrambled up.

			Once again his arm was held in a grip hard enough to discourage fantasies of escape.

			Gaston Le Pin was outside the door. Pierre summoned up the shreds of his old arrogance. “I assume you are releasing me,” he said. “I demand an apology.”

			“Shut your mouth,” said Le Pin.

			He led the way along the corridor to the back stairs, then across the ground floor and up a grand staircase. Pierre was now completely bewildered. He was being treated as a criminal, but taken to the piano nobile of the palace like a guest.

			Le Pin led the way into a room furnished with a patterned rug, heavy brocade curtains that glowed with color, and a large painting of a voluptuous naked woman over the fireplace. Two well-dressed men sat on upholstered armchairs, arguing quietly. Between them was a small table with a jug of wine, two goblets, and a dish piled with nuts, dried fruits, and small cakes. The men ignored the new arrivals and carried on talking, careless of whether anyone heard.

			They were obviously brothers, both well built with fair hair and blond beards. Pierre recognized them. They were the most famous men in France after the king.

			One had terrible scars on both cheeks, the marks of a lance that had pierced right through his mouth. The legend said that the spearhead had lodged there, and he had ridden back to his tent and had not even screamed when the surgeon pulled out the blade. This was François, duke of Guise, known as Scarface. He was a few days short of his thirty-ninth birthday.

			The younger brother, born on the same day five years later, was Charles, cardinal of Lorraine. He wore the bright red robes of his priestly office. He had been made archbishop of Reims at the age of fourteen, and he now had so many lucrative church positions that he was one of the richest men in France, with an annual income of an amazing three hundred thousand livres.

			For years Pierre had daydreamed of meeting these two. They were the most powerful men in the country outside the royal family. In his fantasy they valued him as a counselor, talked to him almost as an equal, and sought his advice on political, financial, and even military decisions.

			But now he stood before them as a criminal.

			He listened to their conversation. Cardinal Charles said quietly: “The king’s prestige has not really recovered from the defeat at St. Quentin.”

			“But surely my victory at Calais has helped!” said Duke François.

			Charles shook his head. “We won that battle, but we’re losing the war.”

			Pierre was fascinated, despite his fear. France had been fighting Spain over who was to rule the kingdom of Naples and other states in the Italian peninsula. England had sided with Spain. France had got Calais back but not the Italian states. It was a poor bargain, but few people would dare to say so openly. The two brothers were supremely confident of their power.

			Le Pin took advantage of a pause to say: “This is the imposter, my lords,” and the brothers looked up.

			Pierre pulled himself together. He had escaped from awkward situations before, using fast talk and plausible lies. He told himself to regard this problem as an opportunity. If he remained alert and quick-witted he might even gain by the encounter. “Good evening, my lords,” he said in a dignified tone. “This is an unexpected honor.”

			Le Pin said: “Speak when you’re spoken to, shithole.”

			Pierre turned to him. “Refrain from coarse language in the presence of the cardinal,” he said. “Otherwise I shall see that you’re taught a lesson.”

			Le Pin bristled, but hesitated to strike Pierre in front of his masters.

			The two brothers exchanged a glance, and Charles raised an amused eyebrow. Pierre had surprised them. Good.

			It was the duke who spoke. “You pretend to be a member of our family. This is a serious offense.”

			“I humbly beg your forgiveness.” Before either brother could reply, he went on: “My father is the illegitimate son of a dairymaid in Thonnance-lès-Joinville.” He hated having to tell this story, because it was true, and it shamed him. However, he was desperate. He went on: “The family legend is that her lover was a dashing young man from Joinville, a cousin of the Guise family.”

			Duke François gave a skeptical grunt. The Guise family seat was at Joinville, in the Champagne region, and Thonnance-lès-Joinville was nearby, as its name implied. But many unmarried mothers put the blame on an aristocratic lover. On the other hand, it was often true.

			Pierre went on: “My father was educated at the grammar school and became a local priest, thanks to a recommendation from your lordships’ father, now in heaven, rest his soul.”

			This was perfectly believable, Pierre knew. Noble families did not openly acknowledge their bastards, but they often gave them a helping hand, in the casual way that a man might stoop to draw a thorn from the paw of a limping dog.

			Duke François said: “How can you be the son of a celibate priest?”

			“My mother is his housekeeper.” Priests were not allowed to marry, but they often took mistresses, and housekeeper was the accepted euphemism.

			“So you’re doubly illegitimate!”

			Pierre flushed, and his emotion was genuine. He had no need to pretend to be ashamed of his birth. But the duke’s comment also encouraged him. It suggested that his story was being taken seriously.

			The duke said: “Even if your family myth were true, you would not be entitled to use our name—as you must realize.”

			“I know I did wrong,” Pierre said. “But all my life I have looked up to the Guises. I would give my soul to serve you. I know that your duty is to punish me, but please—use me instead. Give me a task, and I will perform it meticulously, I swear. I will do anything you ask—anything.”

			The duke shook his head scornfully. “I cannot imagine there is any service you could do for us.”

			Pierre despaired. He had put his heart and soul into his speech—and it had failed.

			Then Cardinal Charles intervened. “As a matter of fact, there might be something.”

			Pierre’s heart leaped with hope.

			Duke François looked mildly irritated. “Really?”

			“Yes.”

			The duke made a help yourself gesture with his hand.

			Cardinal Charles said: “There are Protestants in Paris.”

			Charles was an ultra-Catholic—which was no surprise, given how much money he made from the church. And he was right about the Protestants. Even though Paris was a strongly Catholic city, where popular hellfire preachers raged against heresy from the pulpits every Sunday, there existed a minority eager to listen to denunciations of priests who took their church income and did nothing for their congregations. Some felt strongly enough about church corruption to take the risk of attending clandestine Protestant services, even though it was a crime.

			Pierre pretended to be outraged. “Such people should be put to death!”

			“And they will be,” said Charles. “But first we have to find them.”

			“I can do that!” Pierre said quickly.

			“Also the names of their wives and children, friends and relations.”

			“Several of my fellow students at the Sorbonne have heretical leanings.”

			“Ask where one can buy books and pamphlets dealing with criticism of the church.”

			Selling Protestant literature was a crime punishable by death. “I’ll drop hints,” Pierre said. “I’ll pretend to have sincere doubts.”

			“Most of all I want to know the places where Protestants gather to perform their blasphemous services.”

			Pierre frowned, struck by a thought. Presumably the need for such information had not occurred to Charles in the last few minutes. “Your Eminence must already have people making such inquiries.”

			“You need not know about them, nor they about you.”

			So Pierre would be joining an unknown number of spies. “I will be the best of them!”

			“You will be well rewarded if you are.”

			Pierre could hardly believe his luck. He was so relieved that he wanted to leave now, before Charles could change his mind; but he had to give an impression of calm confidence. “Thank you for placing your trust in me, Cardinal.”

			“Oh, please don’t imagine that I trust you,” said Charles with careless contempt. “But in the task of exterminating heretics, one is obliged to use the tools that come to hand.”

			Pierre did not want to leave on that note. He needed to impress the brothers somehow. He recalled the conversation they had been having when he was brought in. Throwing caution to the wind, he said: “I agree with what you were saying, Cardinal, about the need to boost the popular reputation of His Majesty the king.”

			Charles looked as if he did not know whether to be offended or merely amused by Pierre’s effrontery. “Do you, indeed?” he said.

			Pierre plunged on. “What we need now is a big, lavish, colorful celebration, to make them forget the shame of St. Quentin.”

			The cardinal gave a slight nod.

			Encouraged, Pierre said: “Something like a royal wedding.”

			The two brothers looked at one another. Duke François said: “Do you know, I think the rogue might be right.”

			Charles nodded. “I’ve known better men who have understood politics less well.”

			Pierre was thrilled. “Thank you, my lord.”

			Then Charles lost interest in him, picked up his wine, and said: “You’re dismissed.”

			Pierre stepped to the door, then his eye fell on Le Pin. Struck by a thought, he turned back. “Your Eminence,” he said to Charles. “When I have the addresses where the Protestants hold their services, should I bring them to you, or hand them to one of your servants?”

			The cardinal paused with his goblet at his lips. “Strictly to me in person,” he said. “No exceptions. Off you go.” He drank.

			Pierre caught the eye of Le Pin and grinned triumphantly. “Thank you, my lord,” he said, and he went out.
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			Sylvie Palot had noticed the attractive young man at the fish market the day before. He was not selling fish: he was too well dressed, in a blue doublet slashed to show the white silk lining. Yesterday she had seen him buy some salmon, but he had done so carelessly, without the keen interest of one who was going to eat what he bought. He had smiled at her several times.

			She found it difficult not to be pleased.

			He was a good-looking man with fair hair and the beginnings of a blond beard. She put his age at twenty, three years older than herself. He had a beguiling air of self-confidence.

			She already had one admirer. Among her parents’ acquaintances were the Mauriac family. Father and son were both short, and played up to it by being cheery wisecracking chaps: the father, Luc, was a charmer, and everyone liked him, which might have been why he was so successful as a cargo broker; but the son, Georges, who was Sylvie’s admirer, was a pale imitation, all poor jokes and clumsy sallies. She really needed him to go away for a couple of years and grow up.

			Her new admirer at the fish market spoke to her for the first time on a cold morning in January. There was snow on the foreshore of the river Seine, and thin layers of ice formed on the water in the fishmongers’ barrels. Winter-hungry gulls circled overhead, crying in frustration at the sight of so much food. The young man said: “How can you tell whether a fish is fresh?”

			“By the eyes,” she said. “If they’re cloudy, the fish is old. The eyes should be clear.”

			“Like yours,” he said.

			She laughed. At least he was witty. Georges Mauriac just said stupid things like Have you ever been kissed?

			“And pull open the gills,” she added. “They should be pink inside, and wet. Oh, dear.” Her hand went to her mouth. She had given him the cue for a smutty remark about something else that might be pink inside and wet, and she felt herself blush.

			He looked mildly amused, but said only: “I’ll bear that in mind.” She appreciated his tact. He was not like Georges Mauriac, evidently.

			He stood beside her while she bought three small trout, her father’s favorite, and paid one sou and six pennies. He stayed with her as she walked away with the fish in her basket.

			“What’s your name?” she asked.

			“Pierre Aumande. I know you’re Sylvie Palot.”

			She liked straightforward talk, so she said to him: “Have you been watching me?”

			He hesitated, looked embarrassed, and said: “Yes, I suppose I have.”

			“Why?”

			“Because you’re so beautiful.”

			Sylvie knew she had a pleasant, open face with clear skin and blue eyes, but she was not sure she was beautiful, so she said: “Is that all?”

			“You’re very perceptive.”

			So there was something else. She could not help feeling disappointed. It was vain of her to have believed, even for a moment, that he had been bewitched by her beauty. Perhaps she would end up with Georges Mauriac after all. “You’d better tell me,” she said, trying not to reveal her disillusionment.

			“Have you ever heard of Erasmus of Rotterdam?”

			Of course she had. Sylvie felt the hairs on her forearms rise. For a few minutes she had forgotten that she and her family were criminals, liable to be executed if caught; but now the familiar fear came back.

			She was not stupid enough to answer the question, even when it came from such a dreamboat. After a moment she thought of an evasive answer. “Why do you ask?”

			“I’m a student at the university. We’re taught that Erasmus was a wicked man, the progenitor of Protestantism, but I’d like to read his work for myself. They don’t have his books in the library.”

			“How should I know about such things?”

			Pierre shrugged. “Your father’s a printer, isn’t he?”

			He had been watching her. But he could not possibly know the truth.

			Sylvie and her family had been given a mission by God. It was their holy duty to help their countrymen learn about true religion. They did this by selling books: mainly the Bible, of course, in French so that everyone could easily understand it and see for themselves how wrong the Catholic Church was; but also commentaries by scholars such as Erasmus that explained things clearly, for readers who might be slow to reach the right conclusions unaided.

			Every time they sold such a book, they took a terrible risk: the punishment was death.

			Sylvie said: “What on earth makes you think we sell such literature? It’s against the law!”

			“One of the students thought you might, that’s all.”

			So it was only rumor—but that was worrying enough. “Well, please tell him that we don’t.”

			“All right.” He looked disappointed.

			“Don’t you know that printers’ premises are liable to be searched at any time for illegal books? Our place has been inspected several times. There is no stain on our reputation.”

			“Congratulations.”

			He walked a few more paces beside her, then stopped. “It was a pleasure meeting you, anyway.”

			Sylvie said: “Wait.”

			Most of the customers for prohibited publications were people they knew, men and women who worshipped side by side with them at illicit services in discreet locations. A few others came with the recommendation of a known coreligionist. Even they were dangerous: if arrested and tortured they would probably tell all.

			But Protestants had to take the even greater risk of talking to strangers about their faith: it was the only way to spread the gospel. Sylvie’s life’s work was to convert Catholics, and she had been presented with an opportunity to do just that. And if she let him walk away she might never see him again.

			Pierre seemed sincere. And he had approached her cautiously, as if he was genuinely afraid. He did not seem to be a blabbermouth, a japester, a fool, or a drunk: she could think of no excuse for refusing him.

			Was she, perhaps, a little more willing than usual to take the risk because this prospective convert was an alluring young man who seemed attracted to her? She told herself that this question was beside the point.

			She had to put her life on the line, and pray for God’s protection.

			“Come to the shop this afternoon,” she said. “Bring four livres. Buy a copy of The Grammar of Latin. Whatever you do, don’t mention Erasmus.”

			He seemed startled by her sudden decisiveness, but he said: “All right.”

			“Then meet me back in the fish market at nightfall.” The waterfront would be deserted at that hour. “Bring the Grammar.”

			“And then what?”

			“And then trust in God.” She turned and walked away without waiting for a reply.

			As she headed for home, she prayed that she had done the right thing.

			Paris was divided into three parts. The largest section, called the Town, was on the north side of the river Seine, known as the Right Bank. The smaller settlement south of the river, on the Left Bank, was called the University, or sometimes the Latin Quarter because of all the students speaking Latin. The island in the middle was called the City, and that was where Sylvie lived.

			Her home stood in the shadow of the great cathedral of Notre Dame. The ground floor of the house was the shop, the books in mesh-fronted cupboards with locked doors. Sylvie and her parents lived upstairs. At the back was the print works. Sylvie and her mother, Isabelle, took turns minding the store while her father, Giles, who was not a good salesman, toiled in the workshop.

			Sylvie fried the trout with onions and garlic in the kitchen upstairs and put bread and wine on the table. Her cat, Fifi, appeared from nowhere: Sylvie gave her the head of a trout, and the cat began to eat it delicately, starting with the eyes. Sylvie worried about what she had done this morning. Would the student show up? Or would a magistrate’s officer come instead, with a party of men-at-arms, to arrest the whole family on charges of heresy?

			Giles ate first, and Sylvie served him. He was a big man, his arms and shoulders strong from lifting the heavy oak forms full of lead-alloy type. In a bad mood he could knock Sylvie across the room with his left arm, but the trout was flaky and tender, and he was in a cheerful frame of mind.

			When he had finished, Sylvie sat in the shop while Isabelle ate, then they changed places; but Sylvie had no appetite.

			After the meal was over, Sylvie returned to the shop. There happened to be no customers, and Isabelle said immediately: “What are you so worried about?”

			Sylvie told her about Pierre Aumande.

			Isabelle looked anxious. “You should have arranged to meet him again, and learned more about him, before telling him to come to the shop.”

			“I know, but what reason would I have to meet him?” Isabelle gave her an arch look, and Sylvie said: “I’m no good at flirting, you know that, I’m sorry.”

			“I’m glad of it,” Isabelle said. “It’s because you’re too honest. Anyway, we must take risks, it’s the cross we have to bear.”

			Sylvie said: “I just hope he’s not the type to have an attack of guilty conscience and blurt out everything to his confessor.”

			“He’s more likely to get scared and back out. You’ll probably never see him again.”

			That was not what Sylvie was hoping for, but she did not say so.

			Their conversation was interrupted by a customer. Sylvie looked at him curiously. Most of the people who came into the shop were well dressed, for poor men could not afford books. This young man’s clothes were serviceable but plain and well worn. His heavy coat was travel stained, and his stout boots were dusty. He must have been on a journey. He looked both weary and anxious. Sylvie felt a pang of compassion.

			“I would like to speak to Giles Palot,” he said in an out-of-town accent.

			“I’ll fetch him,” said Isabelle, and she passed from the shop into the factory behind.

			Sylvie was curious. What did this traveler want with her father, if not to buy a book? Probing, she said: “Have you come a long way?”

			Before the man could answer, another customer entered. Sylvie recognized him as a clergyman from the cathedral. Sylvie and her mother were careful to bow and scrape to priests. Giles did not, but he was grumpy with everyone. Sylvie said: “Good afternoon, Archdeacon Raphael, we’re very glad to see you, as always.”

			The young man in the dirty cloak suddenly looked annoyed. Sylvie wondered if he had a reason to dislike archdeacons.

			Raphael said: “Do you have an edition of the Psalms?”

			“Of course.” Sylvie unlocked a cabinet and took out a Latin version, assuming that Raphael would not want a French translation, even one approved by the Faculty of Theology at the Sorbonne. She guessed that the archdeacon was buying a gift, for he must already have had the entire Bible. “This would make a beautiful present,” she said. “The tooling on the binding is gold leaf, and the printing is in two colors.”

			Raphael turned the pages. “It is very pleasing.”

			“Five livres,” said Sylvie. “A most reasonable price.” It was a small fortune for ordinary people, but archdeacons were not ordinary.

			At that moment a third customer entered, and Sylvie recognized Pierre Aumande. She felt a little glow of pleasure at the sight of his smiling face, but she hoped she had been right in thinking him discreet: it would be a catastrophe if he started talking about Erasmus in front of an archdeacon and a mysterious stranger.

			Her mother emerged from the back of the premises. She spoke to the traveler. “My husband will be with you in a moment.” Seeing that Sylvie was serving the archdeacon, she turned to the other customer. “May I show you something, monsieur?”

			Sylvie caught her mother’s attention and slightly widened her eyes in a warning expression, to indicate that the latest arrival was the student they had been talking about. Isabelle responded with an almost imperceptible nod, showing that she understood. Mother and daughter had become skilled in silent communication, living as they did with Giles.

			Pierre said: “I need a copy of The Grammar of Latin.”

			“At once.” Isabelle went to the appropriate cabinet, found the book, and brought it to the counter.

			Giles appeared from the back. There were now three customers, two of whom were being served, so he assumed the third was the one who had asked for him. “Yes?” he said. His manner was usually gruff: that was why Isabelle tried to keep him out of the shop.

			The traveler hesitated, seeming ill at ease.

			Giles said impatiently: “You asked for me?”

			“Um . . . do you have a book of Bible stories in French, with pictures?”

			“Of course I do,” said Giles. “It’s my bestseller. But you could have asked my wife for that, instead of dragging me here from the print works.”

			Sylvie wished, not for the first time, that her father could be more charming to customers. However, it was odd that the traveler had asked for him by name before coming up with such a mundane request. She glanced at her mother and saw a slight frown that indicated that Isabelle, too, had heard a wrong note.

			She noticed that Pierre was listening to the conversation, apparently as intrigued as she was.

			The archdeacon said grumpily: “People should hear Bible stories from their parish priest. If they start reading for themselves they’re sure to get the wrong idea.” He put gold coins on the counter to pay for the Psalms.

			Or they might get the right idea, Sylvie thought. In the days when ordinary people had been unable to read the Bible, the priests could say anything—and that was how they liked it. They were terrified of the light of the word of God being shone on their teaching and practices.

			Pierre said sycophantically: “Quite right, Your Reverence—if a humble student may be permitted to express an opinion. We must stand firm, or we’ll end up with a separate sect for every cobbler and weaver.”

			Independent craftsmen such as cobblers and weavers seemed especially liable to become Protestants. Their work gave them time alone to think, Sylvie supposed, and they were not as scared as peasants were of priests and noblemen.

			But Sylvie was surprised at this smarmy interjection from Pierre after he had shown interest in subversive literature. She looked curiously at him, and he gave her a broad wink.

			He did have a very engaging manner.

			Sylvie looked away and wrapped the archdeacon’s Psalms in a square of coarse linen, tying the parcel with string.

			The traveler bridled at the archdeacon’s criticism. “Half the people in France never see their priest,” he said defiantly. It was an exaggeration, Sylvie thought, but the truth was that far too many priests took the income from their post and never even visited their parish.

			The archdeacon knew this, and had no answer. He picked up his Psalms and left in a huff.

			Isabelle said to the student: “May I wrap this Grammar for you?”

			“Yes, please.” He produced four livres.

			Giles said to the traveler: “Do you want this storybook, or what?”

			The traveler bent over the book Giles showed him, examining the illustrations. “Don’t rush me,” he said firmly. He had not been afraid to argue with the archdeacon, and he seemed unaffected by Giles’s bullying manner. There was more to this man than was apparent from his grubby appearance.

			Pierre took his parcel and left. Now the shop contained only one customer. Sylvie felt as if the tide had gone out.

			The traveler closed the book with a snap, straightened up, and said: “I am Guillaume of Geneva.”

			Sylvie heard Isabelle give a small gasp of surprise.

			Giles’s attitude changed. He shook Guillaume’s hand and said: “You’re very welcome. Come inside.” He led the way upstairs to the private quarters.

			Sylvie half understood. She knew that Geneva was an independent Protestant city, dominated by the great John Calvin. But it was two hundred and fifty miles away, a journey of a couple of weeks or more. “What is that man doing here?” she asked.

			“The College of Pastors in Geneva trains missionaries and sends them all over Europe to preach the new gospel,” Isabelle explained. “The last one was called Alphonse. You were thirteen.”

			“Alphonse!” said Sylvie, remembering a zealous young man who had ignored her. “I never understood why he was living here.”

			“They bring us Calvin’s writings, and other works, for your father to copy and print.”

			Sylvie felt stupid. She had never even wondered where the Protestant books originated.

			“It’s getting dark outside,” Isabelle said. “You’d better fetch a copy of Erasmus for your student.”

			“What did you think of him?” said Sylvie as she put on her coat.

			Isabelle gave a knowing smile. “He’s a handsome devil, isn’t he?”

			Sylvie’s question had been about Pierre’s trustworthiness, not his looks; but on reflection she was not keen to get into that conversation, in case it scared her too much. She mumbled a noncommittal reply and went out.

			She headed north and crossed the river. The jewelers and milliners on the Notre Dame Bridge were getting ready to close their shops. On the Town side she walked along the rue St. Martin, the main north-south artery. A few minutes later she reached the rue du Mur. It was a back lane rather than a street. On one side was the city wall; on the other, the rear entrances of a few houses and the high fence of an unkempt garden. She stopped by a stable at the back of a dwelling lived in by an old woman who did not have a horse. The stable was windowless and unpainted, and had a patched and half-derelict look, but it was solidly built, with a strong door and a discreetly heavy lock. Giles had bought it years ago.

			Beside the doorpost at waist level was a loose half brick. After making sure she was not observed, Sylvie pulled it out, reached into the hole, picked up a key, and replaced the brick. She turned the key in the door, entered, then closed and barred the door behind her.

			There was a candle lamp in a holder on the wall. Sylvie had brought with her a tinderbox containing a flint, a steel in the shape of a capital letter D that fitted neatly around her slender fingers, some fragments of dry wood, and a twist of linen. When she struck the flint against the steel D, sparks flew into the box and ignited the wood fragments, which flamed rapidly. She then lit the end of the linen rag and used that to light the lamp.

			The flickering light showed a wall of old barrels stacked floor to ceiling. Most were full of sand, and too heavy for one person to lift, but a few were empty. They all looked the same, but Sylvie knew the difference. She quickly moved one stack aside and stepped through the gap. Behind the barrels were wooden boxes of books.

			The moment of greatest danger, for the Palot family, was when contraband books were being printed and bound in Giles’s workshop. If the place was raided at just the wrong time, they would all die. But as soon as the books were finished, they were stashed in boxes—always with a layer of innocent Catholic-approved literature on top for camouflage—and trundled in a cart to this warehouse, whereupon the print works reverted to producing legitimate books. Most of the time the premises by the cathedral contained nothing remotely illegal.

			And only three people knew about this store: Giles, Isabelle, and Sylvie. Sylvie had not been told until she was sixteen. Even the workers in the print factory did not know about it, although they were all Protestants: they were told that the finished books were delivered to a secret wholesaler.

			Now Sylvie located a box marked “SA” for Sileni Alcibiadis, probably the most important work of Erasmus. She took out a copy and wrapped it in a square of linen from a stack nearby, then tied up the bundle with string. She replaced the barrels so that the boxes of books were once again out of sight, and all that could be seen was a room apparently half full of barrels.

			As she retraced her steps along the rue St. Martin, she wondered whether her student would show up. He had come to the shop, as arranged, but he might yet get scared. Worse, he might arrive with some kind of official ready to arrest her. She was not afraid of death, of course—no true Christian was—but she was terrified of being tortured. She had visions of red-hot pincers entering her flesh, and had to thrust the images out of her mind by silent prayer.

			The waterfront was quiet at night. The fishmongers’ stalls were shuttered and the gulls had gone to scavenge elsewhere. The river lapped softly on the foreshore.

			Pierre was waiting for her, holding a lantern. His face lit from below looked sinisterly handsome.

			He was alone.

			She held up the book, but did not give it to him. “You must never tell anyone you have this,” she said. “I could be executed for selling it to you.”

			“I understand,” he said.

			“You, too, will be risking your life if you accept it from me.”

			“I know.”

			“If you’re sure, take it and give me back the Grammar.”

			They swapped packages.

			“Good-bye,” said Sylvie. “Remember what I said.”

			“I will,” he promised.

			Then he kissed her.
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			Alison McKay hurried through the drafty corridors of the palace of Tournelles with startling news for her best friend.

			Her friend had to fulfill a promise she had never made. This had been expected for years, but all the same it was a shock. It was good news, and it was bad.

			The medieval building on the eastern side of Paris was large and decrepit. Despite rich furnishings it was cold and uncomfortable. Prestigious but neglected, it was like its current occupier, Caterina de’ Medici, queen of France, the wife of a king who preferred his mistress.

			Alison stepped into a side room and found who she was looking for.

			Two adolescents sat on the floor by the window, playing cards, lit by fitful winter sunshine. Their clothes and jewelry showed them to be among the richest people in the world, but they were excitedly gambling for pennies and having a wonderful time.

			The boy was fourteen but looked younger. He was stunted in growth and seemed frail. He was on the verge of puberty, and when he spoke in his cracked voice he stammered. This was Francis, the eldest son of King Henri II and Queen Caterina. He was the heir to the throne of France.

			The girl was a beautiful redhead, extraordinarily tall at the age of fifteen, towering over most men. Her name was Mary Stuart, and she was the queen of the Scots.

			When Mary was five and Alison eight they had moved from Scotland to France, two terrified little girls in a strange country where they could not understand a word anyone said. The sickly Francis had become their playmate, and the three children had formed the strong mutual attachment of those who live through adversity together.

			Alison felt affectionately protective of Mary, who sometimes needed looking after on account of her tendency to be impulsive and foolhardy. Both girls were as fond of Francis as they would have been of a helpless puppy or kitten. Francis worshipped Mary as a goddess.

			Now the triangle of friendship was about to be rocked and perhaps destroyed.

			Mary looked up and smiled, then saw Alison’s expression and became alarmed. “What is it?” she said, speaking French with no remaining trace of a Scots accent. “What’s happened?”

			Alison blurted it out. “You two have to get married on the Sunday after Easter!”

			“So soon!” said Mary, then they both looked at Francis.

			Mary had become engaged to Francis when she was five, just before she moved to France to live. The engagement was political, like all royal betrothals. Its purpose was to cement the alliance of France and Scotland against England.

			But as the girls grew older they had come to doubt that the marriage would ever happen. Relations among the three kingdoms shifted constantly. Power brokers in London, Edinburgh, and Paris talked frequently about alternative husbands for Mary Stuart. Nothing had seemed certain, until now.

			Francis looked anguished. “I love you,” he said to Mary. “I want to marry you—when I’m a man.”

			Mary reached out to take his hand sympathetically, but he was overcome. He burst into tears and scrambled to his feet.

			Alison said: “Francis—”

			He shook his head helplessly, then ran from the room.

			“Oh, dear,” said Mary. “Poor Francis.”

			Alison closed the door. Now the two girls were alone and private. Alison gave Mary her hand and pulled her up from the floor. Still holding hands, they sat together on a sofa covered in rich chestnut-brown velvet. They were quiet for a minute, then Alison said: “How do you feel?”

			“All my life they’ve been telling me I’m a queen,” Mary said. “I never was, really. I became queen of the Scots when I was six days old, and people have never stopped treating me like a baby. But if I marry Francis, and he becomes king, then I will be queen of France—the real thing.” Her eyes glittered with desire. “That’s what I want.”

			“But Francis . . .”

			“I know. He’s sweet, and I love him, but to lie down in a bed with him, and, you know . . .”

			Alison nodded vigorously. “It hardly bears thinking about.”

			“Perhaps Francis and I could get married and just pretend.”

			Alison shook her head. “Then the marriage might be annulled.”

			“And I would no longer be queen.”

			“Exactly.”

			Mary said: “Why now? What brought this on?”

			Alison had been told by Queen Caterina, the most well-informed person in France. “Scarface suggested it to the king.” The duke of Guise was Mary’s uncle, her mother’s brother. The family was riding high after his victory at Calais.

			“Why does Uncle Scarface care?”

			“Think how the prestige of the Guise family would be boosted if one of them became queen of France.”

			“Scarface is a soldier.”

			“Yes. This was surely someone else’s idea.”

			“But Francis . . .”

			“It all comes back to little Francis, doesn’t it?”

			“He’s so little,” Mary said. “And so ill. Is he even capable of doing what a man is supposed to do with his wife?”

			“I don’t know,” said Alison. “But you’re going to find out on the Sunday after Easter.”

		

	
		
			3

			Margery and her parents were still deadlocked when January turned into February. Sir Reginald and Lady Jane were determined that Margery should marry Bart, and she had declared she would never utter the vows.

			Rollo was angry with her. She had a chance to take the family into the Catholic nobility, and she wanted instead to ally with the Protestant-leaning Willards. How could she contemplate such a betrayal—especially under a queen who favored Catholics in every way?

			The Fitzgeralds were the leading family in town—and they looked the part, Rollo thought proudly as they stood in the hall putting on their warmest clothes, while the great bell in the cathedral tower boomed its summons to mass. Sir Reginald was tall and lean, and the freckles that marred his face also gave him a kind of distinction. He put on a heavy cloak of chestnut-brown cloth. Lady Jane was small and thin, with a sharp nose and darting eyes that did not miss much. She wore a coat lined with fur.

			Margery was also short, but more rounded. She was in a furious sulk, and had not been allowed out of the house since the earl’s party; but she could not be held incommunicado forever, and this morning the bishop of Kingsbridge would be at mass, a powerful ally whom the family could not risk offending.

			Margery had clearly decided not to look as miserable as she felt. She had put on a coat of Kingsbridge Scarlet and a matching hat. In the past year or so she had grown up to be the prettiest girl in town—even her brother could see that.

			The fifth member of the family was Rollo’s great-aunt. She had been a nun at Kingsbridge Priory, and had come to live with the Fitzgeralds when the priory was shut down by King Henry VIII. She had turned her two rooms on the top floor of the house into a little nunnery, the bedroom a bare cell and the parlor a chapel; Rollo was awed by her devotion. Everyone still called her Sister Joan. She was now old and frail, and walked with two sticks, but she insisted on going to church when Bishop Julius was there. The maid Naomi would carry a chair to the cathedral for Sister Joan, for she could not remain standing a whole hour.

			They stepped outside together. They lived at the crossroads at the top of the main street, opposite the guildhall, a commanding position, and for a moment Sir Reginald paused and looked down over the close-packed streets descending like stairs to the river. A light snow was falling on the thatched roofs and smoking chimneys. My town, his expression said.

			As the mayor and his family made their stately procession down the slope of the main street their neighbors greeted them respectfully, the more prosperous ones wishing them good morning, the lower classes silently touching their hats.

			In the daylight Rollo noticed that his mother’s coat was slightly moth-eaten, and he hoped no one would notice. Unfortunately his father had no money for new clothes. Business was bad in Combe Harbour, where Sir Reginald was receiver of customs. The French had captured the port of Calais, the war dragged on, and Channel shipping was minimal.

			As they approached the cathedral, they passed the other cause of the family’s financial crisis: the new house, to be called Priory Gate. It stood on the north side of the market square, on land that had been attached to the prior’s house in the days when there had been a priory. Construction had slowed almost to a stop. Most of the builders had gone elsewhere, to work for people who could pay them. A crude wooden fence had been erected to discourage curious people from entering the unfinished building.

			Sir Reginald also owned the complex of priory buildings on the south side of the cathedral: the cloisters, the monks’ kitchen and dormitory, the nunnery, and the stables. When Henry VIII had dissolved the monasteries, their property had been given or sold to local magnates, and Sir Reginald had got the priory. These mostly old buildings had been neglected for decades and were now falling down, with birds’ nests in the rafters and brambles growing in the cloisters. Reginald would probably sell them back to the chapter.

			Between the two shabby lots the cathedral stood proud, unchanged for hundreds of years, just like the Catholic faith it represented. In the last forty years Protestants had tried to alter the Christian doctrines that had been taught here for so long: Rollo wondered how they had the arrogance. It was like trying to put modern windows in the church walls. The truth was for eternity, like the cathedral.

			They went in through the great arches of the west front. It seemed even colder inside than out. As always, the sight of the long nave with its ordered lines of precisely repeated columns and arches filled Rollo with a reassuring sense of a systematic universe regulated by a rational deity. At the far end, winter daylight faintly lit the great rose window, its colored glass showing how all things would end: God sitting in judgment on the last day, evildoers being tortured in hell, the good entering heaven, balance restored.

			The Fitzgeralds moved down the aisle to the crossing as the prayers began. From a distance they watched the priests perform the service at the high altar. Around them were the other leading families of the town, including the Willards and the Cobleys, and of the county, notably the earl of Shiring and his son, Bart, and Lord and Lady Brecknock.

			The singing was mediocre. Hundreds of years of thrilling choral music at Kingsbridge Cathedral had come to an end when the priory closed and the choir disbanded. Some of the former monks had started a new choir, but the spirit had gone. They were not able to re-create the fanatical discipline of a group whose entire lives were dedicated to praising God with beautiful music.

			The congregation was still for the dramatic moments, such as the elevation of the Host, and they listened politely to Bishop Julius’s sermon—on obedience—but for much of the time they talked among themselves.

			Rollo was annoyed to see that Margery had slyly slipped away from the family and was talking animatedly to Ned Willard, the plume on her cap bobbing vigorously with emphasis. Ned, too, was dressed up, in his blue French coat, and he was clearly thrilled to be with her. Rollo wanted to kick him for insolence.

			To compensate, Rollo went and spoke to Bart Shiring, and told him it would come right in the end. They spoke about the war. The loss of Calais had damaged more than just trade. Queen Mary and her foreign husband were increasingly unpopular. Rollo still did not think England would ever have another Protestant monarch, but Mary Tudor was doing no good to the Catholic cause.

			As the service came to an end, Rollo was approached by Philbert Cobley’s plump son, Dan. The puritanical Cobleys were here unwillingly, Rollo felt sure; he guessed they hated the statues and the paintings, and would have liked to hold their noses against the whiff of incense. Rollo was driven mad by the idea that people—ignorant, uneducated, stupid ordinary people—had the right to make up their own minds about religion. If such a naïve idea ever gained currency, civilization would collapse. People had to be told what to do.

			With Dan was a wiry, weather-beaten man called Jonas Bacon, one of the many sea captains employed by Kingsbridge merchants.

			Dan said to Rollo: “We have a cargo that we want to sell. Might you be interested?”

			Ship owners such as the Cobleys often sold their cargoes in advance, sometimes offering quarters or eighths to multiple investors. It was a way of raising the money to finance the voyage and, at the same time, spreading the risk. Stakeholders could sometimes get back ten times the cost of their share—or they could lose it all. In more prosperous days Sir Reginald had made huge profits this way.

			“We might be interested,” Rollo said. He was being insincere. His father had no cash to invest in a cargo, but Rollo wanted to know about it anyway.

			“The St. Margaret is on her way back from the Baltic Sea, her hold crammed with furs worth more than five hundred pounds landed,” Dan said. “I can show you the manifest.”

			Rollo frowned. “How can you know this if she’s still at sea?”

			Captain Bacon answered the question in a voice hoarse from years of shouting into the wind. “I overtook her off the Netherlands coast. My ship, the Hawk, is faster. I hove to and took the details. St. Margaret was about to go into harbor for minor repairs. But she will be in Combe in two weeks.”

			Captain Bacon had a bad reputation. Many captains did. There was no one to witness what sailors did at sea, and people said they were thieves and murderers. But his story was credible. Rollo nodded and turned back to Dan. “So why would you sell the cargo now?”

			A sly look appeared on Dan’s round white face. “We need the money for another investment.”

			He was not going to say what. That was natural: if he had come across a good business opportunity he would not give others the chance to get in first. All the same Rollo was suspicious. “Is there something wrong with your cargo?”

			“No. And to prove it we’re prepared to guarantee the value of the furs at five hundred pounds. But we’ll sell the cargo to you for four hundred.”

			It was a large sum. A prosperous farmer owning his land might make fifty pounds a year; a successful Kingsbridge merchant would be proud of an annual income of two hundred. Four hundred was a huge investment—but a guaranteed profit of a hundred pounds in only two weeks was a rare opportunity.

			And it would pay off all the Fitzgerald family’s debts.

			Unfortunately they did not have four hundred pounds. They did not have four pounds.

			Nevertheless Rollo said: “I’ll put it to my father.” He was sure they could not make this deal, but Sir Reginald might be offended if the son claimed to speak authoritatively for the family.

			“Don’t delay,” Dan said. “I came to you first out of respect, because Sir Reginald is the mayor, but there are other people we can go to. And we need the money tomorrow.” He and the captain moved away.

			Rollo looked around the nave, spotted his father leaning against a fluted column, and went over. “I’ve been talking to Dan Cobley.”

			“Oh, yes?” Sir Reginald did not like the Cobleys. Few people did. They seemed to think they were holier than ordinary people, and their walkout at the play had annoyed everybody. “What did he want?”

			“To sell a cargo.” Rollo gave his father the details.

			When he had done, Reginald said: “And they’re prepared to guarantee the value of the furs?”

			“Five hundred pounds—for an investment of four hundred. I know we don’t have the money, but I thought you’d like to know about it.”

			“You’re right, we don’t have the money.” Reginald looked thoughtful. “But I might be able to get it.”

			Rollo wondered how. But his father could be resourceful. He was not the kind of merchant to build up a business gradually, but he was an alert opportunist, keen to grab an unforeseen bargain.

			Was it possible he could solve all the family’s worries at a stroke? Rollo hardly dared to hope.

			To Rollo’s surprise Reginald went to speak to the Willards. Alice was a leading merchant, so the mayor often had matters to discuss with her; but the two did not like one another, and relations had not been improved by the Fitzgeralds’ rejection of young Ned as a potential son-in-law. Rollo followed his father, intrigued.

			Reginald spoke quietly. “A word with you, Mrs. Willard, if I may.”

			Alice was a short, stout woman with impeccable good manners. “Of course,” she said politely.

			“I need to borrow four hundred pounds for a short period.”

			Alice looked startled. “You may need to go to London,” she said after a pause. “Or Antwerp.” The Netherlands city of Antwerp was the financial capital of Europe. “We have a cousin in Antwerp,” she added. “But I don’t know that even he would want to lend such a large sum.”

			“I need it today,” Sir Reginald said.

			Alice raised her eyebrows.

			Rollo felt a pang of shame. It was humiliating to beg a loan from the family they had scorned so recently.

			But Reginald plowed on regardless. “You’re the only merchant in Kingsbridge who has that kind of money instantly available, Alice.”

			Alice said: “May I ask what you want the money for?”

			“I have the chance to buy a rich cargo.”

			Reginald would not say from whom, Rollo guessed, for fear that Alice might try to buy the cargo herself.

			Reginald added: “The ship will be in Combe Harbour in two weeks.”

			At this point Ned Willard butted into the conversation. Naturally, Rollo thought bitterly, he would enjoy the sight of the Fitzgeralds asking for help from the Willards. But Ned’s contribution was businesslike. “So why would the owner sell it at this point?” he said skeptically. “He only has to wait two weeks to get the full value of the landed cargo.”

			Reginald looked irritated at being questioned by a mere boy, but curbed his displeasure and replied: “The vendor needs cash immediately for another investment.”

			Alice said: “I can’t take the risk of losing such a large amount—you’ll understand that.”

			“There’s no risk,” said Reginald. “You’ll be repaid in little more than two weeks.”

			That was absurd, Rollo knew. There was always risk.

			Reginald lowered his voice. “We’re neighbors, Alice. We help each other. I ease the way for your cargoes at Combe Harbour, you know that. And you help me. It’s how Kingsbridge works.”

			Alice looked taken aback, and after a moment Rollo realized why. His father’s emollient words about helping neighbors actually constituted a backhanded threat. If Alice did not cooperate, it was implied, then Reginald might make trouble for her in the harbor.

			There was an extended silence while Alice considered this. Rollo could guess what she was thinking. She did not want to make the loan, but she could not afford to antagonize someone as powerful as Reginald.

			At last Alice said: “I would require security.”

			Rollo’s hopes sank. A man who has nothing cannot offer security. This was just another way of saying no.

			Reginald said: “I’ll pledge my post as receiver of customs.”

			Alice shook her head. “You can’t dispose of it without royal permission—and you don’t have time for that.”

			Rollo knew that Alice was right. Reginald was in danger of revealing his desperation.

			Reginald said: “Then how about the priory?”

			Alice shook her head. “I don’t want your half-built house.”

			“Then the southern part, the cloisters and the monks’ quarters and the nunnery.”

			Rollo was sure Alice would not accept that as security. The buildings of the old priory had been disused for more than twenty years, and were now beyond repair.

			Yet, to his surprise, Alice suddenly looked interested. She said: “Perhaps . . .”

			Rollo spoke up. “But, Father, you know that Bishop Julius wants the chapter to buy back the priory—and you’ve more or less agreed to sell it.”

			The pious Queen Mary had tried to return all the property seized from the church by her rapacious father, Henry VIII, but members of Parliament would not pass the legislation—too many of them had benefited—so the church was trying to buy it back cheaply; and Rollo thought it was the duty of good Catholics to help that process.

			“That’s all right,” said Reginald. “I’m not going to default on the loan, so the security will not be seized. The bishop will have what he wants.”

			“Good,” said Alice.

			Then there was a pause. Alice was clearly waiting for something, but would not say what. At last Reginald guessed, and said: “I would pay you a good rate of interest.”

			“I would want a high rate,” said Alice. “Except that to charge interest on loans is usury, which is a crime as well as a sin.”

			She was right, but this was a quibble. Laws against usury were circumvented daily in every commercial town in Europe. Alice’s prissy objection was only for the sake of appearances.

			“Well, now, I’m sure we can find a way around that,” said Reginald in the jocular tone of one who proposes an innocent deception.

			Alice said warily: “What did you have in mind?”

			“Suppose I give you use of the priory during the term of the loan, then rent it back from you?”

			“I’d want eight pounds a month.”

			Ned looked anxious. Evidently he wanted his mother to walk away from this deal. And Rollo could see why: Alice was going to risk four hundred pounds to earn just eight pounds.

			Reginald pretended to be outraged. “Why, that’s twenty-four percent a year—more, compounded!”

			“Then let’s drop the whole idea.”

			Rollo began to feel hopeful. Why was Alice arguing about the rate of interest? It must have meant she was going to make the loan. Rollo saw that Ned was looking mildly panicked, and guessed he was thinking the same, but regarding the prospect with dismay.

			Reginald thought for a long moment. At last he said: “Very well. So be it.” He held out his hand, and Alice shook it.

			Rollo was awestruck by his father’s cleverness. For a man who was virtually penniless to make an investment of four hundred pounds was a triumph of audacity. And the cargo of the St. Margaret would revive the family finances. Thank heaven for Philbert Cobley’s sudden urgent need for money.

			“I’ll draw up the papers this afternoon,” said Alice Willard, and she turned away.

			At the same moment, Lady Jane came up. “It’s time to go home,” she said. “Dinner will be ready.”

			Rollo looked around for his sister.

			Margery was nowhere to be seen.
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			As soon as the Fitzgeralds were out of earshot, Ned said to his mother: “Why did you agree to lend so much money to Sir Reginald?”

			“Because he would have made trouble for us if I’d refused.”

			“But he may default! We could lose everything.”

			“No, we’d have the priory.”

			“A collection of tumbledown buildings.”

			“I don’t want the buildings.”

			“Then . . .” Ned frowned.

			“Think,” said his mother.

			If not the buildings, what did Alice want? “The land?”

			“Keep thinking.”

			“It’s in the heart of the city.”

			“Exactly. It’s the most valuable site in Kingsbridge, and worth a lot more than four hundred pounds to someone who knows how to make the most of it.”

			“I see,” said Ned. “But what would you do with it—build a house, like Reginald?”

			Alice looked scornful. “I don’t need a palace. I would build an indoor market that would be open every day of the week, regardless of the weather. I’d rent space to stallholders—pastry cooks, cheesewrights, glovers, shoemakers. There right next to the cathedral, it would make money for a thousand years.”

			The project was an idea of genius, Ned judged. That was why his mother had thought of it, and he had not.

			All the same, a trace of his worry remained. He did not trust the Fitzgeralds.

			Another thought occurred to him. “Is this a contingency plan in case we’ve lost everything in Calais?”

			Alice had made strenuous efforts to get news from Calais, but had learned no more since the French had taken the city. Perhaps they had simply confiscated all English property, including the richly stocked Willard warehouse; perhaps Uncle Dick and his family were on their way to Kingsbridge empty-handed. But the city had prospered mainly because English merchants brought trade, and it was just possible that the French king realized it was smarter to let the foreigners keep what was theirs and stay in business.

			Unfortunately, no news was bad news: the fact that no Englishmen had yet escaped from Calais and come home with information, despite the passage of a month, suggested that few were left alive.

			“The indoor market is worth doing in any circumstances,” Alice answered. “But yes, I’m thinking we may well need a whole new business if the news from Calais is as bad as we fear.”

			Ned nodded. His mother was always thinking ahead.

			“However, it probably won’t happen,” Alice finished. “Reginald would not have lowered himself to beg a loan from me unless he had a really attractive deal lined up.”

			Ned was already thinking about something else. The negotiation with Reginald had temporarily driven from his mind the only member of the Fitzgerald family in whom he was really interested.

			He looked around the congregation but he could no longer see Margery. She had already left, and he knew where she had gone. He walked down the nave, trying not to appear hurried.

			Preoccupied as he was, he marveled as always at the music of the arches, the lower ones like bass notes repeated in a steady rhythm, the smaller ones in the gallery and the clerestory like higher harmonies in the same chord.

			He pulled his cloak closer around him as he stepped outside and turned north, as if heading for the graveyard. The snow was falling more heavily now, settling on the roof of the monumental tomb of Prior Philip. It was so big that Ned and Margery had been able to stand on the far side of it and canoodle without fear of being observed. According to legend, Prior Philip had been forgiving toward those who gave in to sexual temptation, so Ned imagined the soul of the long-dead monk might not have been much troubled by two young people kissing over his grave.

			But Margery had thought of a better meeting place than the tomb, and had told Ned her idea in a brief conversation during the service. Following her instructions, Ned now walked around the site of her father’s new palace. On the far side he checked that he was unobserved. There was a breach in the fence here, and he stepped through.

			Sir Reginald’s new house had floors, walls, staircases, and a roof, but no doors or windows. Ned stepped inside and ran up the grand stairs of Italian marble to a broad landing. Margery was waiting there. Her body was swathed in a big red coat, but her face was eager. He threw his arms around her and they kissed passionately. He closed his eyes and inhaled the scent of her, a warm fragrance that arose from the skin of her neck.

			When they paused for breath, he said: “I’m worried. My mother has just loaned your father four hundred pounds.”

			Margery shrugged. “They do that sort of thing all the time.”

			“Loans lead to quarrels. This could make things worse for us.”

			“How could things be worse? Kiss me again.”

			Ned had kissed several girls, but none like this. Margery was the only one who came right out and said what she wanted. Women were supposed to be led by men, especially in physical relations, but Margery seemed not to know that.

			“I love the way you kiss,” Ned said after a while. “Who taught you?”

			“No one taught me! What do you think I am? Anyway, it’s not as if there’s one right way. This isn’t bookkeeping.”

			“I suppose that’s true. Every girl is different. Ruth Cobley likes her breasts squeezed really hard, so she can still feel it later. Whereas Susan White—”

			“Stop it! I don’t want to know about your other girls.”

			“I’m teasing. There has never been one like you. That’s why I love you.”

			“I love you, too,” she said, and they started kissing again. Ned opened his cloak and unbuttoned her coat so that they could press their bodies together. They hardly felt the cold.

			Then Ned heard a familiar voice say: “Stop this right now!”

			It was Rollo.

			Ned reacted with a guilty start, then suppressed it: there was no reason he should not kiss a girl who loved him. He released Margery from his embrace and turned around with deliberate slowness. He was not afraid of Rollo. “Don’t try to give me orders, Rollo. We’re not at school now.”

			Rollo ignored him and spoke to Margery, full of righteous indignation. “You’re coming home with me right now.”

			Margery had lived a long time with her bullying older brother, and she was practiced at resisting his will. “You go ahead,” she said in a casual tone that sounded only a little forced. “I’ll be there in a minute.”

			Rollo reddened. “I said now.” He grabbed Margery’s arm.

			Ned said: “Take your hands off her, Rollo—there’s no call for physical force.”

			“You shut your mouth. I’ll do as I please with my younger sister.”

			Margery tried to pull her arm away, but Rollo tightened his grip. She said: “Stop it, that hurts!”

			Ned said: “I’ve warned you, Rollo.” He did not want violence, but he would not give in to bullying.

			Rollo jerked Margery’s arm.

			Ned grabbed Rollo by the coat, pulled him away from Margery, and gave him a shove, so that he staggered across the landing.

			Then Ned saw Bart coming up the marble staircase.

			Rollo recovered his balance. He raised a warning finger, stepped toward Ned, said: “Now you listen to me!” and then kicked Ned.

			The kick was aimed at the groin but Ned moved an inch and took the blow on his thigh. It hurt but he hardly noticed it, he was so angry. He went at Rollo with both fists, hitting Rollo’s head and chest three times, four, five. Rollo retreated, then tried to hit back. He was taller and had longer arms, but Ned was angrier.

			Ned vaguely heard Margery scream: “Stop it, stop it!”

			Ned drove Rollo across the landing, then, suddenly, he felt himself seized from behind. It was Bart, he realized. Ned’s arms were pressed to his sides as if by a rope: Bart was much bigger and stronger than either Ned or Rollo. Ned struggled furiously but could not break free, and suddenly he realized he was in for a hell of a beating.

			As Bart held Ned, Rollo started to hit him. Ned tried to duck and dodge but he was pinned, and Rollo was able to punch his face and belly and kick him in the balls, painfully, again and again. Bart laughed with delight. Margery screamed and tried to restrain her brother, but without much effect: she was fierce enough, but too small to stop him.

			After a minute Bart tired of the game and stopped laughing. He shoved Ned aside, and Ned fell on the floor. He tried to get up, but for a moment he could not. One eye was closed, but through the other he saw Rollo and Bart take Margery by either arm and march her away down the stairs.

			Ned coughed, and spat blood. A tooth came out with the blood and landed on the floor, he saw with his one good eye. Then he vomited.

			He hurt all over. He tried again to get up, but it was too agonizing. He lay on his back on the cold marble, waiting for the pain to go away. “Shit,” he said. “Shit.”
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			“Where have you been?” Lady Jane asked Margery as soon as Rollo brought her into the house.

			Margery yelled: “Rollo punched Ned while Bart held him still—what kind of animal does that?”

			“Calm down,” said her mother.

			“Look at Rollo, rubbing his knuckles—he’s proud of himself!”

			Rollo said: “I’m proud of doing the right thing.”

			“You couldn’t fight Ned on your own, though, could you?” She pointed at Bart, who followed Rollo in. “You had to have his help.”

			“Never mind that,” said Lady Jane. “There’s someone to see you.”

			“I can’t speak to anyone now,” Margery said. She wanted nothing more than to be alone in her room.

			“Don’t be disobedient,” said her mother. “Come with me.”

			Margery’s power of resistance melted away. She had watched the man she loved being beaten up, and it was her fault for loving him. She felt she had lost the ability to do the right thing. She shrugged listlessly and followed her mother.

			They went to Lady Jane’s parlor, from which she managed the house and directed the domestic servants. It was an austere room, with hard chairs and a writing table and a prie-dieu. On the table stood Jane’s collection of ivory carvings of saints.

			The bishop of Kingsbridge was waiting there.

			Bishop Julius was a thin old man, perhaps as much as sixty-five, but quick in his movements. His head was bald and Margery always thought his face looked like a skull. His pale blue eyes flashed with intelligence.

			Margery was startled to see him. What could he possibly want with her?

			Lady Jane said: “The bishop has something to say to you.”

			“Sit down, Margery,” said Julius.

			She did as she was told.

			“I’ve known you since you were born,” he said. “You’ve been brought up a Christian and a good Catholic. Your parents can be proud of you.”

			Margery said nothing. She hardly saw the bishop. In her mind she watched again while Rollo viciously punched Ned’s dear face.

			“You say your prayers, you go to mass, you confess your sins once a year. God is pleased with you.”

			It was true. Everything else in Margery’s life seemed wrong—her brother was hateful, her parents were cruel, and she was supposed to marry a beast—but at least she felt she was right with God. That was some consolation.

			“And yet,” said the bishop, “suddenly you seem to have forgotten everything you were taught.”

			Now he had her attention. “No, I haven’t,” she said indignantly.

			Her mother said: “Speak when the bishop asks you to, not otherwise, you impudent child.”

			Julius smiled indulgently. “It’s all right, Lady Jane. I understand that Margery is upset.”

			Margery stared at him. He was a living icon of Christ and the earthly shepherd of the Christian flock. His words came from God. What was he accusing her of?

			He said: “You seem to have forgotten the fourth commandment.”

			Suddenly Margery felt ashamed. She knew what he meant. She looked down at the floor.

			“Say the fourth commandment, Margery.”

			She mumbled: “‘Honor thy father and mother.’”

			“Say it louder and more clearly, please.”

			She lifted her head but could not meet his eye. “‘Honor thy father and mother,’” she said.

			Julius nodded. “In the last month you have dishonored your father and mother, haven’t you?”

			Margery nodded. It was true.

			“It’s your sacred duty to do as you’re told.”

			“I’m sorry,” she whispered miserably.

			“It’s not enough to repent, though, is it, Margery? You know that.”

			“What must I do?”

			“You must cease to sin. You must obey.”

			She looked up and met his eye at last. “Obey?”

			“This is what God wants.”

			“Is it, really?”

			“It is.”

			He was the bishop. He knew what God wanted. And he had told her. She looked down again.

			“I want you to speak to your father, now,” said Julius.

			“Must I?”

			“You know you must. And I think you know what you have to say. Do you?”

			Margery was too choked up to speak, but she nodded.

			The bishop made a sign to Lady Jane, who went to the door and opened it. Sir Reginald was waiting there, and he stepped in. He looked at Margery and said: “Well?”

			“I’m sorry, Father,” she said.

			He said: “So you should be.”

			There was a pause. They were waiting for her.

			At last she said: “I will marry Bart Shiring.”

			“Good girl,” he said.

			Margery stood up. “May I go?”

			Lady Jane said: “Perhaps you should thank the bishop for steering you back into the path of God’s grace.”

			Margery turned to Julius. “Thank you, bishop.”

			“Very well,” said Lady Jane. “Now you may go.”

			Margery left the room.

			

			
				[image: ]
			

			On Monday morning Ned looked out of the window and saw Margery, and his heart quickened.

			He was standing in the parlor, and his tortoiseshell cat, Maddy, was rubbing her head against his ankle. He had named her Madcap when she was a kitten, but now she was an old lady who was pleased, in a restrained, dignified way, to see him home.

			He watched Margery cross the square to the grammar school. Three mornings a week she held an infants’ class, teaching them numbers and letters and the miracles of Jesus, getting them ready for real school. She had been absent from her duties for the whole of January, but now she was returning, Ned assumed. Rollo was with her, apparently as an escort.

			Ned had been waiting for this.

			He had had romances before. He had never committed the sin of fornication, although he had got close once or twice; but he had certainly felt himself very fond of Susan White and Ruth Cobley at different times. However, as soon as he had fallen for Margery he had known this was different. He did not want merely to get Margery behind the tomb of Prior Philip and kiss and caress her. He wanted that, yes, but he also wanted to spend long leisurely hours with her, to talk to her about plays and paintings, Kingsbridge gossip and English politics; or just to lie next to her on a grassy bank by a stream in the sunshine.

			He restrained the impulse to rush out of the house now and accost her in the marketplace. He would speak to her when the class ended at noon.

			He spent the morning at the warehouse, making entries in ledgers.
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