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Chapter One
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30th September 1507, Off Isle of Wight, English Channel

2nd hour of the morning

2nd October 1507, Ponte, Rome. 11th hour of the afternoon


5th October 1507, Richmond Palace, near London. 11th hour of the morning
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5h October 1507, Wapping Jetty, London. 2nd hour of the after noon

5th October 1507, Palazzo Vecchio, Florence. 2nd hour of the after noon

5th October 1507, St Brides, London. 6th hour of the after noon



6th October 1507, St Brides, London. 9th hour of the morning

9th October 1507, St Sepulchre yard, London. 8th hour of the after noon

9th October 1507, Ponte, Rome. 10th hour of the afternoon

10th October 1507, St Brides, London. 7th hour of the morning

10th October 1507, St Brides, London. 9th hour of the morning
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12th October 1507, Richmond Palace. 3rd hour of the afternoon

19th October 1507, Vatican, Rome. 2nd hour of the after noon

20th October1507, Richmond Palace. 7th hour of the morning

29th October 1507, Headbourne, Winchester. Mid-day

31st October 1507, St Brides. 10th hour of the morning

31st October 1507, Richmond Palace. 11th hour of the morning

1st November 1507, The Tower of London. 2nd hour of the after noon

2nd November 1507, St Brides.  9th hour of the afternoon

3rd November 1507, St Bartholomew Priory. 8th hour of the after noon

6th November 1507, St Brides. 11th hour of the morning

16th November 1507, Via Nuova. Genoa. 10th hour of the morning
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20th November 1507, St Paul’s Cathedral. 10th hour of the morning

8th December 1507, St Brides. 10th hour of the after noon

18th December 1507, Santo Spirito, Florence. 7th hour of the afternoon

20th December 1507, Vatican Apartments, Rome. 9th hour of the morning

24th December, 1507, St Brides, London. 6th hour of the afternoon

25th December 1507, Putney, West of London. 1st hour of the afternoon

31st December 1507, Ponte, Rome. Mid day

31st December 1507, Ponte, Rome. 5th hour of the after noon
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15th February 1508, St Brides. 10th hour of the morning

28th February 1508, Richmond Palace, Mid day

1st March 1508, St Brides. 2nd hour of the after noon

6th March 1508, Frescobaldi Chambers, Antwerp. 5th hour of the after noon

14th March 1508, Frescobaldi Chambers, Antwerp. 11th hour of the morning

6th April 1508, Lomellini Chambers, Genoa. 4th hour of the after noon
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15th April 1508, Ostia, Italy. Mid day

20th April 1508, Vicolo Della Campanella, Ponte, Rome. 

5th hour of the after noon 

23th April 1508, Salon Marchesa, Ponte, Rome. 3rd hour of the after noon

23rd April 1508, Orsini Estate Lodge, Bagnaia, near Viterbo. 

6th hour of the afternoon

23rd April 1508, Salon Marchesa, Ponte, Rome. 9th hour of the after noon

24rd April 1508, Salon Marchesa, Ponte, Rome. 10th hour of the morning
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24th April 1508, Piazza del Popolo, Rome. 4th hour of the after noon

24th April 1508, Orsini Estate Lodge, Bagnaia, near Viterbo. 

10th hour of the after noon

25th April 1508, Orsini Estate Lodge, Bagnaia, near Viterbo. 

6th hour of the morning

25th April 1508, Orsini Estate Lodge, Bagnaia, near Viterbo. 

9th hour of the morning

25th April 1508, Orsini Estate Lodge, Bagnaia, near Viterbo. 

1st hour of the after noon

26th April 1508, Salon Marchesa, Ponte, Rome. 7th hour of the after noon

28th April 1508, Port of Ostia, Italy. 6th hour of the morning

28th April 1508, Salon Marchesa, Ponte, Rome. 1st hour of the after noon

1st May 1508, Richmond Palace. 11th hour of the morning
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9th May 1508, Port of Genova, Italy. Mid day

9th May 1508, Genova, Italy. 6th hour of the after noon

9th May 1508, Ponte, Rome. 7th hour of the after noon

10th May 1508, Genova, Italy. 8th hour of the morning

11th May 1508, Ligurian Sea. 10th hour of the morning

30th June 1508, Frescobaldi Chambers, London. 10th hour of the morning

4th July 1508, Frescobaldi Chambers, London.  1st hour of the after noon

21st September 1508, Venice, 9th hour of the after noon

30th September 1508, St Brides, London. 6th hour of the morning

9th October 1508, Palazzo Frescobaldi, Florence. Mid day

31st October 1508, Ponte, Rome. 10th hour of the morning
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27th April 1509, Ponte, Rome. 9th hour of the morning

27th April 1509, Luxembourg. 5th hour of the after noon

28th April 1509, Richmond Palace, Mid day

5th May 1509, Luxembourg. 5th hour of the after noon

5th June 1509, St Brides, London. 5th hour of the afternoon

8th June 1509, Richmond Palace. 9th hour of the after noon
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14th June 1509, Aosta, Italy. 2nd hour of the after noon

15th June 1509, Chepes Syed, London. 1st hour of the after noon

15th June 1509, Chepes Syed, London. 3rd hour of the after noon

15th June 1509, Chepes Syed, London. 4th hour of the after noon

17th June 1509, St Batholomew’s Priory. 8th hour of the morning

30th June 1509, Vatican Apartments, Rome. 9th hour of the morning
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1st August 1509, Richmond Palace. 10th hour of the morning

8th August 1509, St Brides, London. 11th hour of the morning

27th January 1510, Gabriel Chambers, Fenchurche St, London

10th hour of the morning

14th February 1510, Gabriel Chambers, Fenchurche St, London

3rd hour of the after noon

24th February 1510, Palace of Richmond. 5th hour of the after noon

25th February 1510, St Brides, London. 11th hour of the after noon

30th July 1510, Ponte, Rome. 11th hour of the morning

24th August 1510, Richmond Palace. 6th hour of the after noon
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11th May 1511, Palazzo Frescobaldi, Florence. Mid day

11th May 1511, Palazzo Medici Riccardi, Florence. 7th hour of the after noon

7th November 1511, Richmond Palace. 10th hour of the morning

12th April 1512, Palazzo Vecchio, Florence. Mid day

13th April 1512, Palazzo Medici Riccardi. 6th hour of the after noon

30th May 1512, Salon Marchesa, Ponte. 4th hour of the after noon

2nd June, 1512, Gabriel Chambers, London. 4th hour of the after noon

5th June 1512, Headington Manor, Oxford. Mid night
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20th February 1513, Port of Calais. 1st hour of the after noon

19th March 1513, Vatican, Rome. 2nd hour of the after noon

8th April 1513, Chambery, Savoy, France. 4th hour of the after noon

10th April 1513, Guild Hall, London. 2nd hour of the after noon

16th April 1513, Lodi, Italy. Mid day

30th April 1513, Whitehall Palace, London. Mid day
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2nd July 1513, Lomellini Chambers, Winchester.

10th hour of the morning

5th July 1513, Lomellini Estate Villa, Headbourne Near Winchester. 

9th hour of the morning

5th July 1513, Lomellini Estate Villa, Headbourne Near Winchester. 

1st hour of the after noon

17th August 1513, South of Therouanne, France. 11th hour of the morning

18th September 1513, Santo Spirito, Florence. 4th hour of the after noon

10th October 1513, Ponte, Rome. 11th hour of the morning

26th December 1513, Salon Marchesa, Rome. 4th hour of the after noon

24th June 2014, Palazzo Vecchio, Florence. 8th hour of the after noon

18th October 2014, Gabriel Chambers, London. 10th hour of the morning

20th October 2014, St Brides, London. 2nd hour of the after noon

20th December 1514, Frescobaldi Chambers, Antwerp. 

3rd hour of the afternoon

26th December 1514, Thorp House, Putney, England. Mid day.

8th January 1515, Westminster Palace, London.11th hour of the morning

27th February 1515, Gabriel Chambers, London. 2nd hour of the after noon
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11th May 1515, Santo Spirito, Florence. 5th hour of the afternoon

17th May 1515, Ponte, Rome. 4th hour of the after noon

14th Sept 1515, Melegnano, Italy. 5th hour of the afternoon

24th September 1515, Via Nuova, Genova. 6th hour of the afternoon

27th September 1515, Via Nuova, Genova. 6th hour of the afternoon

28th September 1515, Bobbio, Romagna. 7th hour of the after noon

29th September 1515, Pontremoli, Appenines. 4th hour of the after noon

1st October 1515 Outside Botticino, Brescia. 4th hour of the after noon

3rd October, 1515, Palazzo Cordusio, Milan. Mid day

3rd October 1515, Inside Botticino camp. 7th hour of the after noon
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4th October 1515, Outside Botticino Village. 2nd  hour of the after noon

5th October 1515, Outside Botticino camp. 5th hour of the after noon

5th October 1515, Inside Botticino camp. 8th hour of the after noon

5th October 1515, Inside Botticino camp. 10th hour of the after noon

5th October 1515, Inside Botticino camp. Mid night

6th October 1515, West of Botticino Village. 3rd hour of the morning

18th February 1516, Richmond Palace, England. 3rd hour of the after noon

All characters in this publication,

other than those clearly in the public domain, are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental. Historical records of events and persons may have been altered for dramatic reasons.
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CAST OF CHARACTERS

Popes, period of Vatican reign 1484 – 1521 and real names

Innocent VIII 1484-1492  Giovanni Battista Cibo

Alexander VI 1492-1503  Rodrigo Borgia

Pius III  1503 only  F. Todeschini-Piccolomini

Julius II  1503-1513  Giuliano Della Rovere

Leo X   1513-1521  Giovanni de Medici
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THE HOUSE OF TUDOR

Edmund Tudor 1430-1456  1st Earl of Richmond

Henry VII  1457-1509  Son of Edmund Tudor


1485-1509  King of England



Henry VIII   1491-1547  Son of Henry VII


1509-1547  King of England



Mary Tudor  1496-1533  Daughter of Henry VII

1515-1533  Married to Sir Charles Brandon


1514-1515  Queen of France, Wife of Louis XII
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LORD CHANCELLOR OF England and Cardinal to the Vatican

Thomas Wolsey 1473-1530  Cardinal and Lord Chancellor

1515-1529  Lord Chancellor to Henry VIII

1515   Appointed Cardinal by Pope Leo X

1514   Archbishop of York

1514   Bishop of Lincoln

1509   Royal Almoner

1507   Royal Chaplain to Henry VII

1498   Ordained priest   
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EDMUND DELA POLE 1471-1513  Yorkist claimant to English Throne
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AMBASSADORS FOR THE Florentine State to the English Royal Court,

period of service

Marco Pandolfini 1491-1503

Daniele de Bossi 1503-1517

––––––––

[image: ]


THE HOUSE OF HABSBURG

Maximilian I  1459-1519


1508-1519  Emperor of The Holy Roman Empire



The Monagesque House of Grimaldi

Jean I   1382-1454  Father of Catalan

Catalan  1424-1462  Uncle of Lamberto 


1462   Massacred at Palazzo Mari orgy



Lamberto   1420-1494  Father of Jean II & Lucien

1463-1493  Europa Freemasonry High Master 

Jean II  1468-1506  


1494-1505  Europa Freemasonry High Master 



Lucien  1487-1523


1506-1523  Europa Freemasonry High Master 
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THE HOUSE OF LOMELLINI, Genoa, 1435-1537
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MARCO LOMELLINI   1435-1498 Genoa Slave Trading Syndicate Head

Agostino Lomellini  1452-1525 Son of Marco


1485-1500 Consul of the French Genova State



Matteo Lomellini  1463-1499 Son of Marco. Father of 


Sandro, Arturo and Abselmo



Angelo Lomellini  1478-1530 Son of Agostino, Ship Owner

Pasquale Lomellini  1479-1537 Son of Agostino 


Head of Trading in Winchester 



Davide Lomellini  1497-1542 Son of Pasquale

Paolo Lomellini  1483-1508 Son of Agostino

Head of trading in Rome

Sandro Lomellini  1479-1505 Cousin of Agostino 


1498-1505 Head of Trading in Antwerp



Arturo Lomellini   1485-1529 Cousin of Agostino

1506-1525 Head of Trading in Antwerp

Abselmo Lomellini  1488-1513 Cousin of Agostino

1504-1513 Trading Principal in Winchester
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THE FAMILY OF THOMAS Cromwell

William Cromwell  1416-1472 Sire of Palyshall and Putney

Father to John Cromwell

John Cromwell  1442-1480 Father to Walter Cromwell

Walter Cromwell  1456-1516 Father to Thomas Cromwell

Katherine Meverill  1452-1517 Wife of Walter from 1474

Mother to Thomas Cromwell

Children of Walter and Katherine Cromwell:

Elizabeth Cromwell 1480-1533


1494  Married Walter MacWilliam 



Katherine Cromwell  1483-1517 Great-Great-Grandmother of 

Oliver Cromwell, Lord Protector


1497  Married Morgan Williams 



Thomas Cromwell  1485-1540 Convicted and beheaded for Treason

1538-1540 Earl Of Essex, Head of Privy Council

1535-1540 General, Dissolution of Monasteries

1534-1537 Master Of The Rolls


1523-1529  Member of Parliament

1516-1534 Lawyer, Austin Friars, London

1516-1530 Lawyer, Cardinal Wolsey Household

1507-1516 Lawyer, St Gabriel, London

1504-1506 Venice Head, Frescobaldi Company

1501-1503 Soldier, 2nd Free Antwerp Brigade

1500  Escaped Wandsworth Jail sentence






Grace Cromwell  1489-1549 
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ELIZABETH WYKES  1489-1528 Daughter of Sir Henry Wykes


1518-1528  Wife of Thomas Cromwell 

1513-1515 Wife of Thomas Williams
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THE HOUSES OF HOWARD and Boleyn
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THOMAS HOWARD   1443-1524 2nd Duke of Norfolk

Father of Elizabeth Howard

1477-1494 Envoy to Rome and Florence 

1501-1509 Lord Treasurer to Tudor Council

Thomas Howard  1473-1554 3rd Duke of Norfolk

Brother of Elizabeth Howard

Elizabeth Howard  1480-1538 Lady-in-waiting to 

Catherine of Aragon

Mother of Anne Boleyn

Thomas Boleyn  1477-1539 Lord Wiltshire

Married Elizabeth Howard in 1498

Anne Boleyn   1501-1536  Daughter of Elizabeth Boleyn and

Florence ambassador Daniele Bossi

Given surname of mother’s spouse

Married Henry VIII in 1533

Queen Consort of England 1533-1536

Children of Thomas Boleyn and Elizabeth Howard: 

Mary Boleyn   1499-1543 Half Sister of Anne Boleyn

George Boleyn  1504-1536 Half Brother of Anne Boleyn
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THE HOUSE OF FRESCOBALDI, Florence, 1403-1531

Stoldo Frescobaldi  1403-1484 Head of family bank from 1433-1484

Genevra di Conte Peruzzi 1425-1483 Second wife of Stoldo

Leonarda Frescobaldi 1405-1480 Sister of Stoldo

Ormanno di Albizzi 1405-1479 

1421  Married Leonarda

1445-1469 Genoa Director


Frescobaldi Company      



Lamberto Frescobaldi 1404-1479 Brother of Stoldo

1447-1473 London director, Frescobaldi Bank

Leonardo Frescobaldi 1449-1501 Son of Stoldo and Genevra

Father of 


Stoldo II, Pietro and Girolamo



Francesco Frescobaldi 1460-1511 Son of Stoldo and Genevra

Bartolomea di Acciaiuoli 1472-1519 Married Francesco in 1487

Andrea Frescobaldi  1458-1527 Son of Lamberto

1511-1527 Head of the family company 

1473-1508 London director, Frescobaldi Bank

Stoldo Frescobaldi II 1476-1522 Nephew of Francesco

1507-1520 Venice Director

Frescobaldi Company

Pietro Frescobaldi  1481-1528 Nephew of Francesco

1508-1520 London director, Frescobaldi Bank

Girolamo Frescobaldi 1480-1527 Nephew of Francesco

1502-1523 Antwerp Director, 


Frescobaldi Company



The House of Bonvisi, Lucca and London, 1450-1571
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BENEDETTO BONVISI  1450-1516 Luccese and London Silk Trader

Caterina Diodati  1466-1533 Second wife of Benedetto

Antonio Bonvisi  1487-1558 London Merchant, Royal Advisor

Ludovico Bonvisi  1489-1550  Brother of Antonio

Martino Bonvisi  1490-1538 Brother of Antonio
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THE HOUSE OF VALOIS-Orleans, France

Charles   1394-1465 Duke of Orleans

Louis II   1462-1515 Duke of Orleans

1501-1503 King of Naples 


1498-1515 Becomes Louis XII, King of France
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THE HOUSE OF MEDICI, Florence

Giovanni di Bicci  1360-1429 Founder of Medici Bank

Cosimo   1389-1464 Son of Giovanni

Lorenzo   1395-1440 “The Elder”. Son of Giovanni

Piero     1416-1469 “The Gouty” Son of Cosimo

Pierfrancesco  1430-1476 Son of Lorenzo The Elder

Giovanni   1467-1514 Son of Pierfrancesco

Children of Piero “The Gouty”:

Bianca   1445-1488 Married Guglielmo de Pazzi, 1460

Maria    1446-1473

Lucrezia   1447-1493  “Nannina” 

Married Bernardo Rucellai, 1461

Lorenzo   1449-1492 Il Magnifico “The Magnificent”

Giuliano   1453-1478 Father of Giulio, Pope Clement VII

Undeclared:

Amelia de Casentino  1431-1493 

1446  Mistress of Piero de Medici 

1447-1492 Cafaggiolo Housekeeper

Valeria de Casentino  1447-1507 Daughter of Piero and Amelia, 

Madam of “The Salon Marchesa”

Daniele de Bossi”  1462-1533 Son of Valeria and Pope Pius II 

1512-1514 Gonfaloniere to the Signoria

1503-1528 Ambassador to English Tudor Court 

For the Florentine Republic
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ILLEGITIMATE SON OF Giuliano de Medici and Fioretta Gorini: 

Giulio  de Medici  1478-1534 Annointed Pope Clement VII in 1523
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CHILDREN OF LORENZO “The Magnificent” and Clarice Orsini:

Lucrezia   1470-1553

Piero    1471-1503 “The Unfortunate”

Killed at Battle of Garigliano

Maddalena   1473-1519 Married Franceschetto Cibo, 1488

Giovanni   1475-1521 Pope Leo X, 1513-1521

Luiga    1478-1488

Contessina   1478-1515

Giuliano   1479-1516 Lord of Florence 1513-1516
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Franceschetto Cibo  1450-1519  Illegitimate son of Pope Innocent        1488    Married Maddalena de Medici
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CHILDREN OF MADDALENA de Medici surviving to adulthood:

With Franceschetto Cibo -

Innocenzo    1491-1550 Cardinal and 

1521-1548 Archbishop of Turin 
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WITH THOMAS CROMWELL, illegitimately -

Giovanni Battista Cibo 1505-1550 


1540-1549  Cardinal with Pope Paul III 



1530-1540 Bishop of Marseilles 

1527-1530 Bishop of Mariana in Corsica

1523-1527 Obtains theology degree at Oxford

Fathered by Cibo with his Genoa mistresses, 

fostered by his mother and adopted by Maddalena –

Lorenzo   1500-1549 Duke of Ferentillo

Caterina   1501-1557 Married Duke of Camerino

Ippolita   1503-1562
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THE ORSINI FROM ROME      







Lorenzo Orsini  1431-1508 Brother of Niccolo’

1472-1508 Master of the Rome Freemasonry 

Clarice Orsini  1450-1488 Married Lorenzo de Medici in 1469

Lapo Orsini   1458-1511 Son of Lorenzo. Cousin to Clarice.

1505-1511 Grand Master of Italian Freemasonry        1472-1482  Friend & tutor to Daniele de Bossi

Franciotto Orsini  1473-1534 Great-Nephew of Clarice 

1517-1434  Made Cardinal deacon by Pope Leo

1511-1527  Grand Master of Italian Freemasonry

Niccolo’ 

di Pitigliano Orsini  1442-1510 

1495-1510 Governor-General of Venetian Army
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THE AL BAGRAHBI FAMILY from Galata, Turkey
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ELENA DA BAGRABA  1450-1513 Galatese slave Olla al Bagrahbi

1483-1512 Deputy of the Salon Marchesa, Rome

Fioretta Gorini   1452-1486  Galatese slave Ferihah al Bagrahbi

1475-1478 Mistress of Giuliano de Medici

Mother of Giulio de Medici

Amin al Bagrahbi  1440-1515 Brother of Olla and Ferihah

1478-1515 Personal Guard to Giulio de Medici

1472-1478 Ottoman Anti-Slavery Envoy


1459-1472 Galatese Special Guard Captain to



Ottoman Empire Sultan Mehmed II.            

The Gorini Family, Florence

Alberto Gorini  1432-1486 Florentine adopting father of Fioretta

Luisa Gorini   1466-1521 Daughter of Alberto


1486-1518 Courtesan, Salon Marchesa, Rome

1482-1485 Courtesan in Florenc

1477-1482 Maid to Bianca Tornabuoni



The House of Aragon, Spain and Naples
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FERDINAND II   1452-1516 Son of John II of Aragon


1504 -1516 King of Naples
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CATHERINE   1485-1536 Daughter of Ferdinand II

1509-1533 Married to King Henry VIII and

Queen Consort of England


1501-1502 Married to Arthur, Prince of Wales
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OTHER NOTABLE MILITARY and political characters
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BARTOLOMEO D’ALVIANO 1455-1515 Mercenary General in Italian Wars

Bianca Tornabuoni  1462-1509 

1500-1509 Assistant Manager

Salon Marchesa, Rome


1480-1500 Courtesan in Florence and Rome 1478-1479  Mistress to Bartolomeo D’Alviano
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LUCA D’ALVIANO  1480-1507 Illegitimate son


of Bianca Tornabuoni and 



Bartolomeo D’Alviano 


1505-1507 Numinary, Sanxit Praesidio



1494-1504 Personal guard to his mother
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NICOLO’ MACHIAVELLI 1469-1527 Diplomat, Philosopher, Writer


1512  Exiled on Medici return

1498-1512   Secretary to the Signoria, Florentine Republic



Piero Sodierini   1450-1522 Statesman 


1512  Exiled on Medici return

1502-1512   Gonfaloniere to the Signoria, Florentine Republic
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ALESSANDRO BENTIVOGLIO 1474-1532 Mercenary General

Main Journeys of Thomas Cromwell 1507-1518 – 

England to Italy 
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APRIL 1508  OUT BY sea from London to Ostia via Antwerp

July 1508  Return by sea from Genova to London

October 1508  Out by land via Strasbourg to Florence

April 1509  Return by sea from Ostia to London

May 1511  Out by sea from London to Pisa via Antwerp

August 1511  Return by sea from Pisa port to London

July 1512   Out by sea from London to Pisa via Antwerp

October 1512  Return by sea from Pisa to Southampton

August 1513  Out overland via Francigena route to Florence

July 1514  Return by sea from Ostia to Dover

February 1515 Out by sea to port of Pisa

October 1515  Return by sea from Genova     

May 1517  Out by sea from London to Ostia

February 1518 Return by sea from Ostia to London
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Chapter One
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30th September 1507, Off Isle of Wight, English Channel

2nd hour of the morning

He was surrounded by hundreds of his French and Flemish comrades’ torn bodies and the cannon fire was continuous, so loud to numb his hearing as if he was under the wild ocean while thunder filled the air and the earth exploded below. Spanish and German landsnechts mercenaries stood all around him, pointing and lunging their pikes, closing in. His fallen brigade corporal de Bruyneel lay alongside him, bleeding from a deep wound in his back. 

A white, muscled arm floated towards him. The freed limb had been severed from a body just below the shoulder, its dirty gloved hand trying to grab his face. He saw tattoos of fighting centaurs along the forearm as he wriggled away and the glove gestured for him to follow its direction through the acrid smoke of battle. He followed, but fell headlong into a fetid jail full of maimed prisoners crying out in a rich mix of the dialects of the Low Countries and the Italian states. The pain in his fingers became intense where the Spanish guards were pulling out his fingernails with rusted pliers. Then the room swayed so rapidly that all the prisoners fell one way, against the wall. It tipped back and they all fell across to the other wall, like giant dried cloves tipping out of a jar. The glove was on him now, lifting him by the neck above the injured prisoners as they rolled back to the other wall once more. He felt the grip tighten around his neck.

He was consumed in this deep sleep as his hammock swayed and twisted. Thomas woke as the carrack pitched forwards, plunging out of yet another destructive wave as the English Channel storm worsened. This nightmare often struck him. He knew he would always be engulfed by the memories of battle and his strike to sever General Bartolomeo D’Alviano’s right arm and save his friend de Bruyneel. Sleep would be impossible now as his guards and his friend Daniele coughed and vomited into buckets as they stumbled on all fours on the wet floor of their cabin.

Cromwell preferred to stay in his hammock and ignore the trauma, directing his thoughts to memories of his distant lover in Rome, Maddalena de Medici. Five weeks apart since he started this voyage from Ostia and he longed to return to her once more.

2nd October 1507, Ponte, Rome. 11th hour of the afternoon

As the four jet black stallions pulled the carriage into the Vicolo di San Celso, Luisa Gorini straightened her grey wool cape and red organza dress after the insistent attentions of Cardinal Sigismondo Gonzaga, sitting next to her for the fifteen minute ride from the Vatican apartments. The Mantua lord had paid handsomely for his holy office and he intended to exploit it at every opportunity, including this moment to seduce the Holy Father’s favourite lover. The carriage stopped with a sharp jolt outside the Salon Marchesa. Gonzaga’s protection allocation of Swiss Guards were ready at the small wooden doors to help them both extract themselves from the shining, black lacquered carriage. Luisa moved first then waited for him to step down before they were escorted through the salon’s pillared entrance.

Luisa was blessed with the type of full mouth and discrete smile that left powerful men clamouring for every spare minute of her time at any cost. Her  skin was her legacy from her mother’s Levant heritage, alluring as if the last rays of a desert sunset were captured to forever cast a soft glow all over her. And her large brown eyes awarded her face with a stare that emitted permanent sensual warmth. In a few seconds she could shake her thick black curling locks into an acceptable semblance of order and style. So now, after her sleepless night of mild sexual violence rewarded by a long breakfast in the bed of Pope Julius, Rome’s highest valued courtesan was supposed to be escorted back to the Salon Marchesa for her next appointment. But the woman’s irresistible aura of raw sexuality was such that this cardinal now lusted for a piece of the young lady for himself, ideally that morning. 

Gonzaga wanted her before he engaged in his other pathological obsession - gambling away Vatican funds at frittilus dice, faro, primero and trappola on the exclusive Parentucelli gaming floor. Luisa agreed to give him two hours for two hundred ducati. After all, she had bills to pay for her her expensive apartment on the Via Veneto and her son’s exclusive schooling in Florence.

“I will see if I can obtain my normal suite for us, carissimo,” said Luisa, businesslike. The words of affection meant nothing. She nodded to the wide arch across the other side of the polished white marble floor. “Wait for me through there.”

Gonzaga was startled at her abruptness but he knew that this was a transaction rather than romance. And he was now desperate for two hours of Luisa’s attention. He wandered through to the ground floor Marchesa gaming hall to take some wine and observe any backgammon games under way.

“The Venere floor has about half the booths still free,” said salon manager Elena da Bagraba at the white marble reception counter.

“No I will not parade my guest here past all of your lazy drunken bourgeoisie on the second floor,” said Luisa. “What do you have on the fourth floor? My normal suite should be free at this hour? Surely, tesoro?”

“All unavailable cara Luisa. I am sorry.” Elena ran the salon for her partner Valeria with her galatese background for ruthless commercial precision. “But you know by now how we work for all our independent courtesans. I have told you before, you can retain a Nicholas Suite for your permanent use. It will work out much cheaper for you in the long run.”

“But Elena, tesoro, I already have a suite up there for the afternoon and evening. Can I not take it now?” Luisa had another cardinal arriving at the third hour of the afternoon, the Spaniard Jimizez de Sisteros, whose company she much preferred to these fumbling, needy Italian holy men.

“Let me check if it has been serviced.” Elena smiled and turned to speak firmly to the head concierge further along the counter. “Federico, please send a guard to check if Nicholas Three is ready for la signorina Gorini.”

“Of course, Madama. I believe it is. We will have it ready at once. Subito.”

5th October 1507, Richmond Palace, near London. 11th hour of the morning

“I have never seen such beauty and elegance on a “spalliera" panel, but power too. What do you think young Harry?” King Henry asked his tall son.

“Sir, I love it too,” said young Prince Henry. “There I see the same aloof, sensual girl, with the golden hair curls, infinite folds in her light dress, in the style of Filippo Lippi or Sandro Botticelli. The man is strong too. But he looks exhausted, as if he has just fucked her. And now needs a good rest. He doesn’t even notice the cherubs stealing his lance.”

The young Prince Henry of Wales had been well tutored in Renaissance art, but not yet in the niceties of discussing it. Fine art commentary also had to be learned. Alongside his father he was admiring the gift from the Florentine Republic, just recently mounted above a long gilded Parisian marriage chest, outside their principal reception chamber.

Henry Tudor laughed inside himself at his son’s crudeness, while outwardly displaying an air of shocked indignation.

“Young man! You will need to wash your mouth out with tallow tonight. You seem to have just one thing on your mind these days. Get yourself a wife! This is the “Venus and Mars” by Botticelli. I believe the Florentines sequestered it when they exiled and expelled the Medici. Now they have sent us this gift of inestimable value.”

“Sorry, sir. But the symbolism is clear. What a gift to us. When we met that politician Machiavelli at Esher with Chaplain Wolsey, he was such a strange ferret of a courtier. But he talked with such original thinking about political and military strategies. And he must have some clout with their government to send us such a gift.”

“I don’t think they wanted the Medici to see it and claim it back, now that they are regaining their political sway again,” concluded the king.

The painting had arrived via a shipment of silks and wines, ordered specially. But this was a rare, priceless gift to show that their pact remained strong, four years on from meeting at the damp Palace of Esher.

“Those Italians make politics so complex,” said King Henry. “We must get an updated report from Daniele de Bossi when he decides to show his face at court once more.”

Matters were in hand to strengthen Tudor alliances with the strongest Italian city states. English diplomats and spies in Florence and Rome were already working with Florentines, seeking to undermine and eventually topple Pope Julius. Perhaps to get a Medici archbishop onto the papal throne.

And Henry VII had never forgotten Machiavelli’s suggestion. Perhaps his daughter Mary Tudor could be used one day, to get far closer to Louis XII of France. Even marry him if he became a widower. And in so doing, give an English assassin secret access to the French king.

“Father, the word is the Florentine Ambassador is on his way back here from Rome.” Prince Henry kept himself well informed. “He needed to keep his head down while the rumours were strong that he was ready to self-destruct when he could no longer have his way with Boleyn’s wife.”

“Boleyn spends too much time hunting with you Harry and licking your arse,” said the king. “.Once I’m gone you must be careful of friends like him, getting too close. He needs to be an attentive husband now and put his tongue elsewhere.” 

“Your Grace! Now who needs to wash their mouth out. Father!”

The king reached to slap his taller son, hard on his back.

“Once a Howard always a Howard, never to be trusted,” said Henry Tudor. “Although she now likes to call herself ‘The Countess of Wiltshire’. I’ll wager ten florins your spies or your whores will be telling you that the Italian has bedded Elizabeth Boleyn again within the month!” 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two
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5th October 1507, Wapping Jetty, London. 2nd hour of the after noon

Sheltered from any fresh estuary breeze, Daniele, Thomas and their Croatian guards stood on the dockside vomiting from the concentrated smells of the river Thames. Once their stomachs had fully emptied, only a few minutes were necessary to purchase some horses and negotiate with the driver of a fourteen foot cart to help unload and transport their crate, with the five travelers to ride front and rear as its guard.

“Mio Dio. My Dear God, this is the hardest part,” said Daniele, nervous as the crew attached ropes from the old dockside winch to the crate. Old wooden timbers screamed out in protest as they took the weight.

“Just thank my God we’re on dry land again,” said Cromwell.

“Which God is that?” Daniele bent forwards to vomit once more onto the packed planks of the jetty.

“Any God you care to select, dear Ambasciatore.” It was the first time Thomas addressed his friend this way since they left Ostia.

Now they would be open about who Daniele was: the ambassador for the Florentine Republic. But Thomas was still in exile. He would remain the Frescobaldi envoy Cremonello for as long as was necessary. 

“My God what am I doing here?” Thomas thought to himself. “They could hang me tomorrow.”

A few starved boys ran up to help the one old stevedore on duty.

“Watch yourselves! Easy now!” said the ship’s master Andrea Carretti as the crew and the helpers guided the crate out of the hold and across to the jetty, then onto the cart. 

“We’re ready. Safe return caro,” said Carretti, hugging his passengers.

“Get word to us when you’re back again,” said Cromwell as he shook Carretti’s hand firmly and gave him the promised purse of florins as bonus for their passage and safe arrival.

“Grazie mille, signore. Thank you and farewell,” said Carretti. “ Now please try to survive in this city of thieves!”

It was difficult to distinguish between the young men on the jetty, dressed in torn shirts and filthy worn-out breeches, most not much more than boys. Dock hands, beggars, pickpockets, agents’ runners, porters, all seemed to be shouting for space, moving against each other and in every direction.

“Andrea I would advise you to keep that purse well out of sight now,” said Thomas. “And return to the safety of your vessel.”

They made fifty feet of headway along the jetty and then were halted by the shocking unloading of over a hundred unwashed and emaciated women, stumbling out of the next merchant clipper along the jetty.

“Africans for the slave market,” said Thomas to Daniele. “No one trades girls from the Caspian any more. May God have mercy on all their souls.” He crossed himself, stroked the neck of his new mount and eased the horse past the dock hands unloading the clipper. 

The toothless cart driver screamed a barrel load of curses and nudged his horse through to the exit lane in front of the Customs House. 

“We’ll pay the dues to get through Customs. Then it’s to St Brides we go,” said Danielle.

“Let’s ride ahead, upwind of the old bastard driver,” said Cromwell, his hood pulled down low over his face.

5th October 1507, Palazzo Vecchio, Florence. 2nd hour of the after noon

Francesco Frescobaldi left the mid-day council of the Florentine Signoria government with his nephew, Pietro. Their guard Egidio met them outside in the Piazza Della Signoria, as the men walked thorough the massed ranks of traders where meat and produce stalls spilled out onto the riverside path towards the Ponte Santa Trinita’ bridge. All three men looked around continuously, to see if there were any obvious followers.

“Yes, I’m glad they’re off our family’s hands, zio,” said Pietro. “We must trust in Danielle and Cremonello to win us renewed support from England.”

“And Machiavelli,” said Francesco. “He is just too clever by half. Now that he has secured Florentine control over Tuscany, he wants us to win more city-states. But I would rather we just focus on defending Florence against Pope Julius. Our biggest risk is that he conquers us and we become just another Papal State.”

“What of our defense forces, uncle?”

“Well there is only the militia until we re-engage our own mercenary force.”

“Has D’Alviano taken another condotta now?”

“A while ago, with the Venetians. That is what we were just discussing in the Signoria. At least if the evil one-armed general is fighting in the north, that stops him entering into some other fiendish arrangement to fight for Pope Julius against us.”

5th October 1507, St Brides, London. 6th hour of the after noon

“Get some sacking over the crate,” said Daniele as they were in the queue of carts waiting to get past the small Wapping Customs House. 

A waving of his Florentine ambassador’s credentials and a few shillings in a purse for the duty officer were all that was needed for the crate to be waved through and away onto the paved road into the city. 

They moved slowly along East Smithfield towards the Tower.

“Stay south of Algatestrete,” said Daniele to the driver, “I don’t want to end up crawling through all the crowds of traders on Cheppes Syed.”

“Of course, sir,” said the driver while Daniele ducked out of any direct line of the man’s fetid breath. “We can go in ‘frough Postern Gate; then I’ll take Towerstrete all the way to St Paul’s via Watelyng Strete; then we’re out of Ludgate over the Flete Bridge and yous’s there.”

“That’s fine,” said Daniele, “just keep us moving. If we suffer no stops I’ll double your tariff.”

“You’re on guv’ner,” said the driver, shaking the rains and embarking into a wild rant of another unknown dialect to force the horses faster through the long huddles of vagrants, just-docked seamen and destitute families queuing to enter the Postern Gate.

Through under the wall and they were onto Tower Hill. Cromwell’s heart was pounding as they all saw a dozen corpses rotting on the gallows, with other heads and body parts on spikes of timber.

“This just can’t happen to me, ever,” his inner self was saying.

They moved past more beggars in front of the gallows and onto Towerstrete, where the stone track was awash with sludge and only wide enough for their cart. A few hundred yards on, hawkers and begging women on Estchepe jumped quickly back into the side alleys to avoid being crushed by the leading horsemen. 

Pushing on past the almshouses they dodged the buckets of filth that were being emptied and ejected onto the narrow street from upstairs windows, regardless of who travelled below. Out of Watelyng Strete and into the wide arc around St Pauls, there were masses of people shoving for some space, shouting in different tongues and selling their wares. The Croat guards on horseback swung their short halberd pikes and the driver of the four-foot wide cart screamed out again.

“Out the fuckin’ way!” He slapped and whipped his two young horses, to force a passage through the masses in front of the giant cathedral. 

Thomas dipped his head into the hood of his cloak as they passed a group of city militia constables in front of the cathedral steps. He was unaccustomed to the unruly crowds and the smells of his home city. He felt mildly happy to have returned to clear his name. But this was nothing like Florence or Rome. The massed bustle of people overwhelmed him.

“Keep moving. No stopping for anyone!” shouted Daniele.

Into Bower Rowe down to Ludgate, the detritus seemed as if it was molded like a thick carpet of filth into the stone streets. They were moving onto the wider Fletestrete, where more traders were screaming out from their stands, selling all manner of cloth, clogs, produce, meats and pies, livestock and carcasses. There was dung and excrement piling in the middle channel of the street, waiting for the night sweeper carts. 

At one point on the Flete Bridge, four scrawny young beggars tried to stop them and hold the reins of the cart’s horses, but they were clubbed out of the way by the Croatian guards. There were dead animals and discarded carcasses littering the worn brown banks of the river Flete as they glanced to the north.

“Here! Bridelane,” shouted Daniele to the cart’s driver. “Left into this street. The building with stone pillars on the right.” All the men dismounted their horses.

Andrea Frescobaldi came out to welcome them with four of his own Croatian guards. They all helped to lever the crate carefully off the cart and use wooden poles to roll it across the stone steps and into the reception hall.

The driver was paid and he took his cart and all of his horses away.

“Andrea how good to see you!” said Cromwell as he held his friends arms and kissed him on both cheeks. Daniele did the same. Then Cromwell embraced each of Andrea’s guards.

“You know them too?” said Daniele.

“From years ago, when I was a mercenary going south through France,” said Thomas. “Near Brienne on the Aube, as I recall?” He looked at Andrea who nodded.

“These men guarded Andrea, riding north,” said Thomas. “They were ready to kill for him, under threat from my whole band of malicious Flemish pike men. But then my Tuscan from those days made them laugh! So I calmed them down and we drank together like brothers.”

“Ever the diplomat, Tomaso. You are wasted as a merchant,” said Ambasciatore de Bossi.

“Yes, your command of Tuscan can only have improved from five years ago, Tomaso,” laughed Andrea. 

“Forza. Get moving! Let’s put some barriers up each side,” said the banker to his men, “so no passer-by can see what we have in the hall.”

Cloth barriers and old panels were swiftly found and both sets of Croatian guards broke open the wooden crate with their short swords and some iron bars kept in the guard room at the banking chambers. 

Onlookers and vagrants tried to look over the barriers, pushing to gawp at what was happening, but Matej went over and drew his sword to usher them all away.

Everything came inside and the fresh pinewood from the crate was left outside, stacked in the street for someone to salvage. It soon disappeared.

Each box had been protected with a thick wool blanket around it, then each was wrapped and sealed in leather skins to remain completely watertight.

“Right. All of you carry these boxes down to the basement strong room,” said Andrea. 

Frescobaldi turned to Thomas and Daniel as if he was concluding a deposit with an unknown new client. “All of your secrets are more than safe with us. We are a bank, for God’s sake! Now gentlemen, your rooms are ready, baths are drawn and I have dinner being prepared for the upstairs chamber at the seventh hour.”

“Daniele! My boatmen will be there for you,” said Andrea over the evening’s dinner of trout, followed by a roasted swan. “They’ll be on the Broken Wharf quay to take you to Richmond Palace at the eighth hour of the morning on the inbound tide. Four oars should get you there for the early after noon, depending on river congestion.”

6th October 1507, St Brides, London. 9th hour of the morning

Daniele left on time but Cromwell was able sleep a little longer. Then he rose in his bedchamber to sit at a small writing desk, to collect his thoughts, by writing a ciphered letter to his lover, Maddalena de Medici, for her to collect from the Frescobaldi banking chambers in Rome.

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

Frescobaldi Chambers

St Brides

London

6th October 1507

Maddalena de Medici

To the care of

Frescobaldi Chambers

Piazza Novona

Roma

My darling love Maddalena

Well I am finally arrived at the chambers of Andrea and I cannot express how deeply my heart is pained by our continued absence. I sent you all of my love and my longest kisses to you. I embrace our son Giovanni Battista to my chest and kiss his soft forehead, even though, once again, you are now at least six weeks of intolerable sea travel away from my touch.

I shut my own eyes and I see yours, full of smiling love.

When shall I return? This we will have to leave in God’s hands. For a while here I will remain Cremonello, the Frescobaldi envoy from our Venice Trading House. Messer Francesco has charged me to progress his alum transactions with the English Crown.

As I told you my darling, I lived way up river from the centre of London, so this is all new discovery. But here, after we crossed the city with our own cargo, it appears to me full of petty criminals, about the size of Rome but more crowded – everyone is crammed north of the river for trade and living. The port drives much activity, but  is much smaller than Bruges or Venice and filthy, lacking in any order.

Andrea tells me there are less than one hundred serious merchants based here, so I will aim to meet as many as I can. Inevitably there will double the amount of greedy lawyers.

I have no wish to alarm you my love. So rest assured that I would follow a careful and secretive way of life in London, for as long as I must.

I will stay here in the care of Andrea for some months, while Daniele looks into obtaining my pardon. A Royal Pardon will be the most solid but is not guaranteed. The king here is weakening and usurpers are, as ever, lining up around him.

Then I will be returning to Rome and we can meet once more. Having given it much thought, I would also now advise you to bring the plans into place that we have discussed at length. I will always be in the background to use any of my own contacts and leverage for your family to regain their rightful status. I do foresee the day when the Medici family are in control of Florence once more.

I wish I was there with you now. London does not feel like my home in any respect as my heart rests eternally with you my darling and I long for your touch every night.

With a loving kiss, un caro abbracio

Yours

Cremonello Tomaso

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

The mid-morning breaking of the fast was at the tenth hour with Andrea, who insisted they followed last night’s wines with his best ale from barrels they kept in the chamber’s cellar. Cromwell settled for boiled water, flavoured with cloves and cinnamon. 

“No one trusts the still water from the conduits after the plague of two years past, even less from the wells,” Andrea advised. “But somehow the ale kills certain ailments. They say it’s the yeast.” 

“I’ll take any parasite into my belly if it prolongs my life in the infernal city!” Thomas patted his abdomen. He had forgotten the rich taste of bread from dark English flour. And the cheese seemed strong and grainy compared to the sheep’s cheese that he had accustomed himself to in Italy.

“You are welcome to stay here as long as you wish, Tomaso. I understand your plans as we discussed them last night. Uncle Francesco has already instructed me to keep the guards that you travelled with, on a condotta, engaged here in London as an extra watch on the archive boxes.”

“Thank you Andrea, caro, my dear friend,” Thomas smiled. “Yes I will need one of them with me as I negotiate this infernal city as a merchant. I will take the tall one with the darker curly hair, Matej.”

“Of course.”

“Remember it is all new to me,” Cromwell became more serious. “I was just a ruffian boy from Putney, a ragazzaccio, when I left seven years ago. I had never ever ventured into this city. The first time was after our escape from Wandsworth jail, when we passed along the river as quickly as we could, in a stolen boat to get ship’s passage in Wapping.” 

“Ti garantisco, one thing is sure,” said Andrea. “It all smells even worse than it did then, I can assure you of that!”

The men laughed as they drank some of the cooled boiled water.

“You have become used to the sweet winds of Florence and Venice, caro,” Andrea slapped Cromwell’s arm. “And the fragrance of their ladies.”

“If only. Magari,” nodded Cromwell. “But Rome is as bad these days. The vapors off the Tiber can kill you or cure you, they say.”

“So what else can we assist you with, Tomaso?”

“I will need one of your small chambers as my office here and use of your clerks and meeting chamber, which will add prestige for my mercantile visitors. There is much I want to do, to grow The Frescobaldi Company’s London presence. Messer Francesco has asked me to oversee this potential alum deal with the English Crown.”

“Consider it done.”

“For the rest, I am in the hands of this Tudor Court, both for the alum dealings and for my ultimate pardon. We will see what relationships Daniele can lever. And we have our secret archive documents to use for maximum effect, before they fall into the wrong hands, God forbid.”

“Our guard on them will be continuous, do not worry.” Inwardly Andrea did not feel as sure as he wanted to sound.

9th October, 1507 St Sepulchre yard, London. 8th hour of the after noon

Carlo Pizzaiouoli was a member of the elite Sanxit Praesidio. These select members of this elite Vatican force of assassins were ex priests, often fanatics, schooled as the PEIF - principes eius in fide.  

Giuliano Della Rovere formed Sanxit in 1503 as soon as he became Pope Julius. He lived on the highest state of paranoia and wanted a ruthless protection force that could draw upon networks of intelligence across the whole of Europa and the Ottoman Empire. 

Carlo had operated in London for two years. He felt he blended in well, wearing the same soiled cloak of brown rough kersey cloth and old, pointed boots, the leather worn to his toes. 

The lodging for the Sanxit Praesidio members was in the St Bartholomew’s Priory for Augustinian monks, just north of the city walls, not far from the Aldersgate. 

Carlo was returning from his watch and knew the alleys back from St Brides, over the Flete Bridge, skirting north along The Old Bailley just outside of the city wall, past Newgate with its jail’s permanent running background noise of torture and pain. He walked openly into Rennerstrete.

The Sanxit captain feared no street thief as he was one of the fastest with his dagger in the London division of the prelature. But he still circled back twice through the alleys to check whether he was being followed. He turned into Snowrehills via Coklane, stopping amongst the drunkards and hawkers in The Saracens Head. No heads turned at the sight of this scruff of a monk, as he looked around the noisy crowd while he downed a half jug of what his comrades called pondswill, which these English called ale.  

Outside there was the normal evening assemblage of beggars and pimps but he pushed them away with a few curses and moved on to cut through the churchyard of St Sepulchre. 

In the next second, something felt very wrong. Perhaps it was instinct. But he reached for his dagger just too late. 

The blow to the side of his head, into his temple from a broken clay brick, concussed him instantly as it smashed through a thin layer of skin and flesh and his legs buckled. Stjepan, one of the Croat guards from the Frescobaldi Chambers caught Carlo’s arms while his comrade, Nikolas, tied the Sanxit Praesidio man’s legs. They carried their prisoner fast into a deserted alley off Rennerstrete to the rear of some stables.

Stjepan tied the elite principes spy’s arms tight behind him and sat him up, while Nikolas opened his own breeches and urinated all over Carlo’s face.

“This should wake you up a bit,” said Nikolas as Carlo spluttered into semi-consciousness.  

“Think you can watch our chambers do you, bastardo?” said Stejpan. I followed you back last night too. To the St Bartholomew’s Priory. So we know you are a fucking operative from that Sanxit bunch.”

“Today you were around us again. Not very well trained though, are you motherfucker,” said Nikolas, his face up against Carlo’s.

“Go fuck yourself, figlio di putana,” spluttered Carlo, spitting from the back of his throat into the Croat’s face and prompting another inevitable blow from Nikolas with the brick. It hit directly into the captain’s face to break his nose and split his lip.

“You know how the next few hours can go, caro,” said Stejpan, mimicking Carlo’s Roman Italian in warmer tones. “We are all trained in torture and you could just as easily be doing it to us by next week.”

“Sacro fidei martyres domini. Go to hell, bastardi,” Carlo knew how this would play out too as he recited his doctrines. His bowels were now loosening a fetid odorous diarrhea into his breaches.

“Fuck! Dio!” said Nikolas as the stench hit his nostrils. It felt like the back of this throat would be forever caked with this stench of Carlo’s excrement bombarding the air. 

“Maledetto priest spy,” shouted the Croat  as he slapped the brick across Carlo’s jaw to fracture it, as Stjepan pushed his glove into Carlo’s mouth to stifle his cries. The men looked around the stables but all was quiet in the darkness.

“We want to know your prelature, the names of your numinaries, who you report to, what you are doing watching the Frescobaldi. Everything. Who you have infiltrated in London? Guilds? Lawyers? Bankers? The Royal Court?”

“I have no knowledge of any of this you fucking morons! I was paid to watch your chambers and that’s all!” Carlo mumbled the words in pain now as his jaw was locking up with the swelling.

“Of course you know nothing,” mocked Stjepan as he broke the index finger of both Carlo’s hands. This time Nikolas had stuffed a rag into Carlo’s mouth to absorb his renewed screaming. 

Carlo was panicking now, terrified. No training had prepared him for these two Croats. He wriggled hard but they slapped on his broken jaw once more. He would have rather died right there, right then.

“But caro,” now it was Nikolas who was mocking. “You know that life as you know it has now changed forever. So we can stop hurting you. There can be no more pain while you give us that information and then become our agent within Sanxit Praesidio.”

“Never, coglioni. You arseholes.”

“So be it. We will take all night,” said Stjepan, “and the pain will eventually be so horrific that you will tell us everything and more, just to halt it for a second. Now why go through all that, before we get the answers from you and then leave you for dead? Even if you live, the archpriests at the Friary and your other principes will never trust you again. And you will be shoveling pig shit in their hog pens for the rest of your sorry days. That’s if we are kind enough to leave you with any fingers, coglione.”

“And you know our vows, moron cretini,” said Carlo. “I will be a martyr rather than a traitor to you Frescobaldi sons-of-whores, figli di putane.”

Stjepan could not predict how this would go but he now sliced his dagger into the base of Carlo’s middle and third finger, taking the two off together at the joint. The blood spurted out and Carlo screamed into the rag and bit so hard into his inner lip that the flesh came away into his teeth.

“Names, Watches, Leaders,” Nikolas repeated their demands, “why make it so difficult, carissimo?”
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