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        You would sound me from my lowest note to the top of my compass; and there is much music, excellent voice, in this little organ, yet cannot you make it speak.

        WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE - HAMLET: ACT 3, SCENE 2
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          THE PARISH OF SAN MATTEO, CREMONA, ITALY. AUGUST 1714

        

      

    

    
      ‘Giuseppe?’ The old man’s voice boomed in the cluttered shop with its wall of small wooden drawers behind the ware-bench, all neatly labelled with their mysterious contents. Rosin. Peg Dope. Peg Drop. Peg Pins. Cat Gut-assort. Whirling Chalk. And many more, some so faded Katarina could not read them.

      ‘Giuseppe,’ he called again over his shoulder. ‘I’ve need of you, lad. Fräulein Rota here wishes a violin played for her.’ Andrea Guarneri turned back to her. ‘My fat fingers be too clumsy now to do ‘em justice.’ He looked down at the offending digits with obvious distaste.

      How Giuseppe had reacted to his father’s summons Katarina did not know, for it was the violin that held her gaze when he cradled it like a golden, newborn infant bringing it out from the workshop. And when his fingers danced on the fingerboard, she marvelled how the bow seemed to belong in his other hand like an extension of his flesh. Yes, she was entranced, but she did not look at his face.

      Later, it made her laugh – and it was much discussed between them over the years – to have no clear picture of him at that first encounter when she remembered his grey-haired papà so clearly (and, in truth, he had not been so very old then). How could she not have noticed Giuseppe’s unruly black curls for they were the single most striking thing about him? Never mind his beauty. He always claimed to remember his first sight of her clearly, though his wildly differing descriptions led her to believe otherwise. To put it bluntly, she had been a colourless, unformed sort of creature then. A plain child, (and what is worse for a child than to know it?).

      And the sound the violin made that morning seemed to her otherworldly, like singing beyond the top of any possible human range before plunging down to a bass deep and rich as molasses … down into darkness. One word filled her thoughts. Heartbreaking. To her surprise, she saw Leda brush away a tear. Leda was not one for displays of emotion either in herself or others. Especially not in Katarina. Yet her appearance belied her nature, being soft and fair with a pillowy bosom and a child’s dimples. Her eyes, the innocent blue of a china doll’s, were full of fiery steel when caning her charge’s hand for forgetting her Latin declensions.

      Might it be the contrast with the playing Katarina had heard the Sunday before in the cathedral that had so moved her? While that sound had led her to the violin district to find out more about the instrument, she had not anticipated the extent of the difference. And violins in a church service? Who would have imagined it? Not John Calvin. In Katarina’s church the only music came from the human voice. And that was often discordant.

      Though it could be claimed she had arrived there in the Guarneri workshop in a way that seemed preordained, it had been a random choice made to silence Leda’s complaints, walking the cobbled streets around the Basilica of San Domenico.

      She really had no idea which workshop to enter yet opened that fateful door as though it had been the one she searched for and, indeed, she had wished Leda to think it was. (She had told her that she looked for sheet music for the pianoforte.) Whilst her eyes adjusted to the gloom after the dazzle outside, the pungent smell assailed her, though she had no idea what made it then. But it smelt exotic and so somewhere she ought not to be. That thought had made her smile. Though, in truth, she held no truck with predestination especially when proselytised by her father’s Calvinism. Even then she thought of it as her father’s and not hers for she had already decided the idea of God held little interest for her, and most certainly not that one.

      So, on the previous Sunday with her father laid low by a summer ague, she had joined some of the officers’ families whose religion took them to Cremona’s magnificent Cattedrale di Santa Maria Assunta with its great rose window over the portal, its octagonal baptistry, and the Torrazzo towering above. She had explored it many times, overawed by the weight of whispers and echoes lost in the great height of its vaulted ceiling, disappearing into gloom. The scent of beeswax and candle smoke, incense and flowers, and the sweetness of their decay, seemed embedded in its ancient stone. She had gaped in awe at bright frescoes telling the stories of Abraham and Isaac, Jacob and Joseph. The Passion of Christ. Jesus with the doctors. Every time she visited, she found something new to marvel at … the inlaid wooden choir screen, the great altar cross crafted from silver and gold … but she had never experienced a Mass there. Needless to say, her father knew nothing of this and would not have approved, being especially censorious of everything papist.

      It did cross her mind that should there truly be a God, would he not prefer the glory of a cathedral laboured over for centuries in his name to the little wooden church close by the banks of the Po, which the Calvinists seemed to believe would please him more? And, of course, she had not expected violins to fill the pauses in the Mass which it turned out, had been a poor introduction to what this astonishing instrument could do.

      It was some time before she learnt about a violin’s tonal range and later still what Giuseppe had played for her that day. A concerto by Tomaso Albinoni, one of the earliest compositions for the violin virtuoso. There would be many simpler pieces for her to master before she was ready for that.

      When she told Signor Guarneri her intentions, he had shown no reservations that a girl, small for her thirteen years, should be so much in command of her own life that she could say with confidence that her father would purchase the three-quarter-size violin he had suggested for her and pay for the lessons she would need. Katarina never doubted it then, and neither did Andrea, he told her later, which was why he had not asked Leda for conformation. It seemed they were both good judges of character. Why had Leda not interfered in the exchange? Might she have believed Katarina’s father had truly given his permission or did she hope her charge would be humiliated by his angry refusal?

      

      Several days later, when Anja fetched Katarina to the morning salon, she could honestly say it was the first time she had looked at Giuseppe. She found him gazing around the room with undisguised admiration. That it was filled with sunlight showed it to best advantage with its gilded marble fireplace and bright frescoed ceiling appropriately depicting the muses, and all its polished mahogany furniture with silk upholstery gleaming. The floor-length casement windows were open to the garden as it was already hot though early still, and the scent of roses in full bloom filled the room.

      ‘Palazzo Poli is where the Austrian commandant lives.’ He smiled a little uncertainly. ‘Is he your papà?

      ‘His deputy. We have this apartment because he is.’

      ‘Ah.’ Giuseppe nodded.

      She took a few moments more to study him surreptitiously while he surveyed his surroundings still. He was tall and broad-shouldered with dark-lashed eyes the colour of honey, and wild black curls already escaping the leather throng at his neck, and Katarina unexpectedly found she had no idea what to say to him. ‘You have it, I see.’ She gestured towards the violin case he carried, quickly feeling heat on her face at the absurdity of such a remark. He would hardly arrive to give her a lesson without the means to do so.

      ‘Er, yes.’ He held it up as though to prove it.

      She realised then he was likely feeling just as awkward. Katarina turned to the maid who was openly grinning at their mutual discomfiture. ‘That will be all, Anja.’ The girl bobbed a curtsy and left.

      With that, he seemed to gather himself. ‘Shall we start, then?’ He placed the case down on a side table and brought out the violin, smiling as he handed it to her.

      When she took it, she let out a small gasp for it was so much lighter than she had expected. She stroked its rich amber patina which glowed in the sunlight as though lit from within. ‘How can it weigh so little?’

      He laughed. ‘Like lifting a hen, no?’

      She had never held a hen but understood what he meant. While it looked a large bird, it was very feathery. ‘I suppose this is not full size, so⁠—’

      ‘Makes little difference.’ He rubbed the bow with a piece of a clear yellowish substance before placing the instrument beneath his chin to play a scale.

      ‘What was that you rubbed on it?’

      ‘Rosin. Without it, the strings wouldn’t sound.’

      He dropped it into her hand, and she frowned sniffing it. ‘It smells like pine. What’s it made from?’

      ‘Pine resin.’

      Again, she blushed. A stupid question.

      Giuseppe played the scale again before handing her the instrument and positioning it with the chinguard against her neck and the bow clasped firmly in her right hand. When he stood behind her to place her fingers on the fingerboard, she felt his heat and noticed the same odour that permeated his workshop. She began tentatively and the noise she made, even with his clever fingers guiding hers, was not pretty. Finally, she thrust the violin back at him, mortified. ‘I didn’t expect to sound quite so bad.’

      ‘Everyone does when they start.’

      ‘Even you?’

      ‘I’m sure I did but I can’t remember it. I can’t even remember when it was. I must have been just a young lad.’ He shrugged. ‘Maybe three or so. What age are you, Katarina?

      ‘Thirteen.’

      He tilted his head, studying her. ‘You look younger.’

      Katarina felt herself redden again, knowing it would be all too obvious on her pale cheeks. White as milk and treacherous (blushes, and ugly freckles with the sun’s slightest touch). Not to mention lank brown hair. And worst of all she was ridiculously small and completely unremarkable. She eyed his tawney skin and those wild black curls. Unremarkable he most definitely was not. ‘Can you really teach me to play? Perhaps it will be beyond me?’ She felt close to tears even thinking of such a failure.

      He lifted her chin gently, his eyes soft with kindness. ‘No. You love the violin’s voice. I saw it when you listened to me play. When you felt it like that, well, I’ve no worries about you learning.’ He demonstrated the scale once more describing the fingering as he did, before handing it back.

      Katarina tried her best to master it over and over that morning and before Giuseppe left, he insisted she had already improved though she could hear little difference herself. She walked with him to the stables through gardens heavy with the scent of hot flowers,

      ‘You speak Italian without much of an accent.’

      Katarina bristled. ‘I haven’t got an accent. I’ve lived in Cremona for seven years.’

      ‘I expect this lot speak German quite a bit though, don’t they? I can hear you have a touch of it.’

      She shrugged. Perhaps it was so? And it was a little disconcerting to think everyone knew she was Austrian the moment she opened her mouth. One of the conquerors. In the stables, she watched him mount his horse. A rather fine chestnut mare which for some reason surprised her. ‘She’s lovely.’

      He seemed to read it on her face. ‘Bella. And she’s not mine she belongs to Antonio.’ He grinned. ‘He won’t mind I borrowed her.’ He turned the horse and began to move away. ‘I hope,’ he called back over his shoulder. And with that he cantered across the paddock towards the road.

      She watched until he was out of sight. Who was Antonio?
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          CREMONA, SEPTEMBER 1714

        

      

    

    
      The following week, Katarina’s lesson was held at number 5 Piazza San Domenico, for she had not been alone in finding the sounds she made hard on the ears, though it was her father who suggested the change of venue.

      She had discovered her bedchamber seemed the only place she could practice without any complaints but could hardly invite Giuseppe there, Leda insisted. So, they set off together in one of the carriages kept for the officers’ use.

      Leda made her feelings plain about accompanying her charge. ‘Surely Anja would be an adequate chaperone for you. I fail to see why I must be the one tortured by your horrible noise.’

      Katarina shrugged. ‘Not my idea for you to come. Why do I even need a chaperone?’

      The governess looked her up and down with a frown. ‘Well, quite.’

      Katarina was not entirely sure what she meant by that but felt certain it was not complementary. They did not speak again for the rest of the journey from San Pantaleone, passing the curved wall of Basilica San Domenico’s side chapel before arriving at the piazza in San Matteo, the heart of the luthiers’ isle made up of the streets around the basilica and the cathedral, including the parishes of San Faustino and Giovita.

      When Katarina walked into the shop, it was as though she had never been inside before finding no memory of it beyond a tidy ware-bench and the drawers behind, and the smell of the place. There was an old lady behind the counter that morning who beamed at her, obviously knowing who she was and why she had come. ‘Giuseppe,’ she called behind her. ‘Your little signorina is here. Well, aren’t you a pretty one. You’ll be a beauty when you’re grown, that’s for sure.’

      Katarina smiled dutifully, thinking her sight must be failing for she did appear extremely ancient. ‘I’m here for my lesson,’ she said, unnecessarily.’ And she blushed. Of course, she did.

      Giuseppe came out from the workshop, wiping his hands on a rag before removing his leather apron. ‘You’re an early bird, Katarina.’ His gaze moved behind her to Leda who smiled her pretty, deceiving smile, fluttering her lashes over her button eyes. She had blatantly ignored the old woman who, to be fair, had not given her a glance either.

      Giuseppe put his arm around the old lady. ‘This is my nonna, Barbara Franchi. My mamma’s mamma. We call her Nonna Barb.’ He saw her eyes were still fixed on Katarina and grinned. ‘I think she’s taken with you.’ He kissed his grandmother’s wrinkled cheek before gesturing to the workshop. ‘Come. We must go through there to get to the parlour. Your maid can come too if she wants.’

      Katarina heard Leda’s hiss as she followed Giuseppe. Leda saw herself as very much the superior in their relationship. How could Katarina help but grin?

      ‘I’ll take a turn or two around the square,’ she called, haughtily.

      The workshop looked like an Aladdin’s cave to Katarina. There was a large window with a workbench set beneath it where a man and two boys in canvas aprons worked on instruments in various stages of completion. The walls were hung with racks holding tools and others for instruments, with more hanging from bars suspended from the ceiling. She wanted to stop and ask him about everything she saw, but he hurried her through dropping his apron on the bench beside a partially completed violin as they passed. ‘Where’s your papá?’

      ‘Privy,’ he said opening a door to a small bright room with a further door open onto a sunny courtyard lined with terracotta pots full of scarlet geraniums and a table and benches set beneath a grape vine trained over a fame to give shade. And grapes. Heavy bunches of them ripe and ready for picking.

      She blushed again. What could she say to that? Nothing. ‘How long does it take to make one?’ She gasped, which sounded like a hiccough. ‘A violin, I mean.’ Her face burned on and on.

      ‘Depends on the luthier⁠—’

      ‘Luthier?’

      ‘Maker. I try for six a year. Antonio makes four, though he’s an old man now. He wastes too much time prettifying them in my opinion, but they sell very well.’ He shrugged and watched his father cross the court from the outhouse. ‘I’m more interested in their voices.’

      ‘It is possible to do both, lad. Do you think Antonio Stradivari’s instruments don’t sound good too?’

      It was clearly a conversation often revisited.

      Giuseppe threw his arm around his father’s shoulders. ‘Here he is again, my papá. His name is Giuseppe too by the way, but everyone calls him Andrea after his papá, even though my real first name is Bartolomeo.’

      Andrea harumphed going through into the workshop.

      Katarina watched the door close behind him. They seemed to have made it all unnecessarily complicated for themselves.

      Giuseppe took the case from her and removed the violin, playing a few notes before tuning it for a moment or two. ‘You’ve been practising, I’m sure.’

      She nodded, marvelling that he could hear when each string sounded as it should. ‘Until my fingers almost bleed and I’m still terrible. How long will it take until I’m not?’

      He held out his own fingers. ‘You’ll soon have calluses. Play for me.’

      She plodded through the three scales he had taught her, sliding her fingers noisily up the strings. ‘See. Have you ever found anyone who truly can’t do it?’

      ‘I’ve never taught before.’

      She could not hide her surprise. ‘So, why are you teaching me?’

      He grinned. ‘Your father pays well, and I like you.’

      She did wonder for a moment if he could be teasing her. ‘But why?’

      ‘I’ve already told you. The way you listened … the way you heard me when I played.’

      

      As they continued that morning, Katarina became more and more conscious of where she was. This was the heart of the luthiers’ district and the hideous sound escaping from the open casement must be echoing all around, forcing knowing ears to be covered and work disrupted. Needless to say, these thoughts did not help her, and her fingers stumbled again and again until she stopped.

      ‘What’s wrong?’

      She shook her head and tried again, keeping the notes as quiet as possible.

      ‘What are you doing?’ He took the violin from her and played the scale at the correct volume.

      She refused to take it when he tried to hand it back. ‘I can’t do this here. Everyone can hear me. The noise I make is shameful.’ It was not difficult to see how her words vexed him.

      ‘It’s the sound of someone learning to play. What do you expect?’ He started to replace her violin in its case. ‘But if you want to give up it’s your choice—’ He gave her a hard stare. ‘Are you really so full of yourself you can’t take a little failure so you might learn?’

      Heat flamed on her face, again. Was that what he thought this was about? And then she wondered if, perhaps, he was right. She lifted her chin. ‘Not at all. I’m merely thinking of peoples’ ears.’

      ‘Well, don’t.’

      He handed her the instrument, and she began again as loudly as she could. When he chuckled, she glared at him. Though he stopped, his eyes were full of laughter.

      Finally, he took the violin from her again and played a simple tune that seemed to use no more notes than she had already learnt … or tried to. Then he stood behind her, placing her fingers on the fingerboard and guiding her bow hand to play the same tune. And it was wonderful to get some idea of the sound she could make if she worked hard enough. She turned to face him, and they smiled at each other. ‘Thank you.’ She thought they both knew then that she would not give up. It was at that moment a sudden cramp in her belly made her gasp and she clutched herself. ‘Forgive me, I don’t feel …’

      He guided her to a worn armchair, looking alarmed. ‘Sit⁠—’

      ‘No. No. I can’t. I—’ She fled out of the door and across the yard to the outhouse. When she lowered herself onto the earth closet and found blood, she almost fainted. Was she about to die here in a privy where her corpse would be found by strangers? But after several moments waiting for the bloody flux that did not come, and finding herself very much alive, she clenched her jaw trying not to weep though tears blurred her vision for she was now completely at a loss what to do. A light tap on the door startled her. Sweet Jesu, someone wished to use the privy. ‘A moment.’ She dried her face on her sleeve as she stood.

      ‘What’s wrong, child. Are you unwell?’ Signora Franchi called.

      Her eyes brimmed with tears again at the sound of such gentle concern. ‘I think I’m dying.’

      ‘May I come in?’ She did not wait for an answer and pulled Katarina into her arms, patting her back as she sobbed. Then she took her hand leading her out to the table beneath the grapevine, sitting her down and fetching her a dipper of water from the well bucket.

      Katarina gulped it down.

      The Signora sat beside her. ‘Tell me what’s happened, little chick.’

      So, haltingly, she did. ‘Am I going to die?’

      Nonna Barb patted her hand. ‘Not at all. Pray God, not for a very long time. ‘It’s just your monthly courses beginning. Has no one told you of it?’

      Katarina shook her head, rubbing her belly where cramps still gripped her. ‘But why? What purpose does it serve?’

      Nonna Barb tutted and stroked her cheek. ‘I know someone who can help you with the pains.’ She stood. ‘Come with me.’

      Katarina rose and looked back towards the house with some trepidation.

      The old woman understood at once. ‘There’s a gate into the alley. We’ll go that way.’ She grasped Katarina’s hand to lead her. ‘You’ll like Merla Bianchi. She’s a fine apothecary.’

      Katarina walked with the old lady past the Basilica of San Domenico with its three great entrance doors. That there was no sign of Leda was a great relief. ‘My governess will be back for me soon⁠—’

      ‘Don’t you worry about her, my chick, I’ll leave you with Merla so I can send her on her way. We’ll get you home when you’re feeling better.’

      Katarina was not too sure she wished to be left with this unknown woman. Could a woman even be an apothecary? She pictured someone of Signora Franchi’s age though rather more witch-like. In truth, she pictured an actual witch (well, one from a fairy tale). With warts. And a broomstick. And a black cat.

      The small shop was little different to the others in the street, with a painted sign hanging from a bracket showing various cordials and botanicals used in physic – similar to the bottles and dried bunches hanging in the window – as a border around the name Alberto Bianchi, Apothecary, in large black letters. Katarina stopped and stared at it.

      Signora Franchi turned to her. ‘Merla’s papà, God rest him. We’ll get you inside and soon have you feeling better.’

      The woman behind the ware-bench could not have been further from her imaginings, though there was indeed a black cat sitting close beside her on the counter, its emerald eyes viewing Katarina with studied indifference. Merla Bianchi was about the same age as Leda, Katarina thought, though where Leda was plump and fair, she was slender but womanly too, with hair like a stream of black silk down her back, a startling white streak coming from her right temple cutting through its mass like a blackbird with a single white feather. Her hand swept through it pushing it back from a face that was pointed rather like her cat’s, though her large eyes were the grey of winter storms.

      Katarina thought her the most beautiful woman she had ever seen, and so stunned was she by her appearance that she barely heard what Signora Franchi said or noticed her leaving.

      The apothecary stood looking down at her, black brows raised, hands on hips. ‘Well, you are a poor little scrap, aren’t you? Come with me, I’ll make you comfortable in the parlour and brew some willow bark tea for those cramps.’

      Katarina could think of nothing to say, so followed her meekly through her pungent workroom where bunches of dried herbs hung from hooks beside shelves of assorted canisters and flagons of coloured liquids. The long narrow layout of the place appeared almost identical to the Guarneris’. In the kitchen parlour the open garden door led to a large walled space laid out as a physic garden, most of the plants were unknown to her but their spicy scents filled the air.

      ‘Let’s get you seen to first.’ She led Katarina though another door to the cooking kitchen where she showed her how to make what looked like an infant’s clout out of cloths until, eventually, she sat at the table and drank her tea which had enough honey stirred into it to mask its bitter taste.

      When she had finished, Merla Bianchi sat beside her taking her hand in hers. ‘So, no one told you about this.’ She stroked Katarina’s palm with her thumb. ‘It must have been very frightening. Have you no mamma, little one?’

      Katarina shook my head ‘She died when I was born.’

      ‘Then I’m sad for you. Who cares for you now? Barb said there was a woman with you earlier.’

      Katarina frowned and repeated Leda’s own words. ‘She’s my governess, not my nursemaid.’

      ‘If she teaches you, she should have taught you about this, no?’ Merla smiled. ‘But no matter, I can tell you all you need to know.’

      And that is what she did, including some things Katarina probably did not need quite then, but she imagined the apothecary thought that if she could get a child then she should at least know of the basic process in order to avoid it. Though, in truth, Katarina could not imagine ever wanting to perform such a disgusting act.

      After walking her back to the Piazza San Domenico along streets more or less deserted in the noon heat, they stopped outside the door to the Guarneris’ shop and Merla held Katarina’s face, gently. ‘Don’t worry. They’ll be kind.’

      Yet how could she not feel mortified by the nature of her complaint? Though the more she thought of it all, the angrier she became that she had been left in such ignorance. She lifted her chin. ‘I shall speak to my father about Leda.’

      ‘Good, little one. You do that.’

      Merla Bianchi opened the door leaving Katarina no choice but to go in. ‘Come and see me again.’

      Katarina nodded and stepped inside. That Signora Franchi was alone in the shop was surely not an accident?

      The old woman hurried around the ware-bench to take Katarina in her arms. ‘How are you now, my chick?’

      Katarina managed a smile. ‘Better … much better. Thank you for being so kind to me.’

      ‘I gave that maidservant of yours a piece of my mind. Hoity miss waited outside for your carriage after that.’

      Katarina managed a somewhat broader smile then which, in truth, was closer to a grin. ‘I shall speak to my papá about her.’ Maidservant. How she wished Leda could have heard it again.

      ‘Quite right too. Now we’d better see about getting you home.’ She handed her a parasol lifted from beneath the bench. ‘You’ll need this.’

      Giuseppe came out from the workshop then, holding her violin case. ‘Pietro’s gone to fetch the pony cart. Sorry it won’t be as comfortable as you’re used to⁠—’

      ‘I shan’t mind it. I’m very grateful to you.’ She could not bring herself to look at him. How she hated her face flaming. She so wished to appear nonchalant, but her glowing cheeks refused to cooperate. She prayed he would not question her.

      The Signora hugged her again at the sound of hooves outside. ‘We’ll see you next week, yes?’

      Katarina nodded and followed Giuseppe out to the street. The cart waiting there appeared abandoned.

      Giuseppe scanned the empty square, frowning. ‘Why the hell would he just leave it like this?’

      The sturdy piebald pony contentedly resting one hind leg atop its hoof looked more ready for a doze than an escape attempt. ‘Who’s Pietro?’

      ‘My brother. He’s been working with Gianni Gabrieli for the last few weeks.’

      Katarina turned to him, wondering why she had not heard a brother mentioned before, but Giuseppe said nothing further before climbing up onto the driving bench and reaching down to pull her up beside him. Seeing how the sun gleamed off the cream stone of San Domenico’s on the corner, she was glad the cart was in the shade. ‘Sorry you must come out in the heat.’

      He grunted, frowning, and shook the reins sending the pony plodding forward.

      ‘And for keeping you from your work,’ she added in a small voice.

      He turned to her with a sigh followed by a slow smile. ‘Don’t worry yourself. I’m glad to get away from Pietro and Papá’s bickering.’

      Something in his expression told her she should not comment, and she knew she was right when he changed the subject as they clopped across the Piazza Maggiore through a scattering of people keeping to the shade of the Duomo, the slow hoofbeats echoing against the sound of midday Mass.

      ‘Do you read music, Katarina?’

      She nodded. ‘I play the pianoforte a little.’ She blushed. ‘I mean I play badly.’ She turned to look at him. ‘There seems to be a pattern emerging.’ As soon as she said it, she wished she had not. Does he think I’m fishing for compliments?

      He shook his head smiling. ‘Hogwash. That’s hogwash and you know it. Anyway, I’d hoped you would sight read. I’ve put some sheets in your case that you might like to try when you practice. And some diagrams for the fingering.’

      Now it seemed important to explain. ‘I do prefer the violin. Or I will when I can play it. The pianoforte seems so limited in comparison.’

      ‘Well, of course it does. Because it is.’

      When they both laughed, just like that, they were at ease with each other again. Giuseppe kept the cart in shade where he could, and Katarina raised the parasol where he could not, until they arrived at the gates in the high stucco walls surrounding Palazzo Poli.

      Giuseppe climbed down to help her alight and gave her a quick hug. ‘I’ll see you next week, Katarina.’ He stepped away to clang the rusty bell fixed to the gatepost, summoning the gatekeeper, and waited beside her until they opened revealing the shady courtyard. She watched him climb onto the cart and move away before going inside.
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      With the pony stabled and the cart secured in the yard, Giuseppe felt no urgency – or indeed wish – to return to the workshop so, instead, settled for wandering the streets aimlessly, keeping to the dusty shadows in the stifling afternoon heat.

      His father and brother’s arguments were becoming more and more bitter and spiteful with his work being disapproved of by both, though for different reasons, damn them, so he found himself being pulled in against his will. Pietro’s insistence that a violin’s appearance was of equal value to its sound was horseshit, of course.

      When a stumble on the curb brought him out of his reverie, he spotted Merla Bianchi’s apothecary shop a short way along the street and decided to speak to her about Katarina. He had felt sorry for her that morning when belly cramps had struck so suddenly. The shits he had supposed until Nonna Barb said not and cautioned him not to speak of it. Though she had seemed recovered on their journey to her home, he now felt a vague sense of unease about her. He had intended to press his nonna on it, but Signora Bianchi seemed a better bet. He sighed. At least this problem had an easy solution.

      The bell sounded over the door when he opened it to step inside the deserted shop, hit by the sharp scent of herbs. With the shutters closed, it took a few moments for his eyes to adjust to the gloom before he saw the black cat curled up sleeping on the ware-bench, snoring softly. When Merla did not appear, Giuseppe realised she must be resting in the heat of the afternoon. What was he thinking? Of course she was. He was turning to leave when she emerged from the back dressed in a jade green banyan, her hair a cloak around her. Giuseppe swallowed, seeing how the silk of her robe clung to the contours of her body, her breasts swinging slightly as she moved around the counter to stand before him.

      ‘What can I do for you, Giuseppe?’ She glanced at the shop door. ‘I thought I’d locked it for riposo.’

      Giuseppe took another step towards it. ‘Forgive me, I wasn’t thinking. I’ll come back later.’ She caught his arm to stop him and again he was acutely aware of her nakedness beneath the thin fabric.

      ‘No. You’re here now. Tell me what you need.’

      When she swept her mass of hair back from her forehead, her banyan parted showing the rounded top of one heavy breast, Giuseppe’s face burned, and he knew his blushes would be as crimson as Katarina’s had his skin been so fair. But worst of all, he found himself quite unable to utter a word. With his face on fire and his cock painfully hard, he managed a small prayer of thanks that the shadows would hide him.

      Merla tilted her head, staring at him intently, and then she laughed. ‘You desire me.’ She moved closer and placed her cool hand onto his hot face. ‘I’m flattered … and you should not be ashamed of such feelings. They’re quite natural. How old are you now, Giuseppe?’

      ‘Sixteen,’ he croaked.

      ‘Hmm. Come with me.’

      She grasped his damp hand in hers and led him through the workroom to a kitchen parlour the mirror image of his. When she opened the door to the staircase, he found his heart beating so fast he could barely breathe.

      She turned to look at him and laughed again. ‘Don’t look so terrified, I’m not going to eat you.’

      

      Later, when he lay beside her on her featherbed, the window shutters open and the thin curtains billowing in the gusty breeze, their naked bodies slick with sweat, he was scarcely able to make sense of what had happened between them. Christ. The first time he had not even made it on top of her before … he closed his eyes trying to block out the memory. But she had been kind … and gentle. And he had got better. Much better. He grinned, raising himself up on his elbow to look down at her. ‘Why? Why would you take me to your bed like this?’ How could he ever forget his first sight of her body when she had slipped out of her robe and stood before him naked? Or the feel of her flesh beneath his hands. That salty sweetness of her skin.

      She reached up to cup his face. ‘You’re a beautiful boy, and I find beauty hard to resist.’

      ‘Have there been others like me? Boys, I mean?’

      She laughed. ‘One or two, though a long time ago when I was just a girl myself.’

      ‘So, why me now?’

      ‘Why not?’ She raised her heavy dark eyebrows. ‘Do you wish it otherwise?’

      He chuckled. ‘What do you think?’

      Merla joined him in more laughter until his mouth found hers and conversation took a back seat once again until he rolled away trying to recover his breath.

      She moved onto her side to watch him, and their eyes met. ‘You should be on your way now, sweet one. I must open the shop.’

      The question felt awkward, but he could not resist asking it. ‘Have you enjoyed this … being with me like this?’

      She smiled. ‘Did it seem to you that I hadn’t?’

      He grinned. ‘No. It felt like you did. You showed me how to please you, I just …’ He chewed his lip. ‘I hoped you weren’t pretending … to not hurt my feelings.’

      Merla ran her fingers through his hair, teasing out the curls. ‘Women do that sometimes, but I wasn’t doing it with you.’

      ‘So, we can do it again?’ The raw eagerness in his voice shamed him. He sounded like a needy kid.

      ‘We’ll see,’ she said as though answering that child as she swung her legs down to the floor.

      He dressed silently, trying to hide his humiliation.

      In the shop with the shutters opened, she turned to him placing her palm on his face. ‘Of course I want you again, but it can’t be too often or people will talk. And you should keep company with girls your own age. You⁠—’

      He laughed. ‘But not in their beds.’

      ‘No. Not that.’ She tilted her head studying him. ‘You never told me why you came here?’

      ‘I was worried about Katarina. I know Nonna Barb brought her to you when she had a bellyache this morning.’ His own belly chose that moment to rumble, reminding him it was a long time since he ate breakfast.

      ‘Come. I’ll feed you and explain about Katarina.’ She led him back to the kitchen parlour where she cut bread at the table and sliced mozzarella, tomatoes and basil onto a plate before dousing them with olive oil. After pouring two glasses of wine, she sat watching him eat, dipping the wedges of bread into the green oil.

      When he was done, she refilled their glasses. ‘Now to Katarina. You must understand this is not something I would ever do under normal circumstances but in this case.’ She shrugged. ‘I don’t want you questioning her … asking her how she is. Anything like that. She’s horribly embarrassed about it, poor little thing.’ Merla explained it all to him succinctly, stressing how Katarina’s lack of knowledge had been the real cause of her distress. ‘Looking at you, I think you know something of this already?’

      He stared down at his hands. ‘Only some friend’s jeering about their sisters. They laughed about it. I joined in.’ He closed his eyes for a moment. ‘But it felt mean … it didn’t seem like something they could help.’ He looked up and met Merla’s gaze. ‘I never knew it was about getting a kid … and that it happens every month.’ He swallowed. ‘Sounds fucking grim.’

      ‘It’s part of a woman’s life.’ She gave him a hard stare. ‘And it’s why men should not spill their seed carelessly.’

      

      Giuseppe walked home through streets filling with people again as the air cooled and shops opened their shutters. He had not understood that a woman could enjoy lying with a man just as much as the man did. Well, Merla certainly seemed to have. And how ready a woman’s body was to get a child, which explained why she had taught him what to do to try and prevent it. He felt a sudden wave of tenderness for Katarina. How frightened she must have been. Why in the name of holy hell had her family allowed that to happen to her?

      

      Katarina closed the door to her bedchamber, leaning against it with a sigh of relief. There was a great deal to think about. She crossed to her window and looked out over the garden, the roses appearing hot and dusty in the heat, much like her. She spun around at the sound of a knock and watched the door fly open before she had time to respond.

      Anja scurried in. ‘You’s back.’

      ‘Yes. I do believe I am.’ Dressed in her usual simple grey gown and white apron, which her womanly shape somehow managed to make attractive, with her large hazel eyes and cheerful expression, Anja turned heads and knew it.

      The maid giggled and sat down on Katarina’s bed, auburn curls escaping from her coif as always. ‘I’ve been waiting for you. The countess has been in to see your father, complaining about them violin people.’

      Katarina’s fury was instantaneous. ‘How dare she when she’s the one at fault, and I shall tell him so.’ She sat beside her maid. ‘And don’t call her the countess. She’d enjoy it however much you mean it unkindly.’

      Anja laughed. ‘Very well. Now, tell me what’s ‘appened.’

      So, that is what she did and, unexpectedly, it helped her make more sense of it.

      ‘Why didn’t you ask me about all that? I could ‘ave put you right.’

      Katarina tutted in exasperation. ‘How could I when I didn’t know there was anything to ask about?’

      A frown appeared between Anja’s brows. ‘I sees what you mean. Well, I can tell you a good deal more about what ‘appens with a man and a woman than what that wise wife did.’

      And, indeed, she could – and did – in the most explicit detail. Did Katarina need to know how men and women pleasured each other? And how to prevent a child when they did? Probably not. But after knowing nothing it felt no bad thing to know too much. ‘Might it not have occurred to you that Signora Bianchi chose not to tell me all this because I have no need of it yet?’

      ‘Pah. How do you knows when you’ll need it?’

      ‘I’m thirteen, Anja.’

      She tapped her nose. ‘I were but a year older when I ‘ad need of such. How glad I were my sister had already told me what I just told you.’

      Katarina tried so hard not to ask. But how could she not? Though she had a strong notion she would find Anja’s answer distasteful. ‘Very well then, what happened.’

      Somehow, she managed not to cover her ears though she shuddered when the maid’s tale finally came to an end. ‘Really? He put that in your mouth?’ She felt sick at the thought of such a thing. ‘How could you let him?’

      Anja laughed. ‘I wanted to. He done me first see, so it were only polite. And I liked it. I liked how it gave me power over him, if you sees what I mean. He were that desperate for what I were giving him.’

      ‘Well, I shall never do that under any circumstances. Or let anyone do such a thing to me.’

      Anja giggled. ‘You will. You’ll see.’ She stood. ‘Now, you’ll want to bathe. I’ll have ‘em bring water up.’ She went to the armoire to select fresh clothing, for Katarina’s gown was dusty and sweat-stained after her ride in the open cart. Anja laid them out on the bed beside her. ‘This’ll do for dinner, too. I’ll wash your hair. You’ve plenty of time for it to dry afore you must go down.’

      

      After dinner, when Katarina took her father’s arm for their customary stroll around the gardens in the cool of the evening, she knew he would raise Leda’s complaint against Signora Franchi now they were alone.

      ‘After what I heard today, I think we must find another violin teacher for you.’ He looked down at her. ‘If you are determined to carry on with it, of course?’ He was tall and broad with a soldier’s bearing, still. And she wondered, not for the first time, how she was his daughter when she was such a meagre creature.

      ‘I am quite determined, Father.’ She stopped and moved away from him, trying to hold his gaze in the twilight. ‘And Giuseppe must remain my teacher.’

      He frowned, appearing quite taken aback by her unusual defiance. ‘No, Katarina. You will not visit a household where your governess can be spoken to with such disrespect. Surely you must have heard what was said to her?’

      ‘I did not.’ And when she told him exactly where she was and why, she saw many emotions chase each other across his face. Would he tell her that such things should not be spoken of between a father and daughter?

      He took her hand then and led her to a stone bench in the rose garden where they sat, and he cupped her face staring at her intently in the fast-fading light. ‘You truly are so like your mother. I should have noticed you were growing up. Can you forgive me for it, Katarina? It tears at my heart to think of you so distressed.’

      I don’t seem to grow any taller, Father, so there is little to notice.’

      ‘You have your mother’s stature.’ He sighed. ‘I’m glad this family were kind to you. I shall write to the grandmother and thank her myself … er … can she read, do you know?’

      ‘Of course she can,’ Katarina hoped. ‘They’re not peasants.’

      He stood and hugged her. ‘Perhaps you would find Leda for me and instruct her to come to my office.’

      ‘What will you say to her?’

      He tilted his head. ‘Maybe this was just thoughtlessness on her part. Though I did make it clear from the start she must be more than a governess to you when you had no mother to guide you. Tell me, is she kind to you, my daughter?’

      Katarina shook her head. ‘I don’t think she likes me. She thinks me stupid.’

      ‘My dear girl, that is the last thing you are.’ He sighed. ‘Then I think we must let her go. I shall make other arrangements to continue your⁠—’

      ‘Not another governess, I beg you.’

      He laughed. ‘Let me give it some thought.’

      Katarina took a deep breath for she knew precisely what she wanted instead. ‘There are officers who have tutors for their sons. Erwin and Gerhart Hartmann have one. Might I not join them? I would very much like the chance to learn Latin properly … and Greek, too.’

      He laughed again, softly. ‘Well, my Katarina, knowing you as I do, I’m sure you’ll quickly become proficient. I’ll speak to Captain Hartmann.’

      Her eyes widened in disbelief that such a thing might be possible, and she flung her arms around him. ‘Oh, Father, I promise I shall.’
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      Katarina continued her weekly visits to Piazza San Domenico, though no longer for the lessons her father still paid for. When Giuseppe had claimed there was nothing more he could teach her – her playing had already gone beyond his – she was not entirely sure she believed him, though he would not budge on it. How could she not think he had simply grown tired of her, and the thought of not seeing him anymore left her feeling sick and shaky and on the verge of tears?

      When she spoke of this to Anja, she pushed Katarina to make Giuseppe jealous by showing interest in Pietro.

      ‘He won’t even notice. He’s not interested in me in that way.’ Might it be possible she loved him? Jesu, it was hard to know. But one thing she was certain of, she could not bear to think of a life without him in it.

      Anja shrugged. ‘Bet he’ll be up for it if he thinks his brother’s after you. I have brothers. I know these things.’

      Katarina said nothing but decided to practise her violin more diligently than ever and, after a flash of inspiration, to start composing her own pieces, which she would somehow contrive to play for him … if they were any good, of course. Interest in her as a violinist was better than no interest at all. So, she would not stop going to the workshop. And as it turned out, no one objected, especially as they were still being paid. Katarina did not really wish to deceive her father but as he never asked how her lessons were going, it was more a sin of omission than commission. Or so she told herself. Her time there was now spent in the workshop, watching, asking questions, and helping out in any way they would allow.

      That following Anja’s suggestion to spend time with Pietro had no noticeable effect upon Giuseppe – it certainly did not provoke any discernible jealousy on his part – did not surprise her in the least, though it left her with the not inconsiderable reward of Pietro’s friendship.

      Anja accompanied her each week and would disappear off with Nonna Barb helping her with household tasks, while they chattered to each other non-stop. Anja’s Italian remained a work in progress and even after three years, still liberally strewn with German. Nonna now had passable German too, which Katarina imagined was not something she had foreseen in her future.

      One afternoon, Katarina sat beside Pietro at his bench as usual, watching him working an elaborate tracery pattern onto a violin’s ribs ‘It’s beautiful.’

      ‘Antonio designed it for me.’

      Giuseppe made a derogatory sound through his teeth. ‘Stradivari. What a surprise,’ he murmured.

      Pietro flung down his chisel. ‘We’re doing this again, are we?’

      ‘Let’s not.’ Katarina said, provoking dirty looks from both brothers, confirming that they enjoyed revisiting this often gone-over ground. She lifted her chin. Well, she did not enjoy it. She took a breath. ‘Let me summarise for you to save you the trouble. Giuseppe sees no point in patterning at all and thinks Pietro prioritises prettifying over an instrument’s voice. He believes Pietro takes a … and I quote, “a foolish amount of time sanding away tool marks as though a violin was not man-made.”’ She gestured at Giuseppe, who watched her through narrowed eyes. ‘He, of course, likes his to show some signs of the work that went into them – that display of the labour needed to reach such perfection. But Pietro follows Antonio in all things because he is the one who makes the money. And all the aristocrats and wealthy merchants want a Stradivarius, after all.’

      Katarina watched them stare daggers at each other now. They did not really look alike the way some brothers did but there was a hint of it in their high cheekbones and aquiline noses. The faces of Roman statues. Though three years older, Pietro was smaller and slighter than Giuseppe, with their papá’s straight hair and mahogany eyes. Had Giuseppe’s curls come from their mother? She had died in childbed just as hers had. Did Pietro remember her? She hoped he did, at least a little, for it seemed a particular cruelty for a mother not to be remembered by either of her sons.

      Giuseppe set down his violin on the bench with his thumb plane beside it. ‘Kat, didn’t you have something you wished to play for me?’

      She turned to him, surprised. She had not been sure he’d heard her earlier, for he had not replied. ‘I have, if you’re not too busy.’

      He took off his leather apron and stood for a moment staring at her with a strange expression on his face. ‘Come. We’ll go upstairs to the parlour.’ At that moment, his papá arrived back with a cask of varnish tucked beneath his arm. He raised his eyebrows but said nothing as he took it into the storeroom. ‘Come,’ Giuseppe said, again.

      Katarina picked up her violin case and followed him through the kitchen parlour where Anja and his grandmother were sitting at the table chatting while they chopped vegetables. Again, eyes followed them across to the narrow stairs in the corner, but nothing was said.

      This room was full of sunlight. Giuseppe sat on a padded armchair and waited for her to begin. She took a deep breath, suddenly a touch afraid by how much she needed his approval. She placed her violin beneath her chin and began to tune it. How could she not think of the very first time she had heard him do this and how she had wondered at the skill of it? Though when she began to play, as always, she felt herself move into another realm, eyes closed, swaying as the music moved through her, seeming to come from within as though already there inside her waiting to be released. It took her some moments to find herself after lowering her instrument to her side.

      He stood. ‘You wrote this?

      She nodded, feeling heat on her cheeks. ‘What do you think?’

      ‘Kat, it’s …’ He shook his head. ‘I’ve no words.’

      Her heart swooped. ‘In a good way or a bad way?’

      His eyes widened. ‘In a good way, you goose.’ There’s such sorrow there and when the relief finally comes there’s a magical lightness to it. You do know if you were a boy you’d be learning from a maestro in Rome or Venice and be well on your way to making your name.’ He sighed and shrugged. ‘As it is, you play for me. And I can do nothing. Only applaud.’

      And that is what he did before taking her into his arms for a hug and planting a kiss on her burning cheek. ‘Did you like it, Giuseppe? Truly?’ she asked sounding needy and foolish. Had not he already said so?

      ‘It’s wonderful. We should print it. Sell it in the shop. But who would have the skill to play it like you do?’

      ‘Katarina,’ Anja called from below. ‘The carriage is come for us.’

      She replaced her violin in its case. He had made the instrument for her himself earlier that year, knowing the voice he wanted for her. He gave it no embellishments, as she knew he would not, and for the first time she had truly understood how little such things mattered. ‘I’ll see you next week.’ She saw him looking at her violin. ‘Every time I play, I thank you for it and wonder how you knew what would be right for me.’

      He smiled. I’m glad you feel like that.’

      Jesu, she felt so much more than he knew.

      

      Giuseppe told himself he would not visit Merla that evening knowing, of course, that he would. Watching Katarina play earlier had left him strangely agitated … angry even, and uncertain why. Was it because he hated to see her talent wasted? He hoped it was not envy of it. He would talk these feelings over with Merla and she would help him to make sense of them as she always seemed to.

      Later, walking into her workshop he told himself he would not go to her bed though with about as much conviction as he had felt earlier about seeing her. He found her at her pestle and mortar grinding dried herbs, and beside her a young woman he had never seen before, tying them inside small muslin bags. And that was the first time he set eyes on Sancia Estes.

      ‘Sancia has not long come from Mantua to live here with her uncle and aunt. You’ll know them, I’m sure. The Estes.’

      ‘You live with Salvatore and Maria?’ Salvatore was known for his viola da gambas and that he would not consider making cellos, which were now the more popular instrument … and his filthy temper. Perhaps the two were connected?

      She nodded, smiling shyly. Yet she did not look the sort of girl to be shy. She was very like Merla to look at, though much younger. He glanced at the apothecary feeling guilty for recognising it, despite its truth. Merla could easily have been this girl’s mother. ‘When did you arrive in the city?’ It could not be long ago for his more idle friends would surely have reported on her many attributes already. That wide, full-lipped mouth and the tops of her full breasts rising tantalisingly above the tight fabric of her bodice.

      ‘Last week.’ He watched her eyes brim with tears. ‘My Mamma⁠—’

      Merla put her arm around Sancia’s waist and pulled her close. ‘She’s an orphan now, poor dear. Maria told me she has some knowledge of herbs, so I’ve asked her to help me out in here.’

      The smile returned. ‘I’m so grateful, Signora. It’s better to be occupied.’

      Watching her still, Giuseppe saw something calculating in her gaze, her large eyes still glittering with unshed tears. A gaze that met his with no suggestion of shyness now. Though he could not know it then, Sancia had already decided he would be hers and would use all of her considerable charms to make it so.

      

      Giuseppe crossed his arms behind his head on the pillow, looking out at the great swathe of cold stars filling the sky. ‘I was in awe of her. That she had written such music and could play it the way she did.’

      She moved closer and kissed his shoulder. ‘You taught her, amore.’

      He snorted. ‘Her talent is nothing to do with me. She should be able to share it with the world, but she can never do that⁠—’

      ‘Because she’s a girl.’

      ‘Exactly.’ And that was what had made him angry. But what of those other confused feelings? He found himself comparing Katarina with the girl he had met earlier. That they were the same age shocked him. Kat was so childlike still … in appearance anyway. Chocolate coloured hair that she called mouse. Grey eyes. A small, shapely mouth. More than anything she resembled a figure in a medieval religious painting. He smiled at the thought, thinking of Kat with a golden halo circling her head as she played.

      ‘What amuses you, carissima?’

      ‘I was thinking about Katarina.’

      ‘You care about her.’ It was not a question.

      ‘I care about what she is and what she should be.’

      ‘You’re a sweet boy, Giuseppe.’

      ‘Boy, is it? You think me a lad?’ He rolled over her. ‘Do I feel like a lad to you now?’

      Her hands moved down his muscled back. ‘Now you feel like a lover.’

      

      The following week when Katarina arrived in the workshop, Pietro was there alone, so she sat quietly on a stool beside him trying not to disturb his concentration while he gouged a backboard. After some moments, he stopped and turned to her, his expression inexplicably hostile.

      Katarina leaned back, startled. ‘Forgive me. I didn’t mean to interrupt you.’

      ‘When did you start seeing Giuseppe away from here? Does he come to your place?’

      Now she was even more surprised. ‘What are you talking about?’ She saw uncertainty now.

      His eyes narrowed. ‘The way he looked at you before you left last week⁠—’

      ‘What?’ She hoped he could not tell what those words did to her. The idea that Giuseppe might look at her in a way that would make Pietro jealous. Her face flamed. Of course it did. She tried to appear angry. ‘I’ve not seen him since then. Why would I?’

      He sighed. ‘Forgive me, then. When he didn’t sleep here, I thought … well, I thought he was with you. I thought⁠—’

      Giuseppe stormed in, clearly having overheard the last part of their conversation. ‘Just what did you think, Pietro?’

      He glared at his brother. ‘You were with a woman. I could smell it on you. If it wasn’t Kat, then who was it … some doxie?’

      Smell it on him? What? Giuseppe looked angrier than she had ever seen him.

      ‘Kat is just a child and I’ve no need of doxies.’ He grinned, unpleasantly. ‘Perhaps you’d care to tell me about your needs?’

      Pietro leapt from his stool lunging towards Giuseppe. ‘You cunt⁠—’

      Their father marched in then, standing between them, a pastry in his hand. ‘I can hear you from the kitchen. What are you thinking brawling like this in front of Katarina? Using such base words?’

      Though it was not that word which offended her, but the one Giuseppe had said earlier. Child. She was just a child. So whatever Pietro had thought he read in the way his brother looked at her, he had been quite mistaken. Jesu. Just a child, indeed. She would show him she was a woman, as Pietro had said. If he saw her as one, then so would others.

      

      As the morning wore on, an uneasy peace seemed to have been restored until Pietro put down his sandpaper. ‘I need to get a colour wash on this one then I’ll go out for a bit. It should dry while I’m gone, and I can get the ground on later.’

      Why had he so carefully sanded away the little stepped indentations in the spruce, those artifacts of its making Giuseppe valued so much? He really had persuaded her. How could she not agree when the marks of his work on her own instrument meant so much to her? To see the magnitude of his labour for her felt special. And Pietro was erasing himself from it.

      ‘Where are you off to, brother?’

      Pietro turned to look at him, defiance in his hard stare. ‘Fishing with Gianni. We need a break. We’ve worked too hard lately.’

      Andrea frowned. ‘What?’

      Pietro began to wash a small amount of natural pigment onto his instrument to get a touch of colour started, readying it like preparing a canvas for paint.

      ‘Pietro?’

      He did not move his eyes away from his task. ‘I don’t believe I need your permission to take a few hours off, Papá.’

      ‘Go fishing as often as you wish, just not with him.’

      Pietro stood, placing his violin carefully down onto the workbench, glaring now. ‘And why might that be, Papà?’

      His father stood too and faced him. ‘He’s a sodomite⁠—’

      ‘Is he really? And how is it you know this?’

      ‘Everyone knows it.’

      ‘I don’t.’ He shrugged. ‘What is this? He’s a finocchio so I must be, too. Is that it?’ He took a step closer to his papá. ‘Really? Is that it?’

      Katarina realised that once again they had forgotten she was there. Was she such a mousey presence? She cleared her throat loudly, but it made no difference, though Giuseppe did finally glance at her.

      He frowned. ‘Don’t do this in front of⁠—’

      The child. She added in her head.

      ‘Christ’s holy wounds. I told you. Everyone knows what he is. Do you wish ‘em to think you’re one like that?’

      Pietro’s voice rose. ‘I don’t give a poxy fuck what people think. Gianni’s my friend. If I spend time with him, it’s no one’s business but mine and his.’

      ‘And if Monsignor Gardi decides to visit San Domenico’s again, poking his snout in, eh? What then? Father Paulo is too drunk to care most of the time⁠—’

      Giuseppe raised his eyebrows, seeming to forget Katarina again himself now. ‘Monsignor Gardi definitely has a snout for pederasts. Don’t really know why but I’ve got my⁠—’

      ‘Go fuck yourself.’

      Giuseppe sighed. ‘We know you’re not a finocchio, Pietro. But surely you can see a time might come when even a suspicion of it might harm us.’ He gestured around himself. ‘Harm this workshop. We’re not Stradivari. We have to scramble for every poxy scudo, here.’
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redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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