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      For my sister Lesley who helps me by being unfailingly 
interested in What Happened Next.

   
      
      FOREWORD

      The break in the legitimate succession which occurred when James II fled to France in 1688 gave rise to extraordinary anomalies
         which tend to be ignored by the sort of history we learn in schools. This is no doubt because the traditional kind of historian
         likes his history divided up neatly into reigns or, even better, into dynasties.
      

      The period from 1688 to 1714 is distressingly untidy from that point of view, and history books tend therefore to tidy the
         dynastic problem away. But for the people who lived at that time it was by no means a certainty that Anne would follow William,
         and George Anne, and if I have been able in this book to convey something of their confusion, I am content.
      

      Amongst the books I found helpful were:
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            	John Baynes
            
            	The Jacobite Rising of 1715
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            	A Tour through the Whole Island of Great Britain
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      BOOK ONE

      THE LEOPARDS AND THE LILIES

      
      
         

         
         My light thou art – without thy glorious sight

         
         My eyes are darken’d with eternal night.

         
         My love, thou art my way, my life, my light.



      
         
         Thou art my way; I wander if thou fly.

         
         Thou art my light; if hid, how blind am I!

         
         Thou art my life; if thou withdraw’st, I die.

         
      

      
      John Wilmot, Earl of Rochester: 
To his Mistress

      [image: image]

      
   

      

      CHAPTER ONE


      

      That February day of 1689 had been frozen from its sluggish beginnings. The earth was bound in a pitiless frost like an iron

         glove that had never looked like easing; two hours after noon the light was already dying from a sky like stone. Dinner had

         been early, and of winter meagreness, but the maids had just gone round the house replenishing all the fires with stacked

         logs and pressed blocks of peat, so there was comfort to be had within each golden flickering radius.

      


      

      The steward’s room was small enough to be lit by its fire without candles, and here the family and the senior servants had

         gathered. James Matthias, the heir to Morland Place, who was only five years old, thought that they were like cattle gathered

         under one tree for warmth. He had seen the overwintering cattle bunched together like that, with the apprehension of hunger

         in their eyes. Later he could recall the meeting with great clarity, although he did not remember much of what it was about.

      


      

      James Matthias, generally known as Little Matt, had wriggled in ahead of the others to get a good place on the floor before

         the fire, and here he was joined by his cousin, Arthur, Viscount Ballincrea, who was nearly seven and bullied Matt; as well

         as the dogs, Fand, the blue wolfhound belonging to the Countess, and his father’s young bitch Kithra. The dogs shoved their

         hard, lean bodies against the boys until they had worked their way as close to the flames as they could, and then they collapsed

         on to their sides with sighs of content. Both had been rolling in cowdung, but it wasn’t a smell Matt minded. The other children

         were too young to be included in the meeting, being all under two years old, and they were up in the nursery with Flora, the wet-nurse. It made Matt feel grown-up and important that he was not with them.

      


      

      Having settled himself with the dogs between him and Arthur, who sometimes pinched him slyly just for the pleasure of hurting

         him, Matt looked about the room. In the black, carved fireside chair sat Matt’s grandmother, Annunciata, Countess of Chelmsford,

         a person of such eminence to Matt that even when he was in the same room with her he could hardly believe she was real. She

         was dressed all in black, and round her throat she wore a glittering diamond collar, which had been given to her by King Charles

         II, while on her breast she wore the gold and diamond cross which was one of the Percy jewels, a Morland heirloom. The diamonds

         flashed brilliant rainbow colours in the moving firelight; Matt thought she was like the Queen of Winter in the legend.

      


      

      Matt’s father, Martin, who was Master of Morland Place, stood behind her chair with his hands resting on the chairback so

         that they just touched the Countess’s shoulders. Matt loved his father dearly, but indeed, so did everyone. He was a small

         man, thin and wiry and brown-skinned like a hazel-nut, with soft, curly dark hair and small, dark-blue, twinkling eyes, and

         a mouth that seemed to smile even in repose; even now, when his face was grave and sad. He was the Countess’s stepson for

         the Countess had once been married to Martin’s father, Ralph Morland.

      


      

      Sitting on the floor beside her chair were the Countess’s two surviving sons by Ralph Morland, Charles, Earl of Chelmsford,

         always called Karellie, who was eighteen, and Maurice, a year younger. Behind this group were the representatives of the servants:

         Clement, the steward, whose forefathers had been stewards at Morland Place time out of mind, and his son Valentine who was

         butler; the chaplain, old Father St Maur, who had cropped grey hair and very bright dark eyes in his brown, wrinkled face;

         Jane Birch, the governess, sour-faced, sharp-tongued and heavy-handed; and the Countess’s waiting woman, Chloris, very beautiful

         with red-gold curls and violet eyes.

      


      

      Now Matt’s eyes turned in the other direction, towards the man whose unexpected arrival that morning had caused this meeting

         to be called. He was Uncle Clovis, who was half-brother to Ralph Morland but much younger than he. Matt had hardly ever seen

         him before, though he knew quite a lot about him, for Clovis lived mostly in London where he acted as factor to the family’s

         wool and cloth business, and also had some position at Court.

      


      

      When everyone was settled, the Countess said, ‘Let us hear your news. You may speak freely – we are quite safe here. There

         is no one in the house I do not trust.’

      


      

      Clovis nodded and drew out from his breast a much-folded and much-stained letter. ‘This,’ he said, ‘is from my brother Edmund

         in St Omer. No need, I think, to go into details of how it reached me –’

      


      

      ‘It is better not to speak of those things,’ Martin interposed quickly. ‘What is not said cannot be repeated. Will you read

         it to us?’

      


      

      Clovis held the letter in his hand, but did not look at it. He addressed the company as a whole, but his eyes never left the

         Countess’s face.

      


      

      ‘It is written mostly in a code Edmund and I have used from time to time, but I can tell you the gist of it. It says that

         King James reached France safely and joined the Queen and the Prince of Wales. King Louis of France has given them the Palace

         of St Germain, just outside Paris, for their home. He has been most generous to them, giving them money, furnishing the palace,

         redecorating the nurseries for the Prince of Wales. He treats King James with all royal state, and they are often together.

         They were together when the news came that Parliament has given the crown jointly to Princess Mary and Prince William of Orange.

         That was on the 16th.’

      


      

      ‘Fast travelling, even for bad news,’ Martin said gravely. ‘They got the news almost as soon as we did.’


      

      Little Matt remembered the day that the news had come, the shock first, and then the anger. Parliament had decided that the

         King, by leaving the country, had abdicated. Prince William, the Dutch husband of the King’s elder daughter Mary, was occupying London with his soldiers. Parliament had

         offered the throne to Princess Mary, but William had angrily refused to be his wife’s ‘gentleman usher’ and had forced them

         to hand the crown to them jointly. Parliament had done so on condition that a Protestant succession was guaranteed, so that

         no Catholic might ever again sit upon the throne of England. That meant that after William’s death, Princess Mary’s sister

         Princess Anne must have the crown.

      


      

      Matt remembered the Countess’s fury. ‘So Parliament takes it upon itself to pass the Crown of England from hand to hand like

         a parcel of tea!’ she had raged. ‘The Dutchman made King! The Prince of Wales removed from the succession! As if they have

         the right – as if they have the competence!’

      


      

      ‘But at least there are to be no reprisals,’ Martin had said, trying to comfort her. ‘No action to be taken against those

         of us who resisted him.’

      


      

      ‘He wants it to appear that he took the throne by public demand and not by the force of arms,’ Annunciata had said bitterly.

         ‘He will leave us alone until enough people believe the lie that the King abdicated – and then –’

      


      

      Morland Place had been badly damaged during the siege following William of Orange’s invasion. Matt tried not to remember those

         terrible days. The damage to the house had only been sketchily repaired as yet, and Annunciata and Martin expressed their

         fears readily enough to Matt, though they had not voiced them.

      


      

      Clovis glanced at Edmund’s letter again, and continued.


      

      ‘The King was gravely shocked, of course, especially by the heartless behaviour of his daughters, but he and King Louis began

         to make plans at once.’ Matt could feel from Clovis’s voice that he was coming to the important part of the letter. ‘King

         Louis is to give the King money and men enough to equip an entire expedition.’

      


      

      The Countess almost rose to her feet. ‘To England,’ she said eagerly.


      

      Clovis shook his head. ‘Not England at first. To Ireland – the Catholics there will rise in support, and when he has Ireland,

         it will make a safe base from which to cross to England.’

      


      

      ‘Who is to command?’ Annunciata asked. There were questions in every face, but it seemed natural that she should voice them.


      

      ‘The Comte de Lauzun will be commander in chief, but the King will go himself, of course, with the Duke of Berwick.’


      

      ‘Berwick is a good soldier,’ Annunciata said approvingly. ‘My son Hugo fought with him against the Turks, and knew him in

         the Monmouth campaign. He spoke highly of him. It seems that the King is luckier in his bastard son than in his legitimate

         daughters,’ she added harshly.

      


      

      Now Karellie spoke for the first time. ‘Mother,’ he said, ‘is not my lord of Berwick the King’s son by Arabella Churchill?

         And did not her brother John Churchill desert the King for the Prince of Orange? I wonder that the King can trust him.’

      


      

      ‘Berwick is sound,’ Annunciata said abruptly. ‘John Churchill cares for nothing but his own career. He is ruled by his wife,

         and his wife has Princess Anne safe in her pocket, and so they think the Protestant succession will offer them the best chance

         of advancement and riches. If Princess Anne is ever Queen, they hope to hold the highest places in the land. Remember that,’

         she added bitterly to her children, ‘that is what Protestantism does – it replaces faith, duty, loyalty and obedience with

         self-interest. You saw how Princess Anne betrayed her own father …’

      


      

      Martin’s hands came down in a restraining sort of way on her shoulders, and Karellie, turning his face up to her, said gently,

         ‘It’s all right, Mother. Maurice and I have better examples to follow.’

      


      

      ‘When is the expedition to be?’ Martin asked Clovis, who was waiting patiently to return to the matter in hand.


      

      ‘Very soon. They hope to land in Ireland in two weeks’ time.’


      

      There was a silence. Maurice was looking at Clovis, but not as if he saw him. Karellie turned his face from Clovis to his

         mother, gazing up at her with an eager, questioning expression. The Countess shook her head minutely at him, and then looked

         up at Martin, and Martin, searching her face, spoke at last.

      


      

      ‘We must decide what to do.’


      

      And now the Countess put her hand up to cover Martin’s, which rested on her shoulder. Matt, watching, saw how white and long

         the Countess’s hand was, how square and brown his father’s; more than that, he saw how there was a strange quietness about

         them, as if they were alone together in a place away from everyone else. Their eyes, and the lightly touching hands, were

         exchanging messages in some way, as if they were reading each other’s thoughts.

      


      

      Finally the Countess said, as if the words continued a long conversation they had had that no one else had heard, ‘No, you

         must decide what to do. You are the Master of Morland Place. It is for you to say.’

      


      

      After that the talk went on for a long time, and Matt, growing weary, half-dozed amongst the dogs, letting the flow of words

         go over him like water, feeling the shape of them without listening for the meaning. Finally he slept in truth, and woke to

         Birch’s hands pulling him up to his feet. Everyone was leaving the room, Clovis ushering them out quietly. Matt, looking round,

         half-dazed, saw the Countess and his father standing near the window, evidently waiting for privacy. Birch was tugging at

         his hand, and he stumbled after her, hearing the door of the steward’s room click closed behind him, leaving those two quiet

         figures alone with the dogs and the firelight.

      


      

      The cold outside in the great staircase hall woke Matt to shivering, and he picked his feet up and hurried with Birch and

         Arthur to get upstairs and to another fire. Birch dropped Arthur’s hand to lift her skirts clear of the stairs, and Arthur

         said, ‘I’m hungry. I’m hungry, Birch.’

      


      

      ‘You’re always hungry,’ Birch replied in automatic rebuke.

      


      

      ‘But I am. I had hardly anything at dinner.’


      

      They reached the turn of the stair, and Matt, glancing down despite himself, saw the chequered tiles of the hall floor and

         remembered them strewn with blood and dead men. That was when the rebels smashed their way in at the end of the siege. He

         never wanted to remember, but the visions always broke through, triggered by certain things, always the same things, somehow

         unavoidable. He crossed himself, and seeing the gesture out of the corner of her eye, Birch softened.

      


      

      ‘Well, well, perhaps I can find you something,’ she said. ‘Poor children. God knows what will come of all this. Poor things.

         Hurry on, now. We’ll go to the nursery, and I’ll see what I may have.’

      


      

      ‘Will the babies be awake?’ Matt asked, brightening. He was fond of the babies, as one might be fond of a litter of puppies.

         There was Arthur’s brother John; little Mary Celia Ailesbury, the orphan daughter of Martin’s sister, and always called Clover,

         because she was round and sweet – she was Matt’s favourite; and Aliena, the Countess’s new baby. There was something odd about

         Aliena, Matt knew – not about her person, but about her existence, for the servants whispered and broke off when Matt came

         near, and Birch always shook her head over Aliena sadly, though she was a lusty child, small and dark but strong. Matt knew

         better than to ask questions, just as he realized the servants knew better than to ask the Countess questions, or even to

         speak above the lowest of whispers. ‘If the babies are awake, can I play with them?’ Matt pursued. Birch shook his hand in

         mild reproof.

      


      

      ‘Play with them, indeed. They’re not toys, you know.’ And then, glancing at Matt’s face, she said, unexpectedly kindly, ‘You

         can give Clover her pap, if you like. If you’re careful.’

      


      

      Matt was pleased; but all the same, apprehensive, for kindness from Birch surely portended some disaster.


      

      *


      

      The door shut with a soft click, leaving them alone in the tumbling shadows of the fire.

      


      

      ‘Shall I send for candles?’ Martin said, glancing out of the window. ‘It’s quite dark outside.’


      

      ‘I can see well enough,’ Annunciata said, turning to him. When Martin had told her that terrible day that the King had fled

         the country, she had known that it was the end for her, and she had wanted to die, had prayed for it. But miraculously, a

         little space had been granted them. Prince William had not sent soldiers to tear down Morland Place and throw her and Martin

         into the Tower; social pressures had not forced her and Martin apart; the children had not discovered the truth about Aliena.

         Annunciata’s spirits had revived, and hope had sprung up in her, and with the hope, a fierce desire to live.

      


      

      And now that she had had those few brief weeks of life, she did not want to relinquish it again. She had thought, when Martin

         came home and rescued her from the hands of the mob, the priest-killers, that the complication of their relationship would

         make it impossible for them to stay together. But now, looking at his dear face, she felt that those same complications, thicket

         after thicket of difficulties, made it impossible for them to part. Her love for him welled up in her, strong and joyous,

         bubbling upwards like the source of a mighty river. She clasped her hands together and pressed them against her breast-bone

         as if she feared that her ribs would spring open from the pressure of that flood.

      


      

      Martin looked at her, and saw her face alight and her eyes brilliant with some strange and vivid joy, and he thought, dear

         God, there is no one like her! Two months ago he had seen her in despair, bowed, defeated, and he had thought that she would

         die. Worse than that, he had thought that she would go away from him. But now, look! From whence came that vitality, that

         spirit, he wondered? He smiled at her, and she held her hands out to him, and when he took them she laughed.

      


      

      ‘Karellie will go,’ she said. ‘How he longs for a battle!’


      

      ‘And Maurice?’ he asked.

      


      

      ‘I hope not Maurice,’ she said. ‘Karellie has it in his blood and in his heart, and he will make a fine soldier. Perhaps that

         is all he will make. But Maurice – Maurice has something else in him, more important than the change of dynasties.’

      


      

      ‘My lady,’ Martin said in mock reproach, ‘what could be more important than the change of dynasties?’ Everything that was

         alive of her was in his hands, as if the force of her energy flowed through them and into him like the strong current of a

         river. ‘You will have to go abroad,’ he said.

      


      

      ‘What, now?’ she said. She thought he was jesting. ‘How should I desert my country now? I shall be needed here, to greet the

         King when he arrives.’

      


      

      ‘Listen, my heart,’ he said steadily, ‘the campaign will not take days or weeks. It will take months. It will not be so very

         easy to dislodge the Dutchman – he is an old campaigner, and he has good troops. And he will want to secure his rear when

         he goes out to Ireland to face the attack.’

      


      

      ‘He has left us alone so far,’ Annunciata said.


      

      ‘But he will not, once the King lands in Ireland. You are too well-known. You will draw attention to Morland Place. My dearest,

         it is not for your own safety alone I say this – God forbid that I should stop you flinging your slender life in the path

         of your enemies –’

      


      

      It was only half a joke. She would never forget the horror of those endless moments when she held the staircase against the

         mob, while they murdered and mutilated her priest.

      


      

      ‘Without you, I think he will leave Morland Place alone. You must consider the family.’


      

      ‘You want me to go into exile?’ she said. The very word was a horror.


      

      ‘For a short time. Until the campaign is won, and the King restored.’


      

      ‘And you, you will stay here, I suppose?’ Her voice was hard. She could endure anything, but to be parted from him.

      


      

      ‘You forget,’ he said lightly, ‘I am already an exile.’ She would not take that. She turned her eyes from him in pain.


      

      ‘The King exiled you – the Usurper will pardon you. That is the way it works.’


      

      ‘Not if I fight against him.’


      

      Her eyes came back to him, alight with laughter. ‘You? Ah, Martin, Martin!’ And she pressed herself against him. She was laughing,

         but her cheek against his cheek was wet. He wound his arms round her, tightly, tightly, smelling the sweet smell of her skin,

         feeling the harshness of her black hair against his neck, and her hands strong against his back, pulling him closer. This

         was life, the touch of her; to be apart from her was death.

      


      

      ‘Everything must be done, to ensure a swift victory,’ he said, his lips to her hair. ‘I have endured one exile. A swift assured

         blow, and the end to all this – that is our only hope.’

      


      

      For a while they rested against each other, drawing strength, and then she freed herself gently and straightened, looking

         at him levelly, like a soldier. ‘We have so little time,’ she said. ‘We must make plans.’

      


      

      Clovis was to stay at Morland Place, as its guardian, and guardian of the fortunes of the children who were the future’s hope.

         It was a grave burden to lay upon him, but there was no one else. The only other adults of the Morland family left now were

         Martin’s sister Sabine who, recently widowed and childless, was running the three Northumberland estates, one belonging to

         the family, and two of her own; and Clovis’s half-sister Cathy, married to cousin Kit Morland, who lived in Scotland where

         they had an estate and one sickly son.

      


      

      ‘You will manage, I know,’ Annunciata said. ‘I am sorry to lay so heavy a task on you, but you are strong for it, and I hope

         you will forgive me.’

      


      

      ‘I owe everything to you,’ Clovis said gravely. ‘And it will not be for long.’

      


      

      ‘You will write and let Cathy and Sabine know?’ Annunciata said. ‘It will come better from you.’


      

      ‘I dare say they will have their own troubles. There will surely be a rising in Scotland.’


      

      ‘We must all help each other,’ She bit her lip. ‘I feel I should not be running away.’


      

      He took her hand and pressed it. ‘We have gone through all that. You know it is best.’ His hand was warm and steady, and reassured

         her. He was strong with some strength that she had never traced to its source, not associating it with herself. Even Clovis

         did not know what it was precisely that he felt for Annunciata: he only knew that all his life his heart had slept in her

         shadow, and that though he had had many opportunities to marry, and marry well, there could be no place for any woman in his

         life while he served her.

      


      

      It was hard to say goodbye to Father St Maur, whose spirit was willing to go with his mistress, but whose flesh was weak.


      

      ‘The children need you,’ Annunciata said to hide her emotion. ‘To whom else could I trust their education and their souls?’


      

      Hard to say goodbye to the servants, who had been so faithful, who had fought beside her, cared for her and been cared for

         by her for so many years. Hard to say goodbye to Jane Birch, who had been with her since she had first gone to London, almost

         thirty years ago, who had witnessed all the triumphs and griefs of her life. But the ague that had swept through Morland Place

         in the winter had left Birch feeble, and a sea-journey in early March would have been too much for her. She accepted that

         she must stay behind without comment, but when the moment came to part, her eyes, shallow with encroaching blindness, filled

         with tears.

      


      

      ‘You are needed here,’ Annunciata said. ‘It won’t be for long.’


      

      ‘Yea, my lady,’ Birch said, holding herself rigid.

      


      

      Annunciata wanted to kiss her, but she knew it would break Birch’s control, and that Birch would feel ashamed to cry in front

         of the other servants. So Annunciata said, ‘Help Clovis. Look to the children. I shall come back very soon.’

      


      

      ‘Yes, my lady,’ Birch said, but her eyes spoke a different truth.


      

      Hard to say goodbye to Karellie, who would be leaving the next day with Martin and some of the men for Ireland. Her tall boy,

         with his easy lounging grace, Ralph’s height and colouring and features, nothing of Annunciata about him except the dark Stuart

         eyes. She had taken him aside the previous night and, with great pain to herself, had told him the secret of his ancestry:

         that Prince Rupert, whom Annunciata had loved, and whose mistress she had almost become, was in fact her father. Only intervention

         at the last moment had prevented that terrible thing, for Annunciata’s mother had never disclosed her father’s identity. The

         intervention had come in time to prevent the deed, but too late to change the love she had in her heart, which for ever afterwards

         must be shut away, hidden and denied. But it was important for Karellie, on the eve of such an important campaign, to know

         what blood flowed in his veins.

      


      

      ‘You are a Stuart, Karellie,’ she said, ‘great-great-grandson of King James the first, grandson of the greatest soldier the

         world has ever known. Your grandfather fought to preserve King Charles upon his throne. Now you will fight to restore the

         throne to King James, your cousin. Be worthy of the Stuart name.’

      


      

      In the grey half-light before dawn they left Morland Place for Aldbrough, where a ship awaited them. Though planned hastily,

         this was no fugitive flight, and Annunciata was taking with her horses and servants and money and jewels, for she did not

         want to come a beggar to St Germain. She took the baby Aliena, and Maurice; Dorcas to look after the baby; Chloris, a servant-girl Nan, her footman Gifford,

         a groom Daniel, and John Wood to attend Maurice.

      


      

      The ground was still frost-hard, and they made good time, avoiding the deep, frozen ruts of the roads and riding over the

         open fields, where the stubble had long since been eaten by the overwintering cattle. They reached the little harbour in the

         early afternoon, finding the ship rocking gently at anchor between the grey sea and the grey sky, and were able to get everything

         aboard by dark. Then came the last goodbye of all. Gifford retreated, without being asked, to the edge of the foam, and Martin

         sent his armed escort to wait further up the beach, and that was all the privacy they could gain.

      


      

      ‘My lady,’ Martin said, taking her hands. Those two words alone were enough to undo her. Tomorrow he would ride off for Ireland,

         there to do battle for his king.

      


      

      ‘Oh Martin, take care, take care,’ she said. The salty wind whipped stray fronds of her hair about her brows where they escaped

         from her hood.

      


      

      ‘As much care as may be,’ he said. He drew her to him, and kissed her cheeks and eyes. They were damp and salty, but whether

         from the sea-wind or from tears he did not know. Her skin was cold under his mouth. He sought her lips, and they were cold

         too, but warmed under the touch of his. He closed his eyes.

      


      

      ‘Oh God, I love you,’ he whispered. ‘Only you, for ever.’


      

      The sound of the sea, coldly chattering on stones, and the whimpering of seagulls, blown like damp rags about the sky; the

         smell of salt, and broken seaweed. The tide would not wait for them. They clung together, even as they pushed themselves apart,

         and their eyes still touched when they stood separate.

      


      

      ‘God go with you, Martin,’ she said. ‘Clovis will send me word, but write to me, if you can.’


      

      ‘I will. God bless you, my lady. Oh, God keep you.’


      

      Gifford came to help her on board, and as soon as she was over the side, the sailors broke into frenzied action from their watchful stillness. Martin stood on the shore, huddled

         into his cloak against the freshening wind, and watched as the graceful little ship shook out her sails, gathered steerage

         way, and then span about and leapt eagerly towards the incoming waves. The darkness was deepening, and soon she was only a

         glimmer of sails and a thicker core of darkness in the murk. Martin was not aware of the moment when she disappeared, for

         he continued to stare after her into the darkness as if his mind saw with a clearer eye, following her progress over the cold,

         grey-green waves. At length one of his men came down to him, had actually to tap his arm to gain his attention.

      


      

      ‘Best we get going, Master,’ the man said gently. ‘It’s mortal cold, and the tide’s coming in.’


      

      Martin looked down with a start and saw the foam lipping almost to his feet.


      

      ‘Yes,’ he said. ‘I’m coming now.’


      

      The Château of St Germain was an ugly red-brick building on a medieval foundation, but its setting was beautiful, with gardens

         that ran down to the River Seine, and roof terraces that looked over the great game-forest that earlier French Kings had planted

         west of Paris. The forest teemed with game; splendid trees grouped around ornamental lakes, linked by broad, mossy rides;

         and beyond its curly dark poll could be seen, misty and beautiful, the roofs and spires of Paris.

      


      

      Annunciata wrote to Clovis to tell of her kind reception there. The Queen in exile was warmer and more accessible than she

         had been at Whitehall, and was evidently also glad that Annunciata had not arrived penniless, as did most of the exiles. She

         granted Annunciata an apartment on the first staircase, which was the best, and made her a Lady of the Bedchamber, as well

         as making Maurice Gentleman of the Chapel Royal. Annunciata reported that the Queen was evidently deeply shocked and miserable

         at finding herself in exile, but that the King wrote cheerfully from Ireland, and the King of France and all the French royal

         family were generous and attentive. The Prince of Wales was thriving, and Maurice had written an anthem to celebrate his first

         birthday on 10 June, which the King of France had said was very good.

      


      

      Clovis responded with frequent letters that arrived via his secret route. He could give little news of the campaign in Ireland,

         other than that Martin and Karellie had arrived safely, but he gave her news of the family. Martin’s sister Sabine, unable,

         so it seemed, to endure her widowhood, had married her steward, a man called Jack Francomb. Clovis added that Sabine was expecting

         a child in December, so it looked as though the steward’s comforting preceded his marriage with his mistress.

      


      

      Cathy was also expecting a child, due in July. Kit had gone north to join up with Viscount Dundee, known as Bonnie Dundee,

         who was raising the Highlands for King James. The Usurper’s army under Mackay was hoping for help from the Covenanters, but

         Dundee was the better general and the more popular man. A victory in Scotland would be of enormous help to the King in Ireland.

      


      

      But on the last day of July the news came that though the Highlanders had won a tremendous victory over Mackay’s army at Killiecrankie,

         Bonnie Dundee had fallen in the battle, and without his leadership the Highlanders were already drifting away, back to their

         mountains and valleys. And, in the same battle, Kit Morland had met his end.

      


      

      Cathy’s baby was born a week before the battle, a girl, and healthy. Cathy’s pregnancies had been unfortunate, leaving her

         with only one child, and he frail, and Sabine, despite her condition, had gone with her husband to stay with Cathy at Aberlady

         and see her through her confinement. In gratitude, Cathy had named her new baby Sabina. Sabine had begged Cathy to go back

         with her to Northumberland and make her home there, but Cathy had refused, saying that her duty lay with Scotland and her

         son.

      


      

      August brought another letter from Clovis, with no better news. The Highlanders had been thoroughly defeated at Dunkeld, and

         there was no hope of another Scottish campaign that year, and even if a leader could be found to replace Dundee, it was doubtful

         how much chance he would have of raising the Highlands again for some years. And Princess Anne’s son, born at Hampton Court

         in July, whose life had been despaired of because he suffered from fits, had not only survived his first month, but was now

         actually flourishing with a wet-nurse and looked likely to survive. Princess Anne had named the boy William after her brother-in-law,

         a piece of essential tact, and the child had been given the title of Duke of Gloucester.

      


      

      The news sank the exiled Court into gloom. William Duke of Gloucester provided the Protestant party with the thing they had

         signally lacked, an heir, a rival to the infant Prince of Wales. It became more than ever essential that the King should dislodge

         his son-in-law without delay; but Scotland seemed already lost, and the news from Ireland was, at best, uncertain.

      


   
      
      CHAPTER TWO

      
      July of 1690 had been hot, weeks of white glare. The streams had shrunk, the earth baked, and there was a film of dust over
         the dark green grass and the leaves of the trees. The harvests had been early and abundant, and the children, who would normally
         have been carrying and gleaning at this time, had nothing to do but run and play all day, and get themselves into trouble.
      

      
      Two dusty boys came down to the Foss from High Moor Farm one afternoon when the shadows lay deep like sharp-edged cuts under
         every grass blade. They looked much alike at first glance, of a height and build, dressed in shirts, stout breeches to the
         knee, and nothing below but a caking of white dust. One had straight, bushy hair of fieldmouse brown, and a great many freckles:
         he was Davey, the youngest grandson of Conn the shepherd. The other had very dark, curly hair, though with the summer dust
         it looked almost as mousy as his companion’s; and eyes of dark Morland blue that were bright in a face as brown as a hazel-nut:
         he was James Matthias, heir to Morland Place, the ‘young master’.
      

      
      Reaching the beck they tore off their clothes with a frantic eagerness, dropping them amongst the alder-roots, and jumped
         into the cool, brown, swirling water, shrieking with delight at the shock of coldness on their baked skin.
      

      
      ‘Oh! It’s so cold! I could drink it, I’m so thirsty.’

      
      ‘Horses do. Look, Matt, can you do this? Matt!’

      
      ‘I’m an old water otter. Look, Davey, look at me! I’m an otter.’

      
      After a while they climbed out and stretched on the bank, the water rivering off them to soak the parched grass, the sun drying
         their hair. Matt lay back, propping his head on his folded arms, and squinted down at his butter-brown skin. The water had already receded into single drops, each lying like a transparent pearl, perfectly hemispherical,
         and magnifying the texture of his skin like a telescope-glass. He squinted up at the cornflower-blue sky, and there were drops
         on his eyelashes too, so that for a moment he tried to make-believe he had been crying. But he couldn’t remember how to be
         sad today, not today. He concentrated hard, remembering that he had no mother, that his father had gone to Ireland to fight
         the Usurper’s army (once he had accidentally referred to the Usurper as ‘king’, and Birch had boxed his ear) but today the
         contentedness sat inside him like a good dinner, and he could not, could not make himself stop smiling.
      

      
      ‘What are you doing? Grinning like an old dog,’ Davey said. Davey was older than him, and went to school at St Edward’s because
         he was clever and his mother hoped he would be a steward or a bailey when he grew. Davey’s father was in Ireland too, with
         the Master and Davey’s oldest brother.
      

      
      ‘I was looking at the sky through the water on my eyelashes. It’s funny. You try it.’

      
      But Davey was dragging his shirt towards him. ‘I want a plum,’ he said. He had been carrying them in the front of his shirt,
         and it was now streaked a beautiful crimson colour. ‘Most of them are all right. There’s three burst ones.’
      

      
      ‘That was when you fell down,’ Matt said. ‘Clumsy,’ But Davey was not to be taunted. He did not want to wrestle, he wanted
         to lounge and eat.
      

      
      ‘Here –’ and he threw across some fat, purple plums that they had rifled from the farm on their way. Matt caught them and
         put them down in the grass, all but one, which he held to his lips and rubbed it back and forth, to feel the warm, silky,
         full feeling of its skin. It smelled wonderful; all the children were gorged on windfall plums this year, but Matt felt he
         could not get enough of them.
      

      
      ‘I love plums,’ he said, postponing the moment of biting it.

      
      Davey rolled on to his front to inspect his before biting, and said, ‘Remember the wasp?’ He began to giggle, and Matt tried
         not to join in, because it was disloyal; but it had been funny, the time his cousin, Arthur, Lord Ballincrea, had snatched
         the plum that Matt was about to eat, and had bitten into it; only to be soundly bitten back, for there had been a wasp in
         it, unknown to any of them. Arthur’s face had swollen up horribly.
      

      
      ‘He looked like a pumpkin by evening,’ Matt said with guilty pleasure. Arthur was eight, two years older than Matt, and had
         always lorded it over him. He was a big, heavily built boy, and bullied Matt, demanding by force of fist a homage from Matt,
         because Arthur had a title and he didn’t.
      

      
      ‘You must call me “my lord”,’ he would say, sitting on Matt and pummelling him; but pummelled or not, Matt wouldn’t.

      
      ‘Cousin Arthur,’ he would say. ‘Ouch! Leave me alone! Cousin Arthur, cousin Arthur, cousin Arthur!’

      
      Snatching the plum from Matt had been typical of Arthur, but that time God had paid him back, for Matt didn’t know the wasp
         was there, and if Arthur hadn’t taken it he would have been stung instead. Matt believed firmly in God. Birch had told him when he was very little that God saw everything
         he did, even in the dark, and for a long time he had had bad dreams about huge eyes just outside the ring of firelight or
         candlelight. He was older now, and more sensible, and not afraid of the dark at all – well, not much, anyway. Once he had
         been out by moonlight, and he had looked up at the great silver circle floating free above the black tree-line, and thought
         that God’s eye must look like that, brilliant and beautiful.
      

      
      It was very peaceful, with the chuckling of the beck the only sound in the stillness of a hot afternoon. A dragonfly came
         along, hovering above Matt’s face to smell him in case he was worth investigating. Through half-closed eyes Matt watched the
         brilliant, jewel-bright thing, and imagined that it was as big as it seemed through his eyelashes, as big as a horse; he imagined himself climbing on to that green-blue, sapphire back and riding away, soaring above
         the trees into the blue sky, flying to Ireland where his father was –
      

      
      ‘Come on, don’t fall asleep,’ Davey said, startling Matt from his half-doze. ‘I’m hungry. Let’s go and see my grandfather.
         He’s with the sheep on Popple Height. I expect he’ll have something to eat about him.’ Instantly, Matt was hungry too. They
         jumped up, pulled on their clothes, and ran out across the fields; soon they were scrambling up Popple Height to where Old
         Conn sat watching his flock.
      

      
      ‘He looks like a lump of granite himself,’ Davey giggled. ‘I wonder if there’s moss growing on him?’

      
      Matt thought Conn looked not like a rock, though he was so still, but like a growing thing, brown and weathered, a tree perhaps,
         his no-coloured clothes not like man-made things at all, but like the foliage of some strange but belonging plant.
      

      
      When they got close, they saw that he was not immobile after all. His bright eyes, half hidden in the wrinkled brown folds
         about them, were watching them, and his hands were busy with something in his lap. His crook lay nearby; and his two dogs
         panted and waved their tails in greeting, the young one running to the boys to sniff their hands, the old one merely grinning
         at them from the scrap of shade he had found beside the rock, his teeth very white and his frilled tongue very pink against
         his black muzzle.
      

      
      ‘God’s day to you, young master,’ old Conn said when they got near enough.

      
      ‘God’s day, Conn,’ Matt said, with the formal politeness he had been taught to use towards the people who would one day be
         his people. ‘I hope you are well.’
      

      
      ‘The heat suits me, young master, and so I thank you. Now then, Davey, what hasta been about? No good, I’ll be bound.’

      
      Davey, who had been trying to tease the old dog into playing, came and flopped down on the short, sheep-bitten grass near his grandfather’s feet and said, ‘We were hungry, and we thought you might have something to eat.’
      

      
      ‘You’re always hungry. I’ve clap-bread, and ewemilk cheese, if that’s dainty enough fare for you.’ He reached down beside
         him for his pouch.
      

      
      Matt felt Davey had been too abrupt, that it seemed like rudeness to come to a man to steal his dinner, so he said, ‘But we
         do not want to leave you hungry, sir. Please don’t trouble –’
      

      
      ‘Na, master, what I have is yours. Old folk don’t get so hungry as young ones.’ He pulled out a flat, golden cake of oaten
         bread and broke it in half, giving half each to the boys; and a piece of white, crumbling ewe-cheese, wrapped in a cabbage
         leaf. ‘Help yourself, young master. You’ll find it all the sweeter, for the ewes have been grazing on wild thyme and clover
         and bergamot and all the herbs the bees love.’
      

      
      ‘Does it really make a difference?’ Matt asked, putting a crumb of the cheese into his mouth.

      
      ‘Why, of course. What you eat is what you are; what the ewes eat goes straight to their milk.’

      
      The boys were silent awhile as they feel their hunger, and then they had time to slow down and look about them. Matt watched
         the shepherd’s brown hands, stiff and gnarled like tree-roots though they appeared, moving nimbly about the piece of carving
         in his lap.
      

      
      ‘What is it you make, Conn?’

      
      ‘A yolk for a sheep-bell, master. See? When I’ve smoothed it off, I’ll make a notch here, and here, for to tie the thong of
         leather. Wooden yokes are better, though the folk down south use bones. A hip-bone from a sheep they use.’ He made a sound
         of disgust in his throat. ‘How would you like to have a Matt’s hip-bone around your neck?’
      

      
      Matt had no answer for that. He said, ‘Have you been down south, Conn?’

      
      ‘When I was young, about the same age as you. I fought for good King Charles, against Old Noll, God rot him. Marched all the way south, past Nottingham. When I was a lad of fourteen.’
      

      
      Matt didn’t think fourteen was at all the same as six. Fourteen was grown up. But it seemed rude to contradict, so he said,
         ‘What’s the south like?’
      

      
      ‘Down south is the same as here mostly. It’s the folk that are different. Here, young master, come here and look about you.
         Look round, all around.’ Matt scrambled up and obeyed, gazing out over the peacefully grazing sheep, over the open fields,
         some already ploughed up into strips, the folds curving with the folds of the land; others under stubble, fenced off with
         hurdles, being grazed by the fattening cattle; the silvery silent glint of the river Ouse and the twinkle of the becks; the
         white walls of York, fencing in its spires and chimneys; and everywhere around the walls the windmills, their great sails
         barely turning in the faintest of breezes. The sheep-bells made a sweet, deep clonking sound as they moved, and bees were
         busy amongst the short-growing herbs, and here and there a skylark shot up, climbing vertically to hover and shrill. And far
         off, farthest of all, were the lilac-blue smudges of the hills, the Hambleton Hills to the north-east, and the Pennines to
         the west. All familiar, safe, and beautiful. He looked at Conn enquiringly.
      

      
      ‘I remember the time when it was all open fields, young master, no enclosed fields at all, no growing hedges, only hurdles.
         Well, times change. Up here they change slowly, down south they change fast. Down south they close off fields, each man for
         himself. They care nothing for each other, nor for their King, nor for God. ’Tis all profit with them, and if a man fall sick
         or get himself into trouble, they turn their backs, for fear it may cost them profit to give aid. They don’t work together,
         share their fields and their harvests and their joys and their troubles. That’s why the south is different.’
      

      
      He turned his eyes, disconcertingly bright, to Matt’s face. ‘Remember what I say, one day when you are Master of all this.
         A man is nothing alone.’
      

      
      Matt struggled for understanding. There were things he had thought only half in words, things he had been told and only half
         understood. He said, gropingly, ‘Birch says that the Protestants think they can choose their King instead of letting God choose
         him …?’
      

      
      But old Conn had seen something amiss with the flock, and spoke sharply and in his incomprehensible dialect to his young dog,
         and she jumped up and raced off to fetch back a ewe that was wandering into trouble. When the crisis was over and the dog
         was back, jabbing her muzzle for praise into Conn’s brown hand, the old shepherd said cheerfully,
      

      
      ‘When men choose for themselves, they always choose wrong. Remember that too, Master Matt. Wives or Kings, they always choose
         amiss.’
      

      
      The shadows were long and violet across grass yellow as fools’ gold when Matt, having parted from Davey at Ten Thorn Gap,
         came trotting home at an easy, ground-consuming huntsman’s lope. Morland Place was golden too in the late sun, the grey stones
         honey-gold, the lichen on the roof gorse-yellow, the west-facing panes of windows like square gold coins. The men released
         from the harvest early had been repairing the remaining damage from the cannon two years ago, and the house was almost as
         good as new. Young Matt was savagely hungry, Conn’s bread and cheese a distant memory, and he wondered what there might be
         for supper. Pigeon pie, he hoped, for Uncle Clovis had been intending to go shooting that day. Pigeon pie with leeks, or rabbit
         stuffed with little brown onions! His mouth ran water in anticipation as he trotted over the bridge and into the yard.
      

      
      He knew at once that something had happened; he could smell trouble in the air, even before one of the old women came hurrying
         out of the house scolding shrilly.
      

      
      ‘Where have you been all day, young master? They’ve been looking for you. You’d better come in at once. Tut! What a state you’re in, all dusty and dirty.’
      

      
      Old women always scolded, that was nothing; but there was something in her eyes, something in the set of her mouth that frightened
         him.
      

      
      ‘What is it, Meg? What’s happened?’

      
      But she didn’t answer him. ‘Go you in, young master, right away. You’re wanted,’ she said, brushing at his hair ineffectually
         with the flat of her hand. He ran in through the great door into the hall, and stopped. Clovis was there, standing with Clement
         and Father St Maur, discussing something. He held a letter in his hand, and he was waving it as if giving instructions to
         Clement. Aunt Caroline, Arthur’s mother, was sitting on one of the little hard hall chairs and crying. Now they had seen him:
         their eyes all rested on him, solemn and grave and warning.
      

      
      ‘James Matthias,’ Clovis said, and his formality was a further warning. ‘There you are. Come here, child. I have some news
         for you.’
      

      
      News, of course, could be good news, but Matt walked forward reluctantly, knowing it was not. The great hall was cool after
         the heat of the day, and his bare feet flinched at the coldness of the marble floor. Outside the sunlight poured down golden
         and perfect, and Matt longed to run out again, away, back to Conn and the sheep. The blue and gold day he had spent lingered
         in his mind like lovely music as his feet carried him inexorably towards the news they had for him, and he knew, without knowing
         why he knew, that there would never be another day like the one he had just had; that he would remember it all his life as
         the last day of his childhood.
      

      
      The news came to St Germain. A terrible defeat, a battle by a river called the Boyne, tragic loss amongst the Irish-French
         forces of the King. A decisive defeat, coming as it did after a long and disastrous campaign; the King in flight, already
         on his way back to France with Berwick; Lauzun, the Queen’s special friend, staying behind to gather what was left of the army. The women waited, sick with fear.
         For days Annunciata walked the rooftop terraces, waiting for the first glimpse of the returning warriors, for news of life
         or death. From time to time Chloris would come to her and beg her to rest, or take food, or sit with the baby, or listen to
         Maurice play, but she only shook her head without speaking. A superstitious dread was on her that she must see the horsemen
         at the first possible moment.
      

      
      At last the outriders came into view, galloping ahead, and straining her eyes she saw the distant, moving dot of the main
         party, like a many-legged insect, multicoloured. Now and then she saw a flash as the sunlight glanced off a helmet or breastplate
         or horse-ornament. For a long time it seemed to come no nearer, and then all of a sudden it was close enough to distinguish
         men and horses. It moved along the great avenue, disappearing from time to time under the trees. It was easy to distinguish
         the King. Soon she could pick out Berwick by his great height and his fair hair; then, her heart turning over with relief,
         she saw close behind him the silvery hair of Karellie. But so many of the others were small and dark-haired, that though she
         scanned them eagerly, she could not tell one from another. Then they were under the trees close to the walls and out of her
         sight.
      

      
      Annunciata left her post at the parapet’s edge and almost knocked Chloris over in her haste as she ran towards the stair.

      
      ‘My lady!’ Chloris called warningly, but Annunciata did not heed her.

      
      Dorcas was hurrying up the stair as Annunciata reached it, and said breathlessly, ‘My lady, my lady, they’re here.’

      
      ‘Yes, yes, I know. I saw them. Out of my way!’

      
      ‘They are to be received in the Queen’s gallery, my lady. I came to tell you,’ Dorcas said.

      
      Chloris caught up with them, and said firmly, ‘You cannot go down to the courtyard, my lady. This is not Morland Place.’
      

      
      Annunciata paused, looking from one to the other, and then nodded painfully. ‘Of course, etiquette must be observed.’

      
      ‘Yes, my lady,’ Chloris said, not without sympathy. ‘It will be only a few moments longer.’

      
      It seemed like days, weeks. She stood with the other ladies of the bedchamber behind the Queen on the dais in the gallery,
         watching the door for the moment when it would be flung open. And there was the King, looking bowed and grey and suddenly
         much older. In silence he crossed the floor, took his wife’s hand to raise her from her curtsey, and stood looking down at
         her for a moment before taking her into his arms in a hard embrace. Annunciata was close enough to see that the King was crying,
         and it touched her unbearably. Over the King’s shoulder she caught the eye of grim-faced Berwick, and he made a strange grimace
         at her whose meaning she could not interpret. But the King’s informal gesture towards the Queen had released the flood-tide,
         and the courtiers were rushing forward to greet the returning soldiers who crowded through the doors behind the King and Berwick.
      

      
      There to the fore was another tall, blond soldier, his dark eyes ringed with lack of sleep, his nose raw with a bad sunburn.
         Nothing more could restrain Annunciata; in a second she was across the floor and had her tall son in her arms, and he was
         holding her, and saying, ‘Mother, oh Mother,’ and she could feel his tears wet on her cheeks.
      

      
      ‘Oh my darling,’ Annunciata said, between tears and joy, ‘you are safe. Thank God. You are not wounded? Oh God, you smell
         abominable. Are you all right, Karellie?’
      

      
      Karellie could not speak, only held her tight and gulped like a child at his tears, and over her shoulder tried to return
         Maurice’s smile of greeting. At last his grip loosened, and Annunciata put him back from her a little to look at him.
      

      
      ‘I know I should not be so glad to have you back, since it means you have been defeated, but my heart can only hold one thing at a time – the rest is beyond me. But where is Martin?
         Was he one of those who stayed behind?’ Her eyes left his face to scan the rest of the party, but only briefly. If he had
         been there she would have known it. Then they came back to Karellie’s face. ‘Where is he?’
      

      
      Karellie’s dark eyes held her still. ‘No,’ she whispered. He shook his head, keeping his hands on her arms. The noise of the
         room receded, and she was held in a silence in which she could hear her own heart beating, each beat like a blow of pain.
         ‘No, Karellie, no.’
      

      
      ‘It was at the Boyne, Mother. In the thick of the fighting. I did not see, but one of my men told me.’

      
      ‘No,’ she said again. She was shaking her head, and the blood seemed to be rushing through it with a sound like the sea, like
         the sea at Aldbrough where they had said goodbye – but not for ever, not for ever!
      

      
      ‘He was very brave, fighting on foot after his horse was killed under him,’ Karellie was saying. She shook her head again,
         not wanting to hear any more. She had not believed that she could feel such pain. Voices boomed and faded about her; the pain
         in her throat was so terrible that she could not speak, and she seemed locked in a strange silence where she could see only
         Martin’s face, his lips curving, his eyes smiling into hers. Darkness came welling from the corners of the room; they were
         speaking to her, trying to gain her attention, but she did not want to heed them, she wanted to go into that darkness and
         silence where Martin was, away from this pain that was all there was for her now. She wanted to die, there and then, so that
         the pain would stop.
      

      
      A windy day in March 1691; a day of cold, gritty wind, though the sky, the pale blue of a robin’s egg, spoke of spring being
         not far away. In Annunciata’s memory winter was a mixture of twilight and fireglow. Like an invalid she had not strayed far
         from her fire, and her servants had treated her like an invalid, wrapping her warmly against the icy draughts from the windows, moving softly about her, coaxing
         her to eat. She spoke little to them, hardly seemed to notice their presence; she moved like a ghost through her world, closed
         in with her pain, her eyes blank with uncomprehending misery. After the shock of Martin’s death had come the gradual realization
         and then the terrible, bewildering loneliness. It rolled like a boulder on to her chest every morning when she woke, and she
         carried it with her all day until sleep finally released her.
      

      
      She came to crave sleep as her one relief from unremitting pain, for sometimes in her sleep she would dream of him, and wake
         with tears on her face. In her waking hours she could only go over and over every separate memory of him, peopling her darkness
         with images of him which could not comfort, for they only brought it home to her again that he was gone from her for ever.
         She had no hope left; even in death she would be parted from him, for their love had been forbidden, and she was an exile
         not only from her country but also from her church. With him she could have faced exile, gone anywhere in the world and made
         a life. Without him, her exile was absolute and terrible.
      

      
      Fand had spent most of his winter sleeping by the fire at her feet, roused only when Karellie dragged him out for exercise.
         For Karellie and Maurice exile was not so terrible. They had both lived abroad before, and both had their occupations. Maurice
         was kept happy and busy reorganizing the Chapel Royal choir and building up an orchestra to play the pieces he was composing
         for the King and Queen. Karellie had the company of his new friends, especially Berwick. Now there was no need any longer
         to conceal the fact that Annunciata was daughter of Prince Rupert of the Rhine, and in fact every reason to reveal it, her
         family could reap the benefits of their royal blood. Berwick was a duke and the illegitimate son of a king; Chelmsford was
         an earl and the great-great-grandson of a king. They had fought together in Ireland and come to like each other, and in the enforced idleness of St Germain their friendship had blossomed.
      

      
      Through the winter, Berwick had been a frequent visitor to the apartments of the Countess of Chelmsford, and gradually he
         had been joined at her fireside by others, veterans of the Irish campaign, and veterans of Killiecrankie, known as The Jacobites,
         because in Latin their King’s name was Jacobus. In the flickering light the voices would rise and fall, telling of old campaigns,
         of glorious charges, desperate stands, of courage and bitter humour, of dear friends fallen. Bored and lonely, the soldiers
         crept, like Fand, to her hearth, scenting sympathy and companionship, and though the Countess rarely spoke and seemed largely
         unaware of what went on around her, it was to her that they spoke.
      

      
      They told of the wars against the Turks, of sieges under the merciless desert suns, when the wounded would weep like children
         because their wounds were black with feasting flies. They told her of the campaign against Monmouth in the west of England,
         when they marched through mud into which they sank knee-deep at every weary step. They talked of the civil war, of the glorious
         cavalry charges led by her father, noble and tall on his white horse. They spoke of Bonnie Dundee in Scotland, Lauzun in Ireland.
      

      
      They spoke at length of the deaths of her own kin, her son Rupert at Sedgemoor, her cousin Kit at Killiecrankie, her brother
         Dudley Bard at Buda – Martin at the Boyne. She was a noble and beautiful lady, come of a great military family, and they brought
         her their stories because, poor men and exiles, it was all they had to give her. Their voices, through the winter, were an
         unreal background to the unreality in which she was living, but whether they knew it or not, whether she knew it or not, she
         heard them, and their open-hearted kindness laid a balm on her wounds. For death in battle was the common coin of them all,
         it was the holiness in them, and their quiet courage called to hers.
      

      
      But now, on this windy spring day, they were leaving. They had formed the King’s private bodyguard, these hundred and fifty Scots Jacobites, most of them officers; but the King,
         struggling to support ever larger numbers of penniless exiles, could not pay them, and so they had asked the King’s permission
         to leave him and enlist as private soldiers in the army of the King of France. The King, though loath to see them go, though
         ashamed that they should have to become common soldiers, could do nothing but agree. So they paraded for the last time, their
         helmets polished, their tunics immaculate, their beards neatly trimmed. Annunciata and her family stood behind the King on
         the steps with others of the Court, and the windows of the courtyard were crowded with white faces.
      

      
      Slowly the King walked along the line, stopping to speak to each man. He took down the name of each of them in his pocket-book
         so that he should not forget any of them; the hard little gritty wind whisked their words away, but their expressions were
         eloquent. Then the King returned to the steps and mounted them and took off his hat, and bareheaded in the cold sunshine,
         his face wet with tears, he bowed to them. The veterans knelt, and for the last time gave him the royal salute. Then they
         rose and marched away, officers no more, to seek their deaths as strangers in a strange land, fighting for another king but
         theirs.
      

      
      A week later, Karellie sought out his mother with a request. He found her in her apartment, and for the first time she was
         not sitting by the fireside, but at the window. True, her mind seemed far away, and he doubted whether she saw the gardens
         or the river, yet he sensed that since that day when the soldiers had left, she had begun to come back to them. He stood looking
         at her for some time before she noticed him. Her face was too pale and too thin, and there were traces of tears on her cheeks.
         She was wearing the black dress she had worn that day when Clovis had read Edmund’s letter to them at Morland Place. It was
         growing a little shabby now. He remembered with pity how once there had been a time when she could not endure to wear the
         same dress thrice over, much less keep it for two years. Then Fand whined softly, and she made a small, fretful movement of her head, and turned to look at him.
      

      
      ‘My lady mother,’ he said softly, coming to kneel beside her, so that their faces were on a level.

      
      ‘Karellie,’ she said.

      
      ‘Mother, I have something I must ask you.’ She shewed no reaction, but her eyes were still on his, waiting. ‘I want your permission
         to ask the King of France for a commission.’
      

      
      ‘You want to leave me?’ she said at last. ‘Karellie – you will go away from me?’

      
      ‘Mother, I can’t help it,’ he said gently. ‘I can’t stay here for ever, doing nothing. We have been here six months already,
         and I have no money but what you give me. It is no life for me, you must see that.’
      

      
      She sighed, and he took it for assent and went on, ‘So we thought –’

      
      ‘We?’ she interrupted.

      
      ‘My lord of Berwick and I.’

      
      ‘Ah, Berwick,’ she said, as though that explained everything.

      
      ‘We thought that we should try the French army. The King of France is mounting a new campaign in Flanders, and with our experience
         and birth, he would likely give us good commissions. He is going to ask his father this morning, and so I –’ He could not endure
         her expression, and grew angry and defensive. ‘I’m sorry, Mother, but you must see – our first loyalty is to the King, but…’
      

      
      ‘Yes,’ she said, cutting him off. ‘I do see.’ She stood up and walked away from him and back, restlessly, as an invalid grows
         restless with pain. He rose to his feet and watched her, and she suddenly seemed to him not like his mother at all, not connected
         to him in any way, a stranger whose house he happened to share. At last she stopped, facing him, and he saw that she had braced
         herself as if for some effort.
      

      
      ‘Very well,’ she said. ‘Go to your good fight in Flanders, my lord Earl. But remember that your first duty is to your own King, if he should need you.’
      

      
      It was his permission, but he was dissatisfied, thinking she was angry. He hesitated, and made a vague gesture, as if to touch
         her. She shook her head, and then smiled, a strange, inconsequential little smile.
      

      
      ‘No,’ she said, ‘it’s all right. God bless you, child. God bless you, Karellie.’

      
      The convent at Chaillot was a convenient distance from St Germain to ride or drive, and the Queen was a frequent visitor there.
         The order was a sister to the one she had hoped to join before she was persuaded to marry instead the English prince, James.
         She liked to go and talk to the nuns, walk in the beautiful gardens, take the sacrament and meditate in the peaceful surroundings,
         away from the pressures of the Court. The head of the convent, Soeur Angelique, was a middle-aged woman with a sensible eye
         and a brisk manner, like a kindly, efficient squire’s wife of the middling sort. She was the Queen’s closest friend and confidante,
         and it was to her that Annunciata turned for help in the autumn of 1691.
      

      
      The woods through which she had ridden to Chaillot were beginning to be streaked with colours of Turkish splendour, rich crimsons
         and golds; the windows of the nuns’ little parlour into which she was shewn were open, and below the window was a bed of marigolds,
         yellow and orange and dark-red, and scarlet windflowers.
      

      
      Soeur Angelique sat quietly, her hands folded, waiting for Annunciata to tell her what troubled her, but when the silence
         extended itself she said at last, ‘You may speak quite freely here, milady Chelmsford. Nothing you say will ever be heard
         outside these walls.’ Still Annunciata could not find the words. ‘How may I be of service to you?’
      

      
      ‘I wish to come back into the Church,’ Annunciata said at last. ‘But – I fear I cannot.’

      
      The nun waited for elucidation, and then said gently, ‘Madame, God’s love is greater than anything you can imagine, and for the truly penitent –’
      

      
      ‘Ah, but that is the trouble,’ Annunciata cried. ‘I cannot repent, because I cannot say I am sorry for what I did. If time
         could be turned back, I would do the same again, gladly, gladly.’ And she told Soeur Angelique about her love for Martin.
         It did not come easily, it did not flow from her – it was hard and painful, and yet there was a relief in speaking of what
         she had never been able to discuss with anyone, other than Martin himself. When she had finished, she stopped, and sat as
         though exhausted, looking down at her hands.
      

      
      Soeur Angelique looked at her with pity, at the bent head with its loose, soft curls, which seemed so childlike to one accustomed
         to French ladies, who wore headdresses and elaborate fronts of false hair; at the long, beautiful hands which seemed somehow
         eloquent of grief.
      

      
      ‘It would be a poor world, Madame,’ she said at last, ‘if God were not more loving and more generous than man, would it not?
         There are many who would not find it in their hearts to condemn you, and should not God have greater understanding than His
         creatures? Of course, we must have discipline, for without laws we should have chaos. But God has given to us, alone of all
         His creations, the ability to question, and to decide, and to worship Him in the subtlety of our minds.’
      

      
      Annunciata looked at her with dawning hope.

      
      ‘Confession, Madame, is unburdening ourselves of our guilt, and of our sorrow and confusion. We tell God that we are sorry
         that we have offended Him, we beg His forgiveness, we promise to try to do better in the future. Now, milady, can you say
         those things and mean them with your heart? Are you sorry to have offended God? Will you try never to offend Him again?’
      

      
      Annunciata nodded, wordlessly, and Soeur Angelique stood up and held out her hand. ‘Then come, Madame, come with me to the
         confessional. Father Dubois is here, who hears the sisters’ confessions. Come and unburden yourself, and be forgiven, and then stay for Mass, and take the sacrament here with us.’ Annunciata rose like an obedient
         child, and the nun led her towards the door, saying, ‘The past is over and gone, and it is wrong to cling to it. Grief can
         come to be a vanity and a sin too, you know. God gives us life for a purpose. We must not waste His gifts.’
      

      
      Later, Annunciata remained alone in the visitors’ section of the chapel, divided by a screen from the part where the sisters
         sat. On the high altar the banks of candles had been snuffed, and only the sanctuary lamp glowed its eternal light; but to
         Annunciata’s left on the small lady-altar the candles were lily-flames of pale gold, lighting the white cloth, the gold-and-crystal
         candlesticks, and the statue of Our Lady. It was a wooden statue, the robes painted blue and white, the face and hands painted
         gold, and it reminded Annunciata of the statue in the chapel of Morland Place. But this one was not so old, and the hands
         instead of being extended, palm upwards, were folded at the breast over a painted wooden lily.
      

      
      She sat and gazed, alone, and at peace at last, once more returned to the bosom of the Church, to the safe and loving arms
         that had enfolded her all her life. She looked at the statue of the Lady, but what she saw was the face of the Lady at home,
         the worn, gentle, gilded face that she had adored so often; in the weariness of pain finally vanished, she could only think
         that it was the same thing, that all loves, in the end, are one – for otherwise, how could she feel closer to Martin now than
         at any time since they parted on the beach at Aldbrough?
      

      
      In the spring of 1692 Karellie came back to St Germain, riding ahead of the main party. His mother’s apartments were empty,
         but after a search he found Maurice in the chapel, alone, staring into space and playing odd unconnected notes on the organ.
         He betrayed no surprise when he looked up and saw Karellie, hands on hips, grinning down at him.
      

      
      ‘Just where I suppose I ought to have expected to find you,’ Karellie said.

      
      ‘I was only thinking,’ Maurice said. ‘It’s quieter here.’

      
      Karellie clapped his shoulder. ‘Are you not pleased to see me, little brother?’

      
      ‘Of course,’ Maurice said vaguely, and then frowned. ‘But what are you doing here?’
      

      
      ‘King Louis is back from Flanders, and Berwick and I have come to seek out our respective parents to give them the news. Great
         things are afoot, Maurice. And where is our mother?’
      

      
      ‘She is at Chaillot, at the convent. She goes there a great deal now.’

      
      ‘You sound disapproving,’ Karellie said, mildly surprised.

      
      ‘Well, I wonder sometimes if they aren’t trying to make a Papist of her.’

      
      ‘Why should that trouble you?’ Karellie asked.

      
      Maurice looked at him for a moment as if wondering how much he would understand, and then said, ‘You know the Queen is with
         child again?’
      

      
      Warned off, Karellie allowed the subject to be changed. ‘Yes, I heard. The King must be delighted. If it is a son, it will
         be a blow to the Usurper. And perhaps it will dispel the warming-pan stories once and for all. It’s a good omen for our new
         venture.’
      

      
      ‘What new venture?’ Maurice asked absently.

      
      ‘Oh how hard it is to arouse your curiosity, little brother,’ Karellie laughed. ‘The King of France has decided to launch
         another attack on the Usurper on our King’s behalf!’
      

      
      ‘Has he? How kind he is,’ Maurice said. ‘But I suppose it is in his interest too, to remove Dutch William from the throne
         of England.’
      

      
      ‘Kind or not, he’s lending us the whole French fleet, with which to take the fifteen Irish battalions at present in France across to England. If the help that has been promised in England meets them, it will be over in no time, and we shall
         be back in England by St John’s Eve. Oh, think of it, Maurice, to have the midsummer celebrations at Morland Place again!
         The feasts, the dancing, the bonfires –’ He caught sight of Maurice’s expression and stopped. ‘You don’t feel the same way,
         do you? You have never felt homesick, like the rest of us.’
      

      
      ‘One place seems much the same as another to me,’ Maurice said. ‘A bonfire burns as brightly in France as in England. And
         hunger gnaws an Englishman’s belly as much as a Frenchman’s.’
      

      
      ‘But don’t you long to go home?’

      
      ‘Home? The world is home enough for me. God’s eye can see me wherever I go, so how can I ever think myself far away? I can’t
         help it, Karel,’ he added anxiously, ‘I don’t think about things in the same way as you do.’
      

      
      ‘I don’t blame you for it. It’s strange, that’s all.’ He hesitated. ‘Why do you disapprove of Papism?’

      
      Maurice gave him the same considering look. ‘I don’t know if you’d understand. I don’t know if I can explain it. It’s too
         exclusive.’ Karellie watched him, waiting, and Maurice went on, feeling for words, ‘God made all of us, you see, and we invented different
         ways to praise him – the Papists one way, the heathens another.’ Karellie was trying not to look shocked, and he said, ‘Look,
         when your hound-bitch whelps, you make the litter a bed of straw in the warmest place in the stable, where they’ll be safe
         and contented. If one of the pups thanks you by licking your hand, you may grow fonder of that one than the others. But you
         don’t throw the rest of the litter out to die in the cold because they didn’t.’
      

      
      Karellie turned his head away awkwardly. ‘I don’t think you ought to talk like that. It sounds – well, blasphemous to me.’

      
      ‘I knew you wouldn’t understand,’ Maurice said. There was a silence, and Maurice broke it by pushing his stool back and getting up. ‘Would you like to ride over to Chaillot and give mother your news?’
      

      
      ‘Will you come with me?’ Karellie said doubtfully.

      
      He was afraid he had offended his brother, but Maurice said cheerfully, ‘Yes, of course, I need the exercise.’

      
      They walked towards the door, and Karellie reached out a hesitant arm towards his brother, and Maurice, with a small private
         smile, moved closer so that the arm could be draped companionably about his shoulders.
      

   
      
      CHAPTER THREE

      
      The early part of June was always like a quiet haven between the storms of lambing and the storms of shearing. Little Matt
         had gone out early rabbiting on the edge of Wilstrop wood, and with two bucks in his carrying-bag he started home, taking
         the long way across Marston Moor, because he was in no hurry, and because the place fascinated him. And there he found his
         own sheep grazing on the good, sweet grass, and Old Conn sitting at his ease on the ridge known as Cromwell’s Plump, because
         it was said to be there that General Cromwell had placed himself to dispose his troops at the battle of Marston Moor.
      

      
      Old Conn acknowledged Matt’s arrival with a nod, and a comprehensive glance that took in the rabbits in the bag, but he wasted
         no words on meaningless greeting. Matt sat down beside him to get his breath back, and together old man and young boy stared
         out across the moor towards the woods, while Matt tried to imagine the battle, the men and horses and cannon.
      

      
      At length, as if he had heard Matt’s thoughts, old Conn said, ‘That were the year my son Conn, Davey’s father, were born.’

      
      ‘Were you at the battle, Conn?’ Matt asked. He knew he was, of course, having heard the story before, but he never tired of
         hearing it again. ‘Did you charge with Prince Rupert?’
      

      
      ‘’Course I were there. Me and Jack and Dick, we were the last three left, of those that went away with Master Kit. Jack had
         a terrible wound in his arm, and died of it, two weeks later. It wouldn’t heal. That’s the way it was on campaign. The longer
         it went on, the harder it was to heal your wounds. I was never wounded, praise God. Jack and Dick and Master Kit and me –
         and Hamil Hamilton, that was brother to Master Kit’s wife, he was our captain. By God, that were a battle. We were taken by surprise, but Prince Rupert
         rallied us, and we charged and charged again. Master Kit was killed, and Dick. I lost sight of Jack, and then I got knocked
         off my horse. In the end we had to flee, to the woods up there, where you been catching rabbits.’
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