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  AUTHOR’S NOTE


  This book is built on a solid framework of fact; from these facts I have never knowingly deviated, nor changed a date or circumstance.


  I have hoped that readers would be interested in following the story as it emerged for me in the original documents, and I have included excerpts from some of these documents, verbatim, except that for clarity I have occasionally modernized the spelling a bit.


  I have also incorporated my characters’ own written words into the dialogue whenever possible. All these characters are real; even Peyto and Telaka (though nameless in the references) are based on fact.


  My determination to present authentic history has necessitated a scrupulous adherence to the findings of research. And I felt that this woman, with her passionate loves, dangers, tragedies, and courage, lived a life sufficiently dramatic without fortuitous inventions. Mine has been a job of re-creation and interpretation, “putting the flesh on the bones.”


  Elizabeth has thousands of descendants today; many of these—guided by Victorian genealogists and a biased presentation—have a vague feeling that they should be ashamed of her. A member of the Winthrop family, a hundred years ago, even went so far as to mutilate references to her in the original manuscripts. I believe that her life was significant and praiseworthy.


  True, she was a rebel against the Puritan code, as exemplified by Governor John Winthrop the elder, who was her uncle, guardian, and father-in-law. She was also a woman who suffered the handicaps peculiar to her sex and her time, but she had the remarkable endurance which characterized all the first settlers—those who managed to survive.


  This is one reason I have spent nearly four years in research and in writing about Elizabeth. Another reason was the attempt to vivify the founding of New England, and New Netherland days, in terms of a particular family—the Winthrops—and of Elizabeth, whose own history is commingled with national affairs. And I particularly wished to allot a proper proportion to the English background.


  Almost a third of this book is given to Elizabeth’s English life. It has startled me that our early emigrant ancestors are so often treated as though they arrived full-blown from a mysterious “across the sea”, and suddenly turned into “Yankees”. Lack of research and documentation explain this blank in many cases. I have been fortunate in tracing the English part of this story, since we have old Adam Winthrop’s Diary to consult, John Winthrop’s Experiencia and innumerable family letters; also I made two special and rewarding journeys across the ocean to see for myself. Groton Manor no longer exists as a building, but the topography is unchanged, even the mulberry tree still grows!


  Here, among credit due to so many English friends, I wish particularly to thank the Reverend A. Brian Bird, the present vicar of Edwardstone and Groton in Suffolk. He had made intensive study of the seventeenth-century Winthrop family—most of whom were born, and some of whom are buried, in his parish. During the course of my visits Mr. Bird and I became friends and he has been tirelessly helpful and enthusiastic about my project.


  I also wish to thank present members of the English Winthrop line; and the Reverend G. H. Salter, rector of St. Sepulchre’s Church in London.


  The English journeys enabled me to unravel many puzzling discrepancies, and uncover some bits of new data, such as where the Lyon sailed from in 1631, and other facts which I incorporated—though their details here would interest only genealogists.


  William Hallet’s association with the Earl of Bristol is not yet proven. It rests on Dorsetshire legend, but there is enough evidence to confirm the probability.


  When we reach Massachusetts in the story, there is Governor Winthrop’s Journal The History of New England as one guide, and I have preferred James Savage’s edition of 1853, since it is not expurgated like the Hosmer edition of 1908, and is enriched by the most lavish and provocative notes.


  Like every researcher into early New England families, I also owe an enormous debt to the indefatigable Mr. Savage for his Genealogical Dictionary of the First Settlers of New England (Boston 1860).


  There is Lawrence Shaw Mayo’s valuable The Winthrop Family in America (Boston, 1948). Also Robert C. Winthrop’s Life and Letters of John Winthrop (1864) which is charming, but naturally very partisan, and incomplete, since many manuscripts were found later.


  The prime—the superlative—source for all this book is of course The Winthrop Papers, five volumes of them, dating from 1498 to 1649, published by the Massachusetts Historical Society. And these I am fortunate enough to own, for I constantly needed to check with the sources. Much of the story is in the published Winthrop Papers for the delving, but does not, as yet, go far enough. So I have spent many an exciting hour in the Massachusetts Historical Society building in Boston, deciphering as best I could the original, and so far unpublished, manuscripts and having many of them photostatted. Some of my character interpretations are based on my examination of these people’s hand-writings. As one instance among many, little Martha Fones’s childish scrawl as she tried to write to “Jack” Winthrop in their rather pathetic cipher, indicates, I think, Martha’s temperament.


  My devoted thanks to the entire staff of the Massachusetts Historical Society for their kindly patience with me on many occasions.


  Several Boston friends have helped with the Boston, Watertown, and Ipswich sections of the book, and my particular gratitude goes to Mr. Kenneth Murdock and Mrs. Lovell Thompson.


  Professor George E. McCracken of Drake University, Iowa, has helped greatly in disentangling the Feake family, both in person and by his articles on the Feakes in The New York Genealogical and Biographical Record.


  The Connecticut section is thoroughly documented, by Indian deeds of sale, by Dutch journals (contained in the Narratives of New Netherland, edited by Dr. J. Franklin Jameson), by English translations in the exhaustive Documents Relative to the Colonial History of the State of New York, ed. by E. B. O’Callaghan (Albany, 1856); by the late Hendrik van Loon’s private translation from the Dutch of one all-important paper relating to Elizabeth’s troubled matrimonial affairs.


  For the latter, and for permission to make use of her own extensive research on Elizabeth, especially in the Connecticut portion of her life, my fervent thanks are due to Mrs. Lydia Holland of Old Greenwich, to whom indeed I owe my first knowledge of Elizabeth nearly ten years ago, long before I thought of writing about her.


  The Huntingdon History of Stamford and the two Mead Histories of Greenwich were useful (though not always accurate) for this section, and so has been my access to private papers, since Greenwich is my own home town, and I live on what was once Elizabeth’s land. I wish to say here that the virtually unknown “Strickland Plains” massacre of the Siwanoy Indians by white men at what is now Cos Cob, Connecticut, seems to have been as shameful and devastating as any massacre—on either side—in our entire American history.


  Seventeenth-century spelling was a matter of individual choice, or momentary whim. “Feake” is spelled eleven different ways in the records. I have chosen to spell each name in the way its owner usually did.


  The date discrepancy is always a nuisance when dealing with periods prior to 1752, when England finally adopted the Gregorian calendar. I have followed “New Style” for the years, and contemporary dating for days, but perhaps I should remind ardent naturalists that the day dates given would be eleven days later now, and that therefore seasons were more advanced than they seem.


  The seventeenth-century use of “thee” is baffling; it seems only to have been used privately, and connotes strong emotion except in the case of parents to young children—and it was inconsistent. In Shakespeare, when Petruchio speaks to Katherine he often uses both “thee” and “you” to her in the same speech. Margaret Winthrop, in her sweet letters to John the elder, does the same. I have used the second person singular sparingly.


  Rivulets of ink have been expended on the subject of Elizabeth’s third marriage. It has fascinated genealogists. It is this personal and international imbroglio (and the astonishing amount of documents we have relating to it) that is responsible for Elizabeth’s disrepute. I have weighed all the pros and cons, correlated many neglected clues, followed the chronology minutely and presented what I believe to be the truth.


  I have tried to consult all source books, histories, and biographies for the period, both English and American. Also contemporary maps. I wish there was space enough to name each helpful person, but of the latter, besides those mentioned above, I do want to give special thanks to the following. To Brigadier-General John Ross Delafield of New York for his constant interest and illuminating letters to me; to Mr. Robert Winthrop of Old Westbury, Long Island, for his cordiality and the gift of The Lion and the Hare; to Colonel and Mrs. Francis Stoddard of New York for help with research; to the American Antiquarian Society at Worcester; to Mr. Robert C. Suggs, archæologist, for permission to “dig” with him on the Indian village sites in Greenwich and for the use of invaluable material relative to the Siwanoy Indians; to Mrs. John H. Tennent at the Bowne House Historical Society in Flushing, New York.


  Some of these gracious people are Elizabeth’s own descendants, and I hope that they will be pleased by this reconstruction of her life.


  Out of the hundreds of source books I have used—and besides those specially mentioned above—I wish to acknowledge my particular indebtedness to John Winthrop the Younger, Thos. Franklin Waters; Builders of the Bay Colony, Samuel Eliot Morison; the colonial works of Perry Miller; Three Episodes of Massachusetts History, Charles Francis Adams; The Winthrop Fleet of 1630, Charles Edward Banks; Genealogies and Histories of Watertown, Henry Bond; all of Alice Morse Earle’s books on colonial customs; Every Day Life in the Massachusetts Bay Colony, J. Francis Dow; History of the State of New York, John Romeyn Brodhead; Dutch New York, Esther Singleton.


  Part One


  England


  1617–1631


  CHAPTER ONE


  Elizabeth saw the hedge shadows lengthening across the dusty lane as the Fones family jogged north towards Groton. And yet, only a few minutes ago the church at Boxford had been full of light.


  When the Foneses’ hired cart had stopped at the “Fleece” in Boxford so that the horse might be watered at the inn-yard trough, across the village street in St. Mary’s tower the great passing bell was ponderously tolling. Someone very old was dead, thought Elizabeth on the wagon seat, counting the strokes while admiring the deep melancholy bong, bong, bong. Perhaps the sexton would let her pull on the bell-rope. The sexton at St. Sepulchre’s in London never would, though she had begged.


  Profiting by her mother’s inattention, Elizabeth jumped off the wagon and darted over into the church. The little church was empty and smelled of the lilies which decorated the High Altar. There were candles and a silver cross too, the child saw with surprise. High overhead the great brazen voice clanged on, but Elizabeth forgot the invisible sexton; she was awed by the luminous quiet in the church and astonished by a feeling of delight. She stood in the centre aisle staring about her until she realized that the focus of her pleasure was a great leaded window in the Lady Chapel. This window, tinted in jewelled greens, blues, golds, deepened here and there by spots of translucent crimson, looked like a meadow of dream flowers. Elizabeth crept nearer and saw that all the glistening bits made a picture of a lady who was smiling, carried a rose in her hand and wore a shining crown. The whole lady shone with light, and Elizabeth longed to touch the glowing petal-smooth hem of the azure robe. Elizabeth’s impulses usually resulted in action, and she had managed to clamber up on to the edge of the small altar and was reaching towards the lady when her father rushed into the church, crying, “So there you are, you naughty minx! Come here at once! Hasten!”


  Elizabeth descended reluctantly, and pouting murmured that she had been looking at the beautiful coloured window.


  Thomas Fones gave the window an impatient glance. “Bah! An idolatrous Roman bauble left from the old days. Hurry up, Bess!”


  His daughter obeyed, feeling dismay. “Roman” and “idolatrous” were both bad things, she had been told that often enough while learning her catechism. She climbed on to the cart seat beside her mother and soon forgot the window in the excitements of the journey.


  The vanishing sun deepened the low Suffolk hills to violet, but the afterglow would last a long time yet, for it was May. Under a great oak beyond the blossoming hedge, a brown-smocked shepherd began to pipe a little homing tune to his flock. Elizabeth heard the tune and the obedient answering tinkle of the bellwether, then the admonitory barks of the sheep-dog. The wagon trundled and bumped onward, but Elizabeth gazed eagerly back towards the shepherd, loving his strange little tune. And soon we’ll be at Groton, she thought. Jack would be waiting for them, and Harry too. There’d be custard tarts and sage honey for supper, her mother had promised it.


  Elizabeth looked up into her mother’s face and was puzzled to see sadness in the grey eyes; puzzled and faintly resentful because her mother did not share her own anticipation—and it was seldom that communion between them failed. “When will we be there, Mama, tell when?” She plucked at her mother’s velvet cloak.


  “Soon,” said Anne Fones. “You must have patience, Bess.”


  Elizabeth sighed and turned to her sister Martha for response. But Martha sat very straight on the other side of their mother, clutching the bunch of primroses they had picked earlier. She looked frightened, her eyes were fixed on the carter’s broad sweaty back, she was chewing her lips. But then Martha was only six and frightened more often than not. Sammy, of course, did not count, he was nothing but a swaddled lump on their mother’s lap, sucking greedily at the breast beneath the concealing cloak. And Father? She peered around the carter on the front seat to look at Thomas Fones. He was jogging on ahead and having some difficulty managing the horse they had picked up in Chelmsford. Father hardly ever rode and didn’t like it. He was a Londoner and hated the country; besides he had pains in his joints. Pains were part of Father. Elizabeth was used to running upstairs from the kitchen with fresh coals for the warming pan, or up from their apothecary shop with a jar of leeches to suck blood from an aching knee or gouty toe.


  “Ah, there’s something flying by. I want it!” cried Elizabeth, distracted by a swift rush of desire for a tiny yellow shape that danced above the hawthorn hedge like a fairy. “Perhaps it is a fairy!” she added, catching her breath. Elizabeth’s nurse had come from this part of Suffolk, and had seen many fairies.


  Anne Fones put a firm hand on her child’s shoulder as Elizabeth started to jump from the wagon. “Sit still, Bess,” said the mother quietly. “ ‘Tis only a common brimstone butterfly. You’ll see many more in the country.”


  Elizabeth subsided while she watched the ruby-spotted golden wings flitting off so free and airy into the gloaming, then some disturbing echo from her mother’s voice reached her. She looked up and said with wonder, “Are you weeping? There’s tears on your cheeks.”


  Anne Fones bent her head quickly. “My heart is full because I’m coming home, Bess. These are Winthrop fields, and that wood there is where I used to play when I was seven years old like you. In a moment you’ll see the pinnacles on Groton church, and behind them the chimneys of the Manor.”


  “Where?” cried Elizabeth. “Where?” She peered towards the skyline of elms. “Oh, why does this old nag walk so slow!”


  But Martha shrank against her mother, and whispered, “I don’t want to get there—I’m afraid …”


  “Afraid of what?” cried Elizabeth impatiently. “It’ll be rare sport with all our cousins to play with, and the ponies, calves, lambs, and dogs. Isn’t it so, Mother?”


  “No doubt,” said Anne gently, feeling Martha stiffen. Martha ever shrank from new experience as much as Elizabeth exulted in it. May God bless and guide both of them in the years to come, since I think I shall not be here to help them. Anne felt the baby tugging angrily at her breast. The milk was lessening each day, though Sammy was but three months old. That might be because of the cough that wracked her at night, and the distaste for food which had come upon her of late. But it might be—aye. There was no use hiding from or rebelling against the Will of God which had certainly sent into her womb yet another tiny soul. Was it sin to exhort God that this new baby might live, as three had not? Dorothy, she thought—her first. Born right here at Groton, she had been found dead in her cradle after their return to London. And little John and Anne—God had taken them back too, almost at once. His Will was inscrutable, and must not be questioned. There came into her mind a blasphemous comparison. A husband’s will was inscrutable too, and obedience to it was dreary hard at times. She glanced at the meagre figure plodding ahead on the Chelmsford horse, at the wide beaver, hat flopping over the hunched shoulders. A sickly man in middle life who loved her in his fashion, and yet would not contain his lust and forbear a few weeks longer—as she had implored.


  “Mother, is it Groton Manor there?” cried Elizabeth, grabbing Anne’s arm. Anne looked towards the four high chimneys twisted like barley sugar, saw the many gables, the oak beams of the half-timbering stoutly brown amidst the cream plaster walls. “Yes, dear.”


  “It’s large,” cried Elizabeth. “And grand, fine as the Lord Mayor of London’s Manse!”


  “No,” Anne shook her head, ever watchful to curb Bess’s exaggerations, “but it is a fair manor house.” It had been built way back in 1558, the first year of the good old Queen’s reign. It was partially constructed with bricks and stones from a little priory which had belonged to Bury St. Edmunds and once flourished here, before King Harry had seen the wickedness of papacy and decreed the Dissolution. Anne’s grandfather, Adam Winthrop, had been a wealthy Suffolk clothier at Lavenham but he had by no means confined his talents to the country since he had risen to be Master of the Cloth-workers’ Guild in London. And like many another he had felt the need to celebrate his successes by joining the gentry. This was easily accomplished by means of a coat of arms awarded by the Royal College of Heralds and a manor grant bought from the King. The Winthrops were henceforth esquires and Lords of Groton Manor. To this position Anne had been born, and had not escaped pangs when she exchanged it for that of a London apothecary’s wife, and had gone to live in a cramped town house above the shop in the Old Bailey. But Thomas Fones had been handsome enough eleven years ago, and he was well educated and prosperous; moreover, the eldest of three daughters must not be laggard in accepting her father’s arrangement for any suitable marriage.


  They entered the drive between two stone gateposts bearing the Winthrop arms. The carter’s whip flicked the horse, Thomas Fones’s mare whinnied greeting towards the stables and jumped forward, nearly unseating him. At once a half-dozen dogs rushed towards them barking furiously, the great front door swung open, and two boys tumbled through, calling welcome.


  “Lord, Lord, what a hurly-burly!” cried Elizabeth with satisfaction.


  “Bess!” said her mother nervously. “You must guard your tongue; we’ve taught you not to take the name of God in vain, and especially not here. Your grandmother and your Uncle John would be angry.”


  Bess, waving with abandon to her cousins, scarcely heeded the rebuke, though one part of it penetrated. She was afraid of Uncle John, who had stayed with them in London and once given her a severe lecture on her sins.


  At her mother’s nod of permission she jumped off the wagon and ran towards the boys. Jack rushed to meet her and the cousins exchanged a hearty kiss. She would have kissed Harry too but he ducked and said, “Let me be, your face is dirty—hug him instead”—and thrust a woolly ball of mastiff puppy at her. Elizabeth willingly complied. Harry was always teasing, his two visits to London had taught her that, and she preferred kissing the puppy. She loved Jack better anyway, he was merry and kind and always seemed to like her. They went into the huge firelit hall to be greeted by the rest of the family and there was a lot more kissing; an irksome interlude for Elizabeth and a terrifying ordeal for Martha, who clung to her mother and choked back tears.


  Kisses of welcome and departure were ritual. The men kissed each other gravely on the cheek, the women were nearly as ceremonious, the Winthrops each said solemnly as they kissed, “God be praised for your safe journey here,” to which Anne and Thomas Fones replied, “God be praised that we find you all in health.”


  “Except Forth and Mary,” said Mistress Winthrop, the grandmother. “They are sorely ill with the measles, but will no doubt mend in God’s own time. Anne, cleanse yourself and your children, you have your old room, then descend for prayers before we sup.”


  “Yes, Mother,” said Anne Fones, curtseying, and the years she had been away melted to nothing. Her mother was as erect, assured, and sharp-eyed as ever. Her pointed chin rested upon a ruff so starched and glossy white that it dazzled. Her cap and apron were edged with the finest pillow lace. Her gown of dove-grey silk rustled as it always had from the brisk motions of her body. In her father too there was little change, thought Anne, deeply comforted. Adam was stouter perhaps, his cheeks and nose redder from the tiny broken veins, his vigorous curls greyer, but as he stood by the fire, legs wide-spread, warming his back and beaming at her, he looked as he always had—the contented English squire and patriarch.


  Anne’s two sisters were present too. Jane Gostlin, with her new husband, had driven over from their home for the welcoming, and sixteen-year-old Lucy; but having greeted them, Anne lost no time in obeying her mother, which meant retrieving Elizabeth who had already run out to the entrancing dog- and horse-filled courtyard with the boys. As Anne passed again through the hall with the mutinous Elizabeth in tow, she asked of Mistress Winthrop the question which had been fretting her.


  “Where is Brother John, my mother? Does he not mean to greet us too?”


  Mistress Winthrop frowned down at Elizabeth. “You are too lax with that child, Anne, I can see she wants chastisement.” The old woman added in a lower voice, “John is in his closet, wrestling with his soul and the weakness of the flesh. He fasts much and groans and prays. He has been thus since the affliction God sent him in December.”


  Anne nodded slowly, then motioned Elizabeth to pick up a candle. With Sam in her arms, she led her two little daughters upstairs. Elizabeth, carefully holding the lighted candle, said nothing as they went down a dark twisting passage to another wing and entered a richly furnished bedroom, where a little maid in a mobcap was poking at the fire. The child even, with unusual restraint, waited until the maid had gone, and Anne had put the sleeping baby on the great four-poster bed, before saying, “Why does Uncle John groan and pray, Mother? What affliction did God send him?”


  Anne did not answer, while she poured hot water from the copper kettle the maid had left by the fire and began to wash Martha’s pallid face.


  At last she said, “Your Uncle John’s young wife died in childbed, Bess, last winter.”


  Elizabeth frowned. “I thought my cousins’ mother went to heaven long ago.”


  “That was the first one,” said Anne, startled as she often was when her feather-brained child showed awareness of mature concerns. “The mother of young John and Harry and Forth and Mary died two years back, not”—she added in spite of herself—“so very long ago.”


  Two wives dead, Anne thought—Mary and Thomasine, and John himself just twenty-nine. Soon there will be another wife, no matter how much he is groaning and praying now. How soon? And when my own time comes—she looked at her two little girls and the baby on the bed. How soon will Thomas find a new mother for these? She shut her eyes, then walked to the window. Martha curled up on the brocaded counterpane with the baby and fell instantly asleep. But Elizabeth followed her mother and pressed in beside her at the leaded casement. “There’s the moon,” said the child softly. “It looks nearer than in London. I can see the man in it with his lantern and his dog.”


  “Can you, Bess?” Anne put her arm around Elizabeth. “So could I once, and from this very window.”


  “Sing the ‘Man in the Moon’, Mother—sing it, I pray you.” Anne smiled and sang in a low breathy voice:


  “The man in the moon came down too soon and


      asked the way to Norwich.


  He went by the south and burnt his mouth


      with eating of cold pease porridge.”


  Elizabeth gurgled. “Such a silly man, but perhaps on the moon—” She stopped because her mother had gone into a paroxysm of coughing. Elizabeth was not disturbed, Mother always coughed a lot, but she did hope it would not wake Martha or the baby; it was seldom she had her mother all to herself. The younger children did not wake, but Elizabeth’s moment passed anyway, for Thomas Fones flung open the door saying, “Come, come, wife, what’s keeping you, your family waits below.” His scraggy eyebrows drew together and he added with a blend of irritation and concern, “Where’s the hoarbound potion I made you for that cough, why don’t you take it?”


  Anne sank on to the bed and motioned towards the travelling coffer. Thomas took out a flask, poured some drops into a cup and gave it to her. “There’s damp in this house,” he said peevishly. “I feel it. See that these maids warm the bed properly. I dislike very much sleeping away from home, I shall suffer for it. Had it not been that you implored me——”


  “The country may do you good, Thomas,” said Anne faintly, “and it does give me pleasure—to be here once more …”


  “Well,” he said with an anxious smile, not devoid of tenderness, “since we are here—but hurry. The Winthrops do not like to be kept waiting, especially your brother, John. He has come down and will lead the evening prayers.”


  Is Father afraid of Uncle John too? thought Elizabeth, startled.


  The Winthrop family were gathered in the low-ceilinged parlour next the Hall. It was a room they used for the normal routine of living, and it was beautiful; richly panelled with linen-fold, and a great fire crackling beneath the carved plaster mantel. Elizabeth, kneeling beside her mother and father, and trying hard to keep awake, stared around the room while Uncle John’s voice went on and on. He had been intoning a psalm when the Fones family crept in. He had turned his long haggard face towards them and given them a grave bow, and paused until they were kneeling on the bright Turkey rug with the others, and then he had continued. He was dressed in mourning black for his wife, of course, with a small prickly-looking ruff around his neck. His wavy hair fell down to the ruff; it was the colour of a chestnut, so were his moustache and small pointed beard. His eyes were light and not really unkind, Elizabeth thought, but they didn’t look as though there’d ever be a twinkle in them; though Grandfather’s did, and Jack’s. Her own gaze blurred, while Uncle John’s voice droned on. She began to nod and felt her mother’s hand give a warning shake.


  Elizabeth blushed, anxious not to show herself a sleepy baby before Jack and Harry, who knelt perfectly still on the other side of the room near the servants. But there were never long prayers and psalms like this at home. They had to be endured only in church on Sundays, and there in London at their parish church of St. Sepulchre’s the service was all read out of the prayer book. You knew when it would end.


  Elizabeth’s knees began to throb, her empty stomach growled. All at once her nose tickled unmercifully. She made no effort to restrain the result—a vociferous and lusty sneeze. This pleasing sensation repeated itself at once and more loudly. Young Lucy Winthrop knelt in front of Elizabeth and the sneeze sprayed her bare back. She turned and glared at her niece, while Uncle John stopped in the middle of an “And furthermore, Dear Lord, we beseech …” to rest his sombre gaze on Elizabeth.


  “No child is too young to observe proper decorum and reverence in the Presence of the Lord,” he said and shifted his eyes towards Harry who had dissolved into hiccuping giggles. “Henry, you will leave the room—Anne and Thomas, you must take measures as to the conduct of your own child.”


  “Oh, well-a-day, my son,” interrupted Adam Winthrop suddenly from his chair of privilege by the fire. “Be not so harsh, a sneeze or two is no great matter, and in the truth though you pray eloquently—‘pie et eloquenter orabis’—” The old man paused, suddenly smiling, to savour the little Latin tag. “None the less, to everything there is a season and a time for every purpose. Now our visitors are weary, and it is the time for food.”


  Elizabeth looked at her grandfather with gratitude, marvelling that even he dared rebuke his awesome son, who had flushed, and drawn his breath in. She was the more amazed that after a moment her Uncle John answered humbly, “Aye, sir—you are right. The devil ever lures me by new guises, and it may be now by unworthy pride in my own eloquence.” He bowed his head and clasping his hands again added, “We will now say all together—‘Lighten our darkness, we beseech thee, O Lord; and by thy great mercy defend us from all perils and dangers of this night; for the love of thine only Son, our Saviour, Jesus Christ. Amen.”


  The ordeal was over; Elizabeth escaped further scolding, though when they did go to the supper table she was too tired to enjoy the custards for which she had longed. The candles danced before Elizabeth’s heavy eyes. In her heart was a confused rebellion, but even through this and her weariness, her natural optimism remained. Though the joys of Groton Manor were dampened tonight by a disapproving atmosphere to which she was unaccustomed, and by the boredom of those interminable prayers, surely everything would be all right tomorrow. She would be very, very good, and besides there was always Jack. She looked at him where he sat across the table—a stocky dark boy of eleven, quietly munching his rabbit pasty, silent as children were expected to be. Still, from the alert cock to his head you could tell he was listening to the conversation between his father and grandfather. Jack did not talk much, but he always knew what was going on around him. He proved it now, as he felt Elizabeth’s stare. He met her eyes across the table, smiled and gave her a small heartening wink.


   


  Elizabeth’s optimism was justified by reason of two unexpected circumstances, and the ensuing summer weeks flowed along happily. The children romped together in pasture and farmyard, they raced on shaggy ponies, they sailed chips amidst protesting ducks on the pond, they wandered the nearby woods and stuffed themselves with wild strawberries. They explored all the fascinating features of the Manor lands; the mill with its big slowly turning sails, the little heath where Harry had once found some Roman coins, the ruins of a castle haunted by a headless lady in grey. The miller’s children said so, and that you could hear the lady moaning on nights of the new moon. Elizabeth was eager to creep out of the Manor House and try to hear the moans, but Jack said no. It would not be a seemly thing to do.


  It was not only because his elders trusted Jack to care for the younger children that they all had so much freedom in those early summer weeks of 1617, but that the day after the Foneses’ arrival John Winthrop had been summoned to London on business connected with his first wife’s estate, and he took Thomas Fones back with him, to the apothecary’s flattered relief. And as it happened, the morning after the departure of the two men, Mistress Winthrop slipped on the stairs and went to bed with a cracked ankle. Groton, freed from the pious restraint of mother and son and the atmosphere of discontented ill-health diffused by Thomas, burst forth into gaiety. Prayers were short and sometimes forgotten, a good deal more wine than usual was consumed. After supper, of nights, Adam would take out his recorder and, tootling merrily, urge all the young people to sing the jolly catches and rounds of his Elizabethan boyhood. One day he sent word to the village that he would require musicians. He summoned Betts the thatcher who played the fiddle, and told him to bring others with him, a piper and a drummer at least. Groton Manor would have dancing that night. At dinner Adam added an extra flagon of stout to his usual cups of wine, his brown eyes sparkled as bright as his grandsons’, his cheeks and nose turned mulberry, his white curls quivered, his barrel body shook with joviality as it strained the seams of his old-fashioned bottle-green doublet. The doublet had slashed red sleeves, and was trimmed with ribbons.


  “Aye, daughter,” he said to Anne in response to her startled look when he appeared in this gay garment. “A pox on long faces and I’ll not wear mourning today. ’Tis over a half-year gone since John’s poor wife died, God rest her soul—and what’s more, daughter, we must celebrate today our King Jamie’s birthday, like all loyal Englishmen.”


  Anne smiled, looking at her father with affection. This was the way life used to be at Groton in her girlhood. “Yes,” she said, “I remember how merrily we did celebrate Queen Bess’s birthday long ago—and May Day and Christmastide so blithely—though Thomas does not hold with that … I cannot think it wrong.”


  “Nor I, my dear,” said the old squire. “ ‘Tis your mother and brother John who have come to think so here, but I’ll stick to the old customs long as I live.”


  “Father—Father!” cried Lucy Winthrop, stamping hard on the treadle of her spinning wheel. “You would not still have us follow Papist superstitions, I hope!” Lucy was a thin brown girl of sixteen, stoop-shouldered and high-nosed. She was her mother’s pet, and knew it, and she had listened with pressed lips to the conversation between her father and sister.


  They were sitting in the small panelled parlour, Anne and her father ensconced in the great court chairs on either side of a small crackling fire, for though it was June 19 a chill east wind blew from the sea that linked their Suffolk coast with Holland. The boys had ridden off, as usual in summer, for two hours of Latin tutoring with Mr. Nicholson, the rector. The youngest Winthrops, Forth and Mary, had recovered from the measles and were with their grandmother in the great bedchamber upstairs, reciting the alphabet to her from their hornbooks. Though Mistress Winthrop was still in great pain from her ankle, she yet managed to supervise the education of the motherless young Winthrops. The Fones children already knew their hornbooks, indeed Elizabeth read and wrote quite well, but the grandmother had allotted tasks to the Fones girls too, since Anne seemed to have no ability for systematic discipline.


  Martha had been told to sort wool near her Aunt Lucy, who sat on the window seat spinning. Elizabeth had been presented with a canvas sampler, needle, and silk and commanded to embroider her name and then the alphabet upon it—an occupation she detested. The silk snarled, and broke when she yanked at it, the needle pricked her fingers, the E.L.I.Z. were lumpy little botches. She had almost completely managed to avoid working on the sampler, by crouching over it so that her long dark curls made a shield, and by the further duplicity of hiding the result from inquirers, saying she was going to surprise them with her remarkable progress later. That there would inevitably be a day of exposure did not bother her, something would take care of it, the sampler would get finished—maybe even by Puck, she thought—if she put bread and cream out for him in the kitchen. There were several hobgoblins that did good deeds in the night.


  Elizabeth was often puzzled by her elders’ remarks and she now lifted her head from the sampler and addressed her grandfather. “Why are Papists so wicked, sir? Our King’s mother was a Papist, was she not? The ‘fair and feckless Marie—Queen o’ Scots,’ ” said Elizabeth, quoting a phrase she had heard used in London.


  “Damme, if little pitchers haven’t big ears!” Adam chuckled, and tapped the warm bowl of his clay pipe against his knee. “The Papists are wicked, my dear, because our good Queen, for whom ye’re named, said they were, ’tis not to be questioned … forbye I can remember how it was when I was a wee lad in the time o’ Bloody Mary—the screams and the agonies, and the burning of us Protestants. ’Twas dreadful!”


  Elizabeth considered this with interest. Uncle John owned a Foxe’s Book of Martyrs and she with all the other children had pored over the shivery woodcuts of tortures and burnings. So there were Papists who were bad, and Protestants like her family who were good, only, thought Elizabeth frowning, there seemed to be two kinds of Protestants. There was a kind who had candles and a cross like in the Boxford church and who bowed at the name of Jesus and who kept Saint’s Days and Christmas, as Grandfather did and Mother too. But then there was another kind who hated all those things. Uncle John and Grandmother and Aunt Lucy seemed to be that kind. They had a name that also began with P. “Puh, Puh, Puh—” chanted Elizabeth experimentally under her breath, “Puh, Puh, Papist, Puh, Puh, Protestant, Puh, Puh, Puritan… .”


  “What’s that you’re saying, you naughty child!” cried Lucy, scowling at the culprit. “Anne, did you hear what she said?”


  Anne sighed, and eased to the other arm the heavy baby who had finished suckling. “Bess is forever making up little songs, it does no harm.”


  “That word she used, ‘Puritan’,” snapped Lucy. “What do you mean by it, Elizabeth?”


  The child stared at her aunt, startled at this vehemence. “Old Giles, the Thetford tinker, last week when he was here at the Manor, he was laughing with the maids, and I heard him say …” Elizabeth paused, then went on in a deep voice that passably imitated a thick Norfolk accent, “ ‘The Winthrops has altered o’ late, that they have! Turned Puritan I hear, leastwise young squire has, there’s a mort o’ them canting, psalm-whining Puritans about these parts nowadays!’ ”


  “Bess!” cried Anne, shocked. “You mustn’t listen to or repeat things you don’t understand!” She bit her lips, wondering suddenly if she herself quite understood. “Puritan” was an insulting epithet, never used kindly, and yet was that not precisely what John and so many others in the eastern counties were trying to do? “Purify” their beloved church of its more venal bishops and of the Roman idolatries, so as to rely only on the Word of God for all their worship—as put forth in the Bible, and in no other place.


  Lucy twitched her shoulders and returned to her spinning. “You see,” she said, “what comes of letting children roam about unhindered, to learn foul words … and if you will permit me, Father,” she glanced at Adam, who was watching his two daughters quizzically, “my conscience bids me say that all this wine-bibbing, and talk of dancing and romping much disturbs my mother on her bed of pain, and will certainly displease my brother when he returns home.”


  “Indeed,” said Adam, puffing Virginia tobacco smoke through his nostrils. He crossed his plump black velvet thighs. “Well, my conscience bids me say, miss—that I am still master here at Groton, that I understand my son quite as well as you do, and that no chit of sixteen has leave to censure her elders!”


  Lucy flushed crimson, Elizabeth’s eyes sparkled, but Martha, frightened as always by any sort of adult anger, let fall the piles of wool and ran to hide her face on her mother’s lap.


  Anne smoothed the silky brown head. What a fuss about nothing, she thought; surely it is the Will of God that we should all be happy, and knew at once what a foolish spineless thought that was. John, and Mr. Nicholson, the Groton rector, said that was not the Will of God at all. He wanted them to mortify the flesh, and earn salvation. If I were not so weary, Anne thought, I could worry more about my own and the babies’ souls. And the new one … dear God, don’t let it die—or me—when it is born …


   


  Adam held his revelry that night in honour of the King, and it was to be—by reason of a guest who came to Groton—an occasion which affected all their lives. The old squire had sent his undergroom with invitations to several of the neighbouring big houses, and was particularly gratified by the unexpected acceptance of Lord and Lady deVere who were temporarily in residence at their country seat near Hadleigh and were kin to the Earl of Oxford. No one so exalted had ever honoured Groton Manor before. Even Mistress Winthrop was pleased when she heard of this, and made arrangements to have herself carried downstairs. Although Lord deVere was a worldly peer, and spent much time at court where it was well known that matters of strict decorum and religious reform were not as important as they should be, still he was a Baron, and it was impossible not to feel flattered by his graciousness. True, Adam was a generation removed from the Suffolk clothier who had become first squire of Groton Manor, yet Mistress Winthrop herself could claim no aristocratic tinge at all. She had been plain Anne Brown of Edwardstone, a yeoman’s daughter. She ordered her best dress of black brocaded velvet to be brought from its chest and pressed, and by six o’clock she was downstairs and installed in the Great Hall with her injured ankle propped on a footstool. She wore her four gold rings, and even carried a small painted fan that had some French writing on it, “L’amour se trouve aux fleurs, dans la beauté de ses cœurs.”


  Anne, waiting as they all were for the first guests to arrive, watched her mother with amusement, knowing that when the deVeres came, the old lady would find opportunity to read out the motto on the fan. She was proud of her French, which she had learned from a Belgian lacemaker who had settled in the village of Edwardstone.


  “Now ye look like yourself again, daughter,” said Adam, coming up to Anne and pinching her cheek. “Like my pretty lass that was the fairest bride in Suffolk when she wed …” He lowered his voice. “I didn’t give ye to a bad husband, did I, darling?” he said anxiously. “Thomas Fones is good to you?”


  “Oh yes, Father … He’s a fine man …”


  Adam nodded, satisfied at once, unwilling to have any disquiet spoil the satisfaction of his party. His family, dressed as richly as any gentry in the land, affirmed his prosperity, as did this great room glowing with tapestries, lit by a hundred candles, and the carved oak table with its bulbous legs, its beeswaxed board loaded already with punch bowls and cold pasties and flagons of nut-brown ale, while the servants scurried back and forth to the kitchen for fresh supplies. Four musicians were waiting too by the screen that led to the parlour—the fiddler, a gittern player, a piper, and a little drummer. Lucy was even prepared to play on the virginals, if the deVeres were inclined for singing. Nobody could deem the entertainment niggardly.


  “That’s a fair little wench you’ve got there, Anne,” said the old man, his complacent eye suddenly caught by Elizabeth, who was sitting sedately as near the fascinating drummer as she could get, and whispering to Jack. The younger children had been put to bed, and Elizabeth was very conscious of privilege and of her rustling green taffeta dress, edged with silver lace exactly like her mother’s. “ ‘Tis a pity she has the Winthrop nose,” the grandfather added, “a mite long for a girl—my old grandame always used to say the Devil tweaked the first Winthrop’s nose in passing one black night—but wi’ that mass o’ hair and those big eyes and cheeks like a blaze o’ poppies, she’ll win many a lad’s heart some day.”


  Anne smiled. “Bess loves Jack, child though she is.” She broke off. “Look at Harry!”


  Young Henry had been taking copious samples from the punch bowl, and was quite tipsy. He was also intoxicated by the occasion, and by a desire to impress Bess who was being dignified and as priggish as Aunt Lucy. Acting on wild impulse Harry had seized a handful of walnuts from the table and, swarming up the fireplace like a monkey, perched on the mantel, six feet above the hearth. There he crouched, teetering on the narrow ledge, his long bright curls too near the candles, and began to pelt his brother and Elizabeth with the nuts.


  “Come down, sir—” shouted Adam, striding down the Hall. “Come down at once!” Harry, whose hair was beginning to singe, and who had begun to feel giddy, would have obeyed but the drop looked formidable from the top, and he swayed uncertainly.


  “He’ll fall …!” Lucy shrilled. But he did not. Jack acted with the speed and instant comprehension which were to be his all his life, and before their grandfather got there, he had pulled a stool to the hearth, got up on it and scooped his younger brother down. “You dunce,” he said good-humouredly, yet with an exasperation which was nearly adult. “Why do you always have to play the fool?”


  Harry flushed, muttered something and glared at Elizabeth whom he obscurely blamed for all this. Adam strode up and dealt his grandson a resounding box on the ear, and there would have been other punishment except for the pounding of the great bronze door-knocker. The Waldegraves had arrived. Adam immediately forgot his grandson, who vanished to spend the next hour in the pantry sulkily fliching comfits from the pastry table whenever the cook’s back was turned.


  Fortunately—since the food and wine could not be touched nor the musicians play until they came—Lord and Lady deVere were not tardy. They arrived in one of the new German coaches drawn by four horses, and their entrance into Groton Park was announced by a bugle strain from the outrider.


  The noble couple swept into the hall on a wave of musk and magnificence, dispensing gracious smiles and nods. Mistress Winthrop murmured apology for her condition while Anne and Lucy curtseyed low. Elizabeth, though nobody saw her, curtseyed too, and stared in admiration. She had seen fine folk pass on the London streets, but never near like this. The deVeres were a blaze of lace and gold and jewels. The Baron’s doublet was brocaded with roses, his hose were blue, there were red rosettes on his silver shoes, his long curled hair and pointed beard glistened above the wired Valenciennes collar. The Baroness wore one of the enormous new-style farthingales Queen Anne had introduced; it stood out around her hips like a silk tent. Her greased hair was swept up high over pads and studded with sham jewels. The neck of her pointed bodice was cut so low you could see a little bit of her stomach between her breasts. Elizabeth thought that interesting, and she noted too that the lady did not seem very clean. There were shadows in the creases of her neck, a large stain of what looked like wine on the embroidered skirt; a strong smell of sweat mingled with the musk, and the heavily beringed hand had black fingernails. It must be that she was so rich and grand she did not have to wash, thought Elizabeth enviously.


  So entranced was Elizabeth by the de Veres that for a while she did not notice they had brought people with them, two ladies and a gentleman. These weren’t nearly as impressive. The younger lady wore red silk edged with gold lace, and had some little pearls around her neck, yet she was somewhat dowdy. She was dark and plump and had a motherly air, like the Winthrops’ little spaniel bitch, Trudy.


  Jack, as the elder grandson and eventual heir to Groton Manor, had been taken around and introduced to all these people, but being now dismissed, he came back to Elizabeth, who greeted him eagerly. “Who’s them?” she whispered, “that came with the lord … I like the red one, she looks like Trudy.”


  Jack’s brown eyes crinkled. “Mayhap she does! ’Tis a Mistress Margaret Tyndal, and her brother, Arthur, and their mother, Lady Tyndal. They’ve come with the deVeres from Essex near Castle Hedingham where the Earl of Oxford lives.”


  “Are these Tyndals noble too?” asked Elizabeth, thinking how gloriously she could boast to her friend the goldsmith’s daughter when she got back to London.


  “No,” said Jack. “Lady Tyndal’s husband was a knight, a Master of Chancery … He was murdered last year by a madman.”


  “Oh,” breathed Elizabeth, staring with all her eyes at Margaret Tyndal, who didn’t look at all like someone whose father had been murdered.


  Healths were drunk to King James and his Queen, and to their children: Charles, the Prince of Wales, and Elizabeth, the Queen of Bohemia. The Baron praised the Winthrop malmsey, and after several cupfuls proceeded to tell an exceedingly coarse story. It was about his Sovereign, and two pretty Scottish lads. Mistress Winthrop did not hear the anecdote; Lucy, the children and most of the neighbours did not understand it, but Anne, who lived in London, blushed, while Adam roared out between dismay and laughter, “Damme, my lord—d’ye mean our King must have his catamites? … I’d thought him a roystering, full-blooded wencher!”


  “Ah, that’s as may be,” answered the Baron smiling, but with a shade of reserve to indicate that this country squire could scarcely be supposed to know what occurred at court. “What of the dancing, now?” went on deVere. “Let’s see how Groton music sounds …” His pale eyes roved over the assembled women and lit on Anne. “Mistress Fones shall dance with me. I’ll teach her the latest galliard.”


  Anne’s heart sank. The wine she had drunk no longer sustained her, an aching tiredness flowed through her bones, but there could be no refusal. She accepted the Baron’s moist hand, followed his high prancing steps as best she could and tried to avoid both his foul breath and the amorous looks he bestowed on her. Adam danced with the Baroness, the rest of the company paired off; the fiddler squeaked, the gittern plinked, the piper tootled, and the village drummer, much awed by the grandeur of the occasion, timidly thumped his tabour when he thought of it.


  Nobody noticed the great door open, nor saw the tall man in black who stopped in astonishment to stare at the gyrating couples. He watched them for a moment, then walked across the end of the room to Mistress Winthrop’s chair. “For the love of heaven, my mother—what is the meaning of this?” he said in her ear as he kissed her cheek.


  The old lady had been dozing. “Mercy, what a startle! Why, John, son, your letter said—we didn’t look for you till Thursday … ’tis the King’s birthday we celebrate, your father did wish it … and imagine, the deVeres have actually honoured us!”


  “So I see,” said John Winthrop. “And I have a very good notion as to why.” He had been hearing of deVere in London. The Baron was out of favour at court, had run up huge gambling debts, there was talk of bankruptcy. The favour and indeed more tangible help of a prosperous neighbour might well be useful. Still it was agreeable to be on equal footing with a nobleman. John withdrew behind his mother’s big chair and gazed thoughtfully at the dancers.


  On all this trip to London John had been wrestling with his soul, endeavouring to follow the rigid course of discipline he had laid out for himself. He had avoided all drink but water, he had eschewed smoking of which he had been overly fond. He had read nothing but the Scriptures, spoken no ungodly word. He had kept the Sabbaths with careful piety and found a nonconformist church where the minister bravely ignored the ceremonies ordained by the bishops. Above all John had resisted the lewdness of the flesh which had bedevilled him since his wife’s death, and there had been a moment of hideous temptation one night on the Chepe—a beautiful Spanish whore. God had rewarded him. Every business matter had been decided in his favour, the final settlement of his first wife’s estate had been made. He had returned home with his money-bag far heavier than when he started. But his mood was lighter. A month ago this frivolous scene would have disgusted him, he would have felt it his duty to remonstrate with his father. But now as he watched the bright couples change from the galliard to a livelier hay and listened to the cheerful music he began to wonder if extreme asceticism were not another of the Devil’s guises for Pride, for somewhere on the journey home the certainty of righteousness had vanished. And it is true, he thought, that David saw no harm in dancing and that Our Blessed Lord smiled on the feast at Cana. “Who is that young gentleman in red?” he suddenly asked his mother. “The one dancing with Edward Waldegrave.”


  Mrs. Winthrop squinted towards a group near the door and said, “Oh, ’tis Margaret Tyndal, a spinster. Her brother, Arthur, is yonder by the stairs, and there is her mother, Lady Tyndal, dancing—and at her age I find it unbecoming—with your father.”


  “Indeed,” said John, “not the family of Sir John Tyndal who was cut off in London by the mad assassin last year?”


  “The very one,” said his mother. “They have large property at Much Maplested in Essex. I hear that the young gentlewoman is well dowered.”


  John said nothing for a moment, as he watched Margaret. He though her somewhat short and dumpy and saw that she was unskilled at dancing, but the round face between the bobbing brown ringlets was comely enough, and as she answered something said to her by young Waldegrave she showed a singularly sweet smile. “She seems not far from thirty,” he remarked. “Strange that she has not married … perhaps some physical weakness we see not… .”


  His mother shot him a shrewd look. “I believe it’s nothing of the kind. I had some converse earlier with Lady Tyndal. Mistress Margaret has been betrothed but the man died, and then this tragedy to her father, and besides I believe the brother is most proud, wishes a great match for his sister.”


  John listened with the grave attention which was characteristic of him but said no more except, “She has rather a sensible air, though I cannot say as much for her scarlet and gold dress, uncommon garish for a God-fearing maiden.” The music and dancing stopped suddenly. John walked to the centre of the Hall and greeted his father, who let out a roar of delight and embraced him heartily. “Welcome, welcome, my son! A splendid surprise! We have company, you see, to honour the King’s birthday. My Lord and Lady deVere are here, and with them the Tyndals. Let me present you at once.”


  “It will give me much pleasure,” said John and he smiled.


  His sisters watched him with astonishment. Lucy, whom John had often urged to beware of the world, had been ready to deny all pleasure in this festivity, and point out that she was but obeying their father’s regrettable orders, but she saw that this denial would not be necessary. John showed no signs of disapproval and was chatting easily with the deVeres and Tyndals. He fetched a cup of wine and presented it to Mistress Margaret, and he even drank some himself, which further amazed Lucy since he had been for some months denouncing wine as the Devil’s spittle. Anne saw deeper into her brother. From childhood he had been prone to sudden variations of mood, but it was the time he had spent at Trinity College in Cambridge and met many gentlemen under Puritan influence which had given these moods so strong a religious tinge. That and the deaths of his two wives, of course, thought Anne sighing. Suddenly she looked at her brother and Mistress Tyndal with sharp attention.


  Margaret and John had seated themselves on a cushioned bench, and they were talking gravely. The gravity did not preclude another element no discerning woman could have missed. John’s long, rather harsh face showed an unmistakable desire to please, while about Margaret there was a suggestion of coquetry. Her plump cheeks were pink, her fingers twisted a little scented pomander she wore at her girdle and her round bosom beneath the scarlet taffeta rose and fell more rapidly than recovery from the dancing would explain.


  “Is it possible?” Anne murmured … “so soon and so quickly …?” And knew that it was. John had not loved Mary Forth, his first wife, whom he had married at seventeen, and who had been some years older, but for little Thomasine Clopton, his second, he had shown affection and grief. Had felt them too, she knew—John was no hypocrite. It was simply the practical way of men, she thought bitterly. A wife is needed—as house directress, as mother to the children, as purveyor of yet more land and property, as … ah yes, as the fulfiller of one role above all. She looked at the sensual red curves of John’s mouth between the russet moustache and beard, at the thin flare of his nostrils. It is better to marry than to burn, she thought, and how willingly John would again follow that woman-despising apostle’s advice.


  “Mistress Fones,” said a thick voice beside her. “Will you pledge me in a cup of wine?” She started and looked up at Lord deVere, who stood in front of her, swaying a little. “Come, sweetheart, why so dismal?” he added, putting his thick sweating hand on her neck. “Will you show me the Manor gallery? I’ve heard you have a portrait by King Harry’s painter fellow, Holbein.”


  “I beg you will forgive me, my lord,” said Anne, moving back. “I’ve not been well. I’m mortal weary.”


  DeVere’s eyes narrowed, a glint came into them. “Mealy-mouthed little rustic,” he said below his breath. He turned on his silver heel and stalked away to Adam whom he approached with a smile. “Well, sir, what say you to the gaming table? At court now they are hot for ‘Trump’. Have you the cards? If not, my lackey will have brought a deck.”


  Adam’s ruddy face puckered with dismay; hospitable and merry he might be, and also desirous of pleasing his noble guest, but he could not countenance gaming in his home. A wager now and then perhaps, or even a throw of the dice, but not cards which were a dissolute foreign invention. He was saved from refusing by the Baroness, who called imperiously, “ ‘Tis late, my lord, and we have far to drive, we must take our leave.”


  The Baron was not easy to persuade, for he had planned upon recouping some of his London losses from these simple folk, but his wife had grasped the situation and knew that future favours were dependent on tact at present. The deVeres and Tyndals began the round of ceremonious farewells. When Margaret gave her hand to John Winthrop, he pressed it slowly, and said, “Since you stay some days at Hadleigh, may I give myself the pleasure of waiting on you there … tomorrow… .?”


  Margaret looked up into the intent eyes, then lowered her own. A pulse began to beat in her full throat, she withdrew her hand. “Why, I don’t know, sir—it seems hardly—”


  “I beg of you, Mistress Margaret. I have found it so agreeable to converse with you, a pleasure I dared hope you shared.” He had a warm vibrant voice and Margaret was quite experienced enough to recognize sincerity in it, but she was embarrassed that this country squire, this twice-made widower whom she had just met, should give her a sense of excitement. “It is a long ride to Hadleigh …” she began, and stopped, for her brother came up to them impatiently. “Margaret! His Lordship is waiting. Good night to you, sir!” He looked at John coldly. Arther Tyndal was a great bull of a man with an air of importance, and his manner clearly showed that he found John Winthrop negligible.


  Margaret flushed; gentle though she was by nature, a spark of revolt against her brother’s arrogance made her murmur to John as she curtseyed, “As you like, sir,” and her brown eyes smiled a little. She turned abruptly, and nearly fell over Elizabeth whose curiosity about these grand people neither a surfeit of food nor the lateness of the hour had yet sated. “Bless you child!” cried Margaret, “I didn’t see you, did I tread on your toe?”


  Elizabeth nodded solemnly. “It doesn’t matter. I—I wanted to sniff that little ball on your girdle, it smells so sweet.”


  “And so you shall,” said Margaret, holding out her pomander. The child inhaled the odour of sandalwood and violets ecstatically.


  “Bess! You presume!” said her Uncle John, but there was a gratified light in his eye as he watched Margaret give his niece a swift kiss. He had not been wrong in seeing a motherliness in Margaret. She would be kind to stepchildren, and with those broad hips and full breasts she was doubtless a good breeder herself. After the noble party had finally left and the tired Winthrops were all in bed, John stayed up in his private closet, thinking. He glanced at his journal, the Experiencia, which he had been writing before he left for London. Phrases here and there caught his attention.


   


  I purpose by God’s grace to meditate more often upon the certainty and excellency of my everlasting happiness through Christ, and of the vanitye and perill of all world felicity … O Lord crucifie the world unto me, that though I can not avoid to live among the baits and snares of it, yet it may be truely dead unto me and I unto it …


   


  There were a dozen pages of renunciation and repentance covered with his cramped strongly characterized writing, but he pushed the pile of manuscript slowly aside.


  “It is no sin before God,” he said aloud, “to long for a suitable and faithful bedfellow, and if this woman be somewhat frivolous and inclined towards the world, I’ll yet vow she is submissive and will be guided by me.” He smiled, thinking of Margaret’s confusion, her plump cosiness, her soft eyes. I believe I love her already, he thought pleasurably. His first two wives had been well dowered, but they had not also been knights’ daughters. This brought him to a less pleasing thought. Margaret’s family would make objections, Arthur Tyndal’s bearing had been unmistakable.


  But the opposition would be surmounted, he was sure of it. Confidence surged back, as it ever did after a period of heart-smart and misery. God will help me, he thought, if, to be sure, it be His Will. And went to bed.


  For Elizabeth, in after years, those summer months at Groton merged into a vivid memory of two days. One was the glorious feasting and dancing with which they had celebrated King James’s birthday, and the other was the August day of her own great wickedness.


  Elizabeth’s troubles began as soon as she opened her eyes and heard rain hissing down the latticed panes. She crept out of the trundle bed she shared with Martha, now that Thomas Fones had returned from London and occupied the big bed with his wife and the baby. Elizabeth went to the window and cast one despairing look at the grey teeming sky. Jack had promised to take her to the Fair at Boxford today. He and Harry had already slipped over there themselves after lessons with Mr. Nicholson, and Elizabeth’s ardent heart had thumped over descriptions of the Fair’s attractions. There was a dancing bear, and a juggler who could balance a sword on his nose, there were mummers and cock-fights, there were booths that sold gingerbread toys and pink pigs made from marchpane. Jack had said he would give her a penny to buy some. Her mouth watered when she thought of the melting sweet almond taste of those little pigs. She had dreamed of them last night, had seen herself sharing one with Jack while they made a wish. And now it poured. “Rain before seven, clear by eleven,” old Lem, the reeve, had said the other day when the Manor folk were still bringing in the harvest, but it hadn’t cleared then. And it wouldn’t today. She felt it. Elizabeth looked miserably at Martha who still slept, and at the drawn brocade curtains around her parents’ bed. Her father inside there was snoring rhythmically. If he were not there she would have crept in to her mother for comfort.


  Elizabeth mournfully yanked her little linen shift from the stool where she had flung it last night; she pulled it over her head and then her thin blue wool gown. She bothered neither to wash her face nor comb the tangled masses of dark curls. She had an urgent errand in the kitchen, and no idea just how late it was. She slipped out of the bedchamber and down the crooked stone back-stairs into the buttery. It was empty; on the oak counter fresh-baked loaves of bread were neatly ranged for serving, a keg of ale was already dripping at the spigot where someone had drawn off a mug for breakfast, but through the open door into the great kitchen she could see Nannie Podd, the head cook, stirring a pot over the fire. This was bad luck. Podd was a cantankerous old woman, who disliked children and resented intrusion in her domain. Elizabeth edged through the buttery door, holding her breath and praying that the cook would not notice her while she tried to see the spot where she had hidden the sampler and dish last night. She had put them behind the broom by the hearth because that was where the goblin would look, and she had said the charm three times. But the broom had been moved. On the bricks there was no sign of the rolled-up sampler, or of the dish of bread and cream.


  Perhaps Puck had taken them away to finish the work? … She gave a jump, for she felt a sharp pain in her right ear while fingers jerked the lobe, and Lucy’s voice said crossly behind her, “What mischief are you up to now, Bess? What do you here at this hour?”


  “N-nothing,” said Elizabeth, squirming. The cook turned around, her under-lip thrust out, her fat cheeks glistening beneath the mobcap. “Goodmorrow, Mistress Lucy. Oi’ve the sage ready steeped as ye ordered—ah—” she added with malice, catching sight of Elizabeth. “Miss Goody-body! And dew ye be arter that mucky ould bit o’ stitchery Oi found hidden wi’ a bowl of slops behoind me besom, Oi wonder!”


  “What’s that!” cried Lucy, staring at Elizabeth’s scarlet face. “What are you talking about, Cook?” The woman reached up to a cupboard, brought down the crumpled dirty sampler and held it out. Lucy gasped as she looked at the straggling Elizabeth and saw the rest blank. “Oh …” she breathed. “You wicked, lying child! You said it was finished, that you would give it to my mother today!” The girl was genuinely shocked; not even Harry had ever exhibited deceit and disobedience of this magnitude.


  Elizabeth said nothing. She felt some guilt, but stronger yet was despair. She had been so sure that the goblin would help her, and he had not; so sure that she would get to the Fair with Jack and she could not. She had prayed the Lord Jesus for fine weather too. Prayers were not answered, charms failed. There was nothing.


  “Come with me,” said Lucy, breathing hard and grabbing the ear lobe again. “I shall take this straight to your father, and then to my mother, and may God forgive you.”


  A frenzy like the fireworks on Guy Fawkes’ Day suddenly exploded in Elizabeth’s chest. “I don’t care if He does. I hate God!” she shouted.


  She ducked so violently that Lucy lost hold of the ear. The child turned and ran through the buttery, slamming its door in her astounded aunt’s face. She flew through the scullery where a sleepy boy was peeling onions, and past the pantry, which Lucy had that moment unlocked on her way to the kitchen. On the shelf by the door there was a silver dish full of rare dates imported from the Levant, which were Adam’s favourite delicacy. He had once given Elizabeth a taste, and she had liked it almost as well as marchpane. She did not know that she saw the dish as she ran past, or how it came to be clutched in her arms, she had no plan but frantic flight as she darted out into the dripping courtyard across the slippery flags to the stable. She wedged herself between a water barrel and the stable wall as Lucy peered out of the door across the courtyard. The girl was young and active but she had been impeded in the chase by her full silk skirts, and now, seeing no sign of Elizabeth through the sheets of rain, she shut the door and went to rouse the household.


  In the stable a groom whistled as he curried one of the horses. Elizabeth dared not go there for refuge. She peeked gingerly around the side of the barrel and spied the bakehouse. There was a small disused door that led from its loft to the garrets of the main house. The boys had shown it to her, though their elders had long forgotten its existence. She acted again without thought, streaked back across the courtyard and into the bakehouse, which was still warm from the ovens and smelled of recently baked bread. Clutching her dish of dates, Elizabeth climbed the ladder to the loft, opened the low door and entered the great shadowy attic. There were but two tiny cobwebby windows, high up in the gables; near to one was an old black chest carved in the Gothic manner of long ago. Elizabeth sat down on it, shivered, and began to cry.


  She cried for a long time before wiping her eyes on the bedraggled damp skirt of her blue gown. It was then that she consciously saw the dates. Fear trickled down her spine like the drip from her hair. I can’t ever go back, she thought, they’d never forgive me, never. Even Mama. She began to cry again, thinking that one day years from now they would come up here and find her bones heaped on the chest. “Mouldering bones,” the sexton at St. Sepulchre’s always said. She glanced fearfully into the shadows. There was a rusty suit of armour hanging from a peg and a queer helmet a hundred years old that had belonged to a Winthrop. There were piles of dusty chests and a broken spinning wheel, and the looming brick bulk of the great kitchen chimney. The rain pattered on the tiles above her head. I’m so hungry, she thought. Her hand went out of itself and took a date. The sweetness was cloying, she bit down, and her teeth were jarred by the unexpected stone. She spat it out. I wish I was dead already, she thought.


  An eternity dragged by. Then she heard a noise behind her and started in terror. Rats?—or ghosts? She huddled on the chest, her heart thundering in her ears.


  “Bess?” whispered a voice. “Are you there?” A boy came through from the bakehouse loft.


  “Jack!” She gulped and ran to him, flinging herself against him, clinging.


  “Hush,” he said awkwardly, patting her shoulder. “I guessed you might be here. They’re hunting everywhere. Oh, Bessie, what a coil you’ve got yourself into.” His eyes fell on the dates. “So you did take them, Aunt Lucy said you had.”


  “I didn’t mean to. I only ate one, it was nasty. Oh, Jack, we were going to the Fair and it rained—and the charm didn’t work for the sampler, Puck nor Robin Goodfellow nor any goblin came at all.”


  “What a baby you are!” The boy shook his head. “Elves do good deeds sometimes, they don’t help people who should have helped themselves.”


  Elizabeth gave a little whimper and sank back on the chest. Jack had always taken her side before, and now his grave voice sounded like his father; he even looked just like Uncle John, with the twinkle all gone from the sound eyes under high arched brows.


  “You must come down now, Bess,” said the boy more gently. “It’s best to face it and be done with it.”


  “I can’t! I can’t! They’ll kill me!”


  “Fiddle! They’ll but give you a flogging. That’s naught to be very much feared of, I’ve had plenty. Haven’t you?”


  She shook her head. She had been spanked once or twice, and her father had boxed her ears, but Thomas was too sickly and indolent for the corporal punishment of his eldest, and Anne was too gentle. Elizabeth looked at him piteously, wanting always to do as Jack said, and yet afraid. The dark lashes stuck out in spikes around her tear-drenched eyes, eyes called hazel, that were changeable in colour as a brook, gold-flecked brown, mossy green, or black pools as now. Her pink mouth trembled. The vivid rose had drained from her cheeks.


  Jack felt something peculiar stir in his chest as he looked down at the wan, big-eyed child. He had never been embarrassed by the affection between them, he had never thought of it particularly, nor realized that of the many womenfolk of all ages who surrounded him, he was perhaps fondest of this one. He bent suddenly and put his arm around her. “Come, little coz. I’ve always known you brave. D’you remember the day Black Brutus ran away with you? You kept your stirrups and sawed his mouth as well as any horseman in the land.”


  Aye, she had mastered Black Brutus that day, nor known fear, only a wild exultation, but that had been very different. “For you want me to, Jack,” she whispered, and taking his stubby callused hand, she stood up slowly.


   


  Elizabeth’s punishment was worse than anything she had imagined, and the whole family was assembled in the Great Hall to witness it. From the moment of her reappearance downstairs with Jack, she had been received with head shakings and cold stern looks. Some of these looks, like her mother’s, were sorrowful too, but even Anne Fones accepted the family verdict that Satan had somehow got possession of her daughter and must be beaten out of her.


  “It is for your own sake, Bess,” said Anne sadly. “For the sake of your soul, my poor child. Your Uncle John will conduct your chastisement. He has had more experience than your father in such matters, and also your father has a fit of his ague today.” She steeled herself against the fear in Elizabeth’s eyes, and being now in her fifth month of pregnancy, sank heavily to a seat in the circle of benches and chairs which had been arranged in the Hall. It was her mother’s exhortations which had brought Anne to such cool detached speech, but there was no doubt that her own lax discipline had been culpable, and the list of Elizabeth’s crimes truly appalling. The prolonged deceit and lies about the sampler, not to speak of the laziness involved—these were bad, but the subsequent blasphemy against God, and then theft, were beyond any condoning as childish naughtiness.


  John Winthrop stood behind the lectern on which lay Adam’s great new King James Bible open at the thirtieth chapter of Ecclesiasticus. John’s brooding gaze slowly circled the assembled family. His father and mother sat in tall-backed carved chairs, Lucy next to them, Thomas Fones on a cushioned bench, shivering from his ague, rubbing his gouty fingers nervously, but grim-mouthed above the sparse beard. Thomas did not look at his daughter who had disgraced the Foneses, he stared at the thyme-strewed rushes at the base of the high stool where Elizabeth had been perched in the centre of the circle. He heard Anne beside him begin to cry and murmured, “Now, now, wife.” All the children were there in the Hall too, and the younger servants, huddled near the kitchen door. So regrettable a circumstance as this would nonetheless yield profit as an example, and prevent others from wrongdoing. Little Martha crouched beside Anne, and stared with horrified eyes at her sister, but John’s own children were ranged at his right, below the lectern—Jack, Harry, Forth, and Mary, who was but five years old and the only one who did not understand what was taking place.


  John Winthrop cleared his throat, and held up his hand. “We are gathered here in sorrow this morning, for the performance of a distasteful duty. It is one from which I shrink and I pray the Dear Lord to strengthen me.” His voice faltered a moment. It was true that only a clear sense of duty upheld him, and the necessity for correcting wickedness within his own family. John could be angry under direct provocation, his temper was hot, but the deliberate infliction of pain on a girl child distressed him. Moreover, this interruption to his morning’s plans was extremely inconvenient. He had been engaged in writing a decisive love letter to Margaret Tyndal for which the Essex carrier was waiting, he was also due by noon at the Manor Court next the church where his services were required as magistrate. But the salvation of a child through whom ran Winthrop blood must take precedence over all other matters. “Elizabeth,” he said leaning on the lectern and looking sadly at the huddled little bunch on the stool. “Raise your head and tell us the deadly sins of which you have been guilty.”


  Elizabeth swallowed hard. There was an enormous choking lump in her throat, but a numbness had come on her, and a bewilderment. She couldn’t seem to remember exactly what had happened this morning, it had gone misty like a dream. She stared at her uncle and said nothing. There was a long silence.


  “Very well, since you wish to add obduracy to the rest,” said John at last. “I will enumerate for you. You have been disobedient and slothful, first, then you have been mired in deceit and lies. This is wicked enough, but when your deceit was exposed, you most horribly blasphemed against God, you fled from just retribution, and on top of all this—you turned thief! Do you understand that, Elizabeth? Were you older and of the lower classes you would have been put in the stocks, and a letter T branded with a blazing iron on your face.”


  The child gasped. “I only ate one,” she said. “I didn’t mean to take them.”


  John sighed. “I’m glad to see some glimmer of repentance, but you must be brought to the full of it. Listen to God’s express word.” He bent his head and began to read from Ecclesiasticus. “He that loveth his son causeth him oft to feel the rod, that he may have joy of him in the end.” He read on, intoning each verse, “An horse not broken becometh headstrong … Cocker thy child and he shall make thee afraid … Give him no liberty in his youth … wink not at his follies … bow down his neck while he is young, and beat him on the sides while he is a child lest he wax stubborn and disobedient … and so bring sorrow to thine heart.”


  Elizabeth heard nothing, and nothing of the long prayer that followed. I won’t cry out, she thought, I won’t, no matter what he does, not in front of Jack. But she hadn’t guessed where her uncle was going to beat her.


  “Now, Elizabeth, you have heard the word of God and our prayer to him. Lift your skirts and bend yourself over this bench.” John drew a limber hazel stick from behind the lectern.


  “No!” cried the child. “I can’t!” She would have run to her mother, but John seized her and held her pinioned. “It is meet and just that you be shamed. Come, come, Elizabeth—is it necessary to bind you?” He yanked up her gown to expose the small naked buttocks and turned her over the bench. The child suddenly went limp. “There will be one stroke for each of your sins,” said John and slowly raised his arm. The hazel stick swished in the silent room. A fine scarlet line appeared across the pink skin. Anne Fones made a choked sound, and jumping up, quitted the hall, while Martha ran with her. Jack turned his head and looked out the window. Six times the hazel whip flashed through the air and snapped on the flesh. Elizabeth made no sound, no one in the circle made a sound until the last stroke. Then Adam leaned forward and said in a low voice, “I fear the little maid has swooned.”


  John lifted the child’s head. “Not quite,” he said. “Bring wine and a feather. She must finish the chastisement properly that her soul will profit by her correction.”


  They wet the child’s lips with wine. Lucy burned the feather beneath Elizabeth’s nose until she sneezed, and opened her eyes to become conscious of a fierce smarting pain. “Is it over?” she whispered.


  “Yes, child,” said John, gently enough. “Except one thing. You must now kneel and kiss the rod which has saved you from damnation.” He held out the reddened hazel switch. She obeyed mindlessly and brushed her mouth across the stick, but when John said, “Now affirm to us your full contrition and repentance, your determination never again to offend our most loving God,” Elizabeth clapped her hands to her mouth, sweat broke out on her forehead, and leaning over she began to vomit on the rushes.


  “Let her be, my son,” said Adam. “She’ll carry scars from your hazel wand. She’ll repent better now if ye do not force her.”


  “ ‘Tis not what the Bible says, Father,” answered John, frowning. “She must now bear witness to a broken and a contrite heart. This foolish retching is surely but the Devil’s doing.”


  “And I say let her be!” thundered Adam, suddenly angry. “You’ve become overhard and canting of late years. Before God I liked the old ways best when there was more talk of love and merriment and less of the Devil and groanings of sin.”


  The men looked at each other. They had forgotten Elizabeth. A seldom-realized conflict had flared between them. The old man rose and walked over to the lectern, beneath his bushy grey brows his eyes snapped. “Since ye hanker so to quote Scripture, ye might mind ye of the Fifth Commandment!”


  John’s skin darkened and a tremor ran through him. He moistened his lips and spoke with difficulty. “Aye, my father, I do. I wish in nothing to offend you, it is but my zeal to …”


  “Zeal, forsooth! Ye’ve plenty of that!” cried Adam. It cost him something to combat his son whom he deeply admired, and truth to say was sometimes a bit in awe of. The old man reached down and lifted up Elizabeth. “There, there, poppet,” he said, stroking her curls. “Ye’ll be good now, I vow, and ye’ll never forget your correction.”


  Elizabeth looked up at him dully. “I’ll never forget it,” she whispered, and only her grandfather thought that there was something strange, and woefully unchildlike in her manner.


  CHAPTER TWO


  It snowed softly on Christmas Eve in the year of our Lord 1628, which was the fourth year of King Charles the First’s reign, and on Christmas morning a fleece as white and soft as a Cotswold lamb lay over London town. It hid the wooden gables and the red roof tiles, it hid the piles of filth dumped into the narrow cobbled streets. It muffled the rumble of carts, the clop-clop of hooves, the acrid cries of the street vendors, but the church bells clanged out clear as ever above the stilled city. And while Elizabeth in the Fones apothecary shop impatiently pounded snail shells in a mortar, she heard rowdy singing directly outside the shop door on Old Bailey Street.


  “Is it mummers?” she cried, throwing her pestle down on the counter top and rushing to the twinkling-paned, bow-fronted window. It was a group of mummers, disguised merrymakers, standing under the swinging apothecary sign of three fawns painted gold, in apt allusion to the Fones name.


  “Lewd roisterers! I must bid them begone!” said Richard Fitch the apprentice sourly, in the nasal twang of Lincolnshire. “They’ll disturb the master.” He raised his eyes to the smoky, dark-beamed ceiling. Thomas Fones lay above in his chamber, suffering from a violent attack of rheumatics. “Mummers are a bawdy, godless crew,” went on Richard, pulling down the corners of his mouth as he peered through the window beside Elizabeth.


  Elizabeth paid no attention to him. She was laughing at the cavortings on the snowy street. There was a boy dressed as a hobby-horse, and a “green man” with bits of ivy and holly stuck all over him, and another in a shaggy skin who lumbered and shuffled like a dancing bear on a leash held by the Lord of Misrule—a striped jester with cap and bells. “God rest ye merry—” bawled the mummers, “God rest ye merry, all good folk. Let nothing you dismay, for Christ our Saviour is born to us this Christmas Day.”


  “ ‘Tis wanton, God has naught to do wi’ merriment,” said Richard Fitch, drawing back. “Roman blasphemies. They’re all drunk too and in broad daylight—that one,” he pointed with his thumb, “mumming as a bear—’tis Sim Perkins, ’prentice to Mr. Thurlby, the grocer in Ludgate, what a beating he’ll get when ’s master cotches him!” Richard nodded with satisfaction. He was a thin, pimply boy of twenty who had nearly served his time with Thomas Fones, and would soon set up for apothecary on his own. He was much given to psalm-singing, and the reading of his Geneva Bible, and his behaviour was so impeccable that in the five years he had been here he had never been beaten once. “Come, mistress, he said to Elizabeth, as he returned to the tobacco leaves he had been grading and chopping, “you’d best get on wi’ your task or the mithridate’ll never be ready in time for her Ladyship of Carlisle.”


  “Oh Dickon!” cried Elizabeth. “This is Christmas Day! Most London folk don’t work today!”


  “ ‘Tis not the Sabbath—’tis a Thursday,” said Richard sternly. “The Bible says naught anywhere about Christ masses—that’s the Pope’s doing. The Scripture commandment says, ‘Six days shalt thou labour and do all—’ ”


  “I know what it says—” cut in Elizabeth, “but even King Charles himself keeps Christmas, and there’ll be a royal masque today at Whitehall.”


  The apprentice sniffed. “The King has a Papist queen to his bed, and women be like serpents to sting poison in a man unawares.”


  “Oh fiddle-faddle!” snapped Elizabeth, returning to the counter and picking up the pestle. “How would you know? I’ll vow you’ve never had a woman in your bed, be she serpent, dove, or even Bank-side harlot.” She peered at the battered calfskin book which contained her father’s secret prescription for the famous mithridate remedy. Many apothecaries made “mithridates” of their own concocting, but this one was particularly efficacious. It contained forty ingredients: herbs like rue, and more exotic materials, powdered snails, dried mummy, fresh-water pearls, and a piece of lung from a hanged felon.


  Elizabeth read her father’s cramped Latin with ease and duly added a dram of camphor to the mixture in a beaker.


  The apprentice had reddened at her accurate taunt, and he now watched her from the corners of his eyes with resentment and unwilling admiration. A provoking lass, she was, and considered by most men to be a beauty, for all that her nose was something long, her cleft chin too square, and her profusion of curly hair black as a wicked Spaniard’s. There was a bursting carnal femaleness about her, though she was but eighteen; it showed in the full mouth and small square teeth, the vivid red of her round cheeks, the heavy-lidded hazel eyes, the creamy column of her neck above the white fichu—and more. Richard Fitch glanced lower at the firm outline of her breasts, the supple waist, the shape of thigh not quite concealed by the thin wool folds of her maroon skirt and he remembered a shameful dream he had had of her last night. Satan sent these lewd thoughts … He turned angrily to sweep the pile of minced tobacco into a box as Mistress Priscilla Fones waddled into the shop from the inside passage. “Oh dear, oh dear,” said Elizabeth’s stepmother unhappily. “Bess, have you made up the mithridate yet for my Lady Carlisle, and I’m sure I wish her ladyship would pay her bill before we send her more of these chargeable drugs—your father is quite distracted—and ’tis the first time he ever failed to mix the potion himself, he says you must bring the bottle upstairs for his inspection as soon as you’ve finished … and did you steep the betony with Ach—Ach—”


  “Achiles millefolium,” said Elizabeth smiling. “I did. Is my father worse, then?” She looked at her stepmother with mild affection and some amusement. Priscilla Fones was fat and good-tempered and ineffectual: Life constantly presented her with discomforts she had no notion how to ease except by a flow of gently fretful speech. She had however done her best to rear her three stepchildren, Elizabeth, Martha and Samuel; and to recover from her own frequent miscarriages and the birth of her little Mary, now eight, who ailed as mysteriously and continuously as did her father, Thomas.


  “I don’t know,” said Priscilla vaguely. “It’s still his gout, I believe, but of course there’s so much sickness about—another case of plague near Newgate, I hear … and then all this worry about your Uncle Winthrop, though Mistress Margaret—thanks be to God that she came up here from Suffolk to nurse him—when I saw her yesterday she felt the ague was lessening … if it is the ague; your father’s been wondering if your uncle had maybe one of the purulent fevers … Oh, Richard—” said Priscilla, suddenly turning to the apprentice, “I’d forgot. You’re to go at once to the conduit and fetch us another barrel of cooking water … the conduit on the Chepe, mind you, your master feels ’tis the purest at present.”


  “Aye, mistress.” The apprentice began to stack the long brown tobacco leaves on a shelf.


  “Is this the tobacco Mr. Harry sent from Barbadoes?” asked Priscilla, her harried mind lighting on a new topic.


  “No fear, ma’am,” answered Richard scornfully. “That was foul stuff, that was, stinking and full o’ stalks. Master he wouldn’t touch it, not for our quality trade. We sent it to the grocers.”


  “Oh yes, I remember now,” said Priscilla to Elizabeth. “I fear Harry’s a wild young man, costing so much money to set him up as a planter on that island wherever it is, and I know your Uncle Winthrop has near beggared himself paying Harry’s debts, and the tobacco he sends no good at all … he was a most handsome lad though when he passed through London two years agone …”


  “Was he?” said Elizabeth, stirring her mixture in the thick glass beaker. Two years ago, when she had last seen Harry, she had hardly noticed him at all, because his brother Jack had also been in London practising law at the Inner Temple, and her every thought had been for Jack; praying for their meetings, planning what she would say to him, and then too shy to say it when the time came. And Jack had treated her like a little girl, oh most kindly—gently teasing her, as he did Martha—but no more than that … until last summer … three nights before he sailed for Constantinople. Her fingers tightened on the wooden spoon, and she heard again Priscilla’s voice which had not ceased.


  “… and then young John is so different in other ways too, such a credit to the Winthrops, he did so well those years at the University in Ireland and then fighting for Rochelle with the poor Duke of Buckingham … what a fearful thing it must have been for Jack to hear of the Duke’s wicked assassination, after serving under him that is, though there were many who were glad the Duke was murdered—if Jack has heard way off there among the heathen Turks …”


  “You know Jack has heard,” said Elizabeth sharply. “That my Uncle John and Aunt Margaret have several letters from him.” But I have none, she thought, though he promised. And in Jack’s letters to his family there had been no mention of her except the formal “remember me to all my cousins.”


  “The mithridate is finished, I think,” said Elizabeth. “I’ll take it up to Father.”


  “Send Martha down to tend shop, or I’ll stay here until Richard gets back, or perhaps one of the maids—but they’re so busy in the kitchen … oh dear … I wish we could afford another servant, two is little enough for a family like this, but these London wenches want so much in wages now, and the times so unsettled … one never knows just …”


  Elizabeth quietly escaped, but as she reached the narrow stairs which led to the great bedchamber, depression seized her, and a stifling sensation, so that on impulse she put the little flask of mithridate on a bench in the passage, seized a cloak left there on a peg by one of the maids, and went out into the garden. On the hidden paths the snow crunched beneath her soft leather soles. The orderly herb plots were obliterated now, though here and there in sheltered spots, snowdrops pushed green spikes through the whiteness. Little icicles dripped from the trellis of the rose arbour and from bare branches of fruit trees; but it was of last June that she thought. Of the summer dusk when she and Jack had stood here together by the old, old Wall. London Wall. The Fones’ home halfway up Old Bailey Street was immediately outside the ancient fortification built by the Romans, and their half-acre of garden was backed by it. London had long since grown beyond the Wall, it had crept in this westerly direction across the Fleet and along the Strand nearly to the King’s Palace at Whitehall. The Wall had no meaning now, in places it was crumbling, one could no longer easily circle the old City along its broad top. Ivy grew all over the Wall and it showed the mellow pathos of desuetude and ruin. Elizabeth had been born almost in its shadow and was fond of it. She had gone to it instinctively on the June night when she had last seen young John Winthrop.


  He had come to say farewell to his Fones relatives, having suddenly decided to embark on an extended tour of the Adriatic and the Levant. At supper he had entertained them in his own vivid way with tales of the wonders he expected to see on his travels, the water streets of Venice where people had black and gold boats tethered at their doors instead of horses—the ferocious Sultan of Turkey with his seraglio of a thousand wives.


  “Oh, Cousin Jack, what marvels!” little Martha had breathed. “And will you not see dragons and mermaids too?”


  “Very likely. Shall I bring you back one to play with?” Jack had said with the twinkle in his dark eyes. For all that she was past sixteen, Martha was still so small and ingenuous that they all treated her as a child. But the old easy relationship between Jack and Elizabeth had vanished. On this evening there had been a new constraint. When they rose from supper she announced that she must see to the herbs, and he followed her to the garden.


  At once, at his nearness, Elizabeth was seized with quivering embarrassment. Without looking at him she was yet oppressively conscious of him—of his body; not very tall, but strong and well muscled, of his quizzical brown eyes set beneath arched brows—of the long thick Winthrop nose and cleft chin, the full-lipped mouth indented at the corners like her own. “I must trim my herbs before the dew falls heavy,” she said, making great play with her knife and the herb basket, though tonight, skilled as she was, she could scarce tell rosemary from verbena.


  “Bess—” said Jack, smiling. “You’ve changed of late, little coz. You’ve grown into a woman.” As she continued to stoop over the plants, he took the knife and basket from her, and putting his hand under her chin, raised her face. He looked long at her, while her colour deepened, and she strove to stop the quivering of her lips. “A Winthrop face, but fairer than the rest of our women,” he said musingly.


  “You think me so?” she whispered, smiling in a way she had learned would soften most men, looking up at him through her lashes with all the force of her yearning. But he came no closer, though he was troubled and removed his gaze with difficulty from her red mouth. “I have always been so fond of you, my dear,” he said. His hand dropped from her chin. “Fonder than of my own sister … Before I leave on this long journey I’d like to know that you have prospects of happiness … my Uncle Fones mentioned that you’ve several suitors …”


  She stiffened and turned from him. “I think not of marriage yet!” she cried. “Do you?”


  “N-no.” He was discomfited by her question but he answered it with his usual consideration. “I’ve thought once or twice to change my state, there was a lady in Dublin while I was there at Trinity, and last year the daughter of Sir Henry——”


  “Yes, I know,” she cut in. The whole family had known of Jack’s transient courtship, and it had cost Elizabeth many an hour of anguish, crying by stealth in the night so that she would not wake Martha. “And why did you not marry her, Jack?”


  “I’m scarcely sure,” he said, puzzled by her vehemence. “We both cooled, I think, at least I found myself grow tepid—then her father had a better offer for her. I’m restless, Bess—I wish to see something of the world before I settle to a squire’s life at Groton like my father … nor do I wish to go on with the law, as he has—though I will always try to do his bidding.”


  “Aye,” she said softly, anger leaving her. She moved from him and rested her hand on the Wall, plucking and twisting at a clump of orange wallflower that grew in a cranny. It was that which kept him from seeing and perhaps returning the love she felt for him. Not the nearness of their blood, an impediment which could be surmounted by special licence or indeed without it, by going to one of the dissenting ministers who found nothing in Scripture to forbid the marriage of cousins. It was his father’s influence, the authority of John Winthrop, who was ambitious for this favourite son and heir, and who had never truly liked or approved of Elizabeth since the day he flogged her in Groton Manor eleven years ago.


  “Bess,” said Jack coming slowly up to her with a diffidence unlike him, “How is it that of late we seem to jangle when we talk together? I feel you out of temper with me … all I wished to say was that my friend Edward Howes, if you have set your heart on no one else—he loves you much, and …”


  “Edward Howes …” she repeated bleakly. “My Uncle Downing’s clerk. A dabbler in alchemy. A pettifogging lawyer. Is that what you’d have me marry?”


  “Indeed you do him wrong, Bess. He has a brilliant mind, and property in Essex. I thought you liked him.”


  “I like him well enough—” She tossed the shredded flowers on the ground. “But—oh—I too am restless, Jack, I too yearn for freedom and far places and adventure … but I yearn more for something else … something that’s in my bones and blood …” She held her breath, looking up at him through the dusk. Her long hazel eyes were dark with tears, the white kerchief which bound her hair had loosened and her black curls fell on her shoulders.


  “What is it you want so much, little coz?” he whispered.


  “You don’t know?”


  He shook his head. “But I pray that God will give it to you, and perhaps it is God that you want … I think you’ve never yet found him.”


  After a moment she managed to laugh. “So farewell, Jack. Farewell on your journey to the far Levant.”


  “The Lord be with you, sweet, I’ll pray for your happiness.” He bent and kissed her on the lips, as he had a hundred times, unthinking, but now he felt the lips part beneath his own and warmth as from a draught of strongest mead rushed through his body. He drew back, dismayed, and unbelieving.


  “I’ll write to you, Bess,” he said quickly. “Aye, I’ll write to you, as soon as I’m aboard the ship.” And he walked from the garden.


  She had hoped that he might have tried to see her again before he set off for Gravesend; where his ship, the London of London, would sail, but he did not. She lived then for the letter he had promised, thinking that surely in it there would be some recognition of the moment when their lips had met in a different way. But there was no letter—and I am a fool, thought Elizabeth, standing by London Wall in the snow, nearly seven months later. What greater folly for a woman than to love without requital.


  Love. So it was to be a lean diet of that for her. Those who had truly loved her were dead, long ago. She thought with a forgotten ache of her mother, but she could remember nothing clearly except that once they had stood together at a window and looked at the moon. She thought of Adam, her grandfather; he had not died until five years ago, and always with him there had been a feeling of safety, and cherishing … but he had stayed in Suffolk and she had seen him so seldom. What of your father? said conscience. Surely you love your father and family? Her mind slid past them all rapidly, without acquiescence or denial, then checked itself on Martha. Yes, for that little sister there was love.


  Even as she thought of Martha the house door opened and the girl appeared calling anxiously, “Bess! Bess! Where are you? Are you out there?”


  Elizabeth answered and started down the path, her feet numb with cold. Martha came running towards her, a small grey figure in her workaday homespun gown, her baby-soft brown hair bound tight by the linen kerchief. “Bess—Lady Carlisle’s come herself for the mithridate! At least she’s waiting in her coach. We couldn’t find you. Father’s so upset!”


  “Oh Lud!—I’m sorry,” said Elizabeth. “I but went out for a breath of Christmas air. Don’t look so worried, poppet, the mithridate’s ready.”


  She ran into the hall, retrieved the flask and rushed upstairs to her father’s bedroom to show him the potion. “I followed the prescription precisely, Father, I’m sure it’ll do.” She held out the flask of brownish liquid. “Aye, to be sure—I’m sorry,” she added to Thomas Fones’s burst of querulous reproaches. He sat in his dressing gown huddled in a large court chair by the fire, his night-cap pulled down over his ears. He took the flask in his gouty fingers, sniffed and tasted the potion. “It must do,” he said dolefully. “Hasten, Bess, her ladyship’ll be angered by waiting.”


  “And if she is?” retorted his daughter. “What loss? Since she’s paid nothing in years and already owes you nine pounds! She’ll at least pay for this, if I can make her.”


  “No—no, Bess!” the apothecary cried, knowing his child’s head-strong ways. “I forbid it. Say nothing. We can’t afford to lose her patronage. Why, she is close to the Queen, we may yet have a royal purveyorship!”


  “Ha!” said Elizabeth, shrugging. “Can’t eat that! If the Queen pays no better than her lords, I know what the shop book says—‘Desperate’ next the accounts of the Earl of Ormonde, and Lady deVere, and Lady Carlisle …”


  “Elizabeth!” Thomas pounded the floor with his blackthorn cane, the moisture of helpless anger in his sunken eyes.


  “Never mind, Papa,” she said in some contrition, patting his shoulder. “Trust me—pray don’t fret.” She ran downstairs to the shop, where a supercilious footman in the Carlisle livery was bullying Martha.


  “So, Mistress—” he greeted Elizabeth, “ ‘ave ye brought it at last? ’Tis ’alf an hour gone, by St. ’Pulchre’s bell thet ’er lidyship’s been waiting,” but his face softened as he stared at Elizabeth. “Naw then—ye couldn’t ’elp it, no doubt, sweet’eart.”


  She pushed past him and, opening the shop door, stepped outside. The magnificent Carlisle coach and four restive black horses blocked the street. A baker’s cart was drawn up patiently behind the coach, a crowd of urchins and beggars surrounded it. A postilion stood at the horses’ heads, soothing them. Elizabeth glanced at the gilded coach with its glass windows, at the coat of arms emblazoned on the door. Lucy, the Countess’s own arms—Percy impaling Carlisle, for she was the daughter of the great Earl of Northumberland. For a moment Elizabeth’s courage failed her, then she tapped resolutely on the windowpane while the coachman looked around in astonishment, and the footman came hurrying out of the apothecary shop.


  A dim figure moved inside, a face covered by a fashionable black velvet mask peered through the window. Then the door was opened. “What is it, young woman?” asked a cool, pretty voice, tinged with the Border accent.


  “I am Elizabeth Fones, the apothecary’s daughter, m’lady,” said the girl, curtseying. “I’ve brought you the mithridate, my father being ill, and we crave pardon for the delay. There is one new secret direction for the taking of it that your ladyship should know.”


  “Indeed?” said the voice. The moment the coach door opened the beggars had rushed forward, and were now whining in chorus, with outstretched hands. “Alms, your noble ladyship, Christmas alms for the love o’ God …”


  “Come in here, mistress,” said the Countess to Elizabeth, motioning with an ermine muff; as the girl obeyed and entered the coach, the Countess called impatiently to her footman, “Throw that rabble some farthings and be rid of them!”


  Elizabeth sank nervously on to the purple velvet cushions beside the Countess, for there was no other place to sit. There was warmth in the coach, from a foot-warmer of live coals, and it was deliciously perfumed by the jasmine which exuded from the great lady’s furs and from her ringlets of gilded hair half concealed by a rose satin hood. Elizabeth sniffed appreciatively, knowing from experience in the stillroom the difficulty of extracting scent like this, and she kept respectfully silent, bearing as best as she could the scrutiny of unseen eyes.


  She knew that all court ladies wore masks when they went abroad, but she found the nearness of one slightly disturbing and wondered if it hid any ravages of the smallpox from which Lady Carlisle had suffered some months before, when the apothecary had filled prescriptions frantically sent in for the Countess by the Queen’s own physician. At least the pouting rouged mouth and white chin below the mask were flawless.


  “Give me the mithridate,” said the Countess, stretching out a gloved hand on which sparkled three diamond rings. “It has great efficacy as your father makes it, and I wish to take some now for plague prevention since I am driving into the City.”


  “It is a powerful preventive, madam,” said Elizabeth, while her heart beat fast, “but only under certain conditions … if they are not fulfilled it may prove quite useless.” And she held the flask tight on her lap.


  “Ah …?” said the Countess. “And what condition makes the potion sure of success?”


  “That before it is taken it is first paid for, my lady.”


  The Countess started. “Why, you brazen baggage,” she cried, the sparkling hand raised to box Elizabeth’s ear.


  The girl moved back quickly. “It is not from brazenness I speak, but from justice. My father is ill, times go badly with us, the mithridate is very costly to make, and so were all the other remedies we’ve sent you these past three years. Were we wealthy folk we would deem it honour to serve your ladyship for nothing, but we are not.”


  The Countess’s anger ebbed, and the lightness of spirit which so endeared her to Charles’s little French Queen now bubbled up. She began to laugh. “My dear lass, do you think I occupy myself with petty tradesmen’s accounts? My steward attends to those.”


  “But he hasn’t, my lady,” said Elizabeth.


  “Belle sainte vierge!” cried the Countess, using the Queen’s favourite expletive. “Here’s a wee terrier that’ll worry a bone till Doomsday. How much do I owe you?”


  “Ten pounds, your ladyship—including this.” She touched the flask.


  “So much?” said the Countess, faintly surprised. “Well, child, I’ll instruct my steward to pay you after Twelfth Night. You may send your account again.” As Elizabeth made a sound of disappointment, she added, “Come, you don’t think I go abroad with a pocketful of sovereigns like a money-changer, do you?—Look, my dear, here’s a Christmas handsel for you, as earnest of my intent.” She drew from her muff a small scented handkerchief, embroidered with a coronet and edged with Mechlin lace. “Now give me the flask.”


  Elizabeth murmured thanks for the handkerchief and surrendered the flask, for there was nothing else to do, but there was a hot baffled feeling in her breast. The Countess had been kind enough; no doubt she meant to speak to her steward, but this would be the end of it, Elizabeth was sure. Elizabeth revered King Charles, and was fascinated by the few glimpses she had had of Queen Henrietta Maria, who was of exactly her own age; she would, indeed, have described herself as a passionate royalist. And yet, the discontent in London, the feeling of oppression and injustice in the air, had affected Elizabeth too, and this encounter with Lady Carlisle seemed smothering and inconclusive. It was like trying to make a permanent dent on a swan’s-down cushion.


  St. Paul’s bells began to peal for noon service, while Lady Carlisle tilted the flask and swallowed some of its contents. Though the great cathedral stood on the other side of London Wall, they heard the melodious clangour through the coach windows.


  “I must hasten,” said the Countess. “I wish to hear our good Dean, Master John Donne, preach—the King is so fond of him. If you go to the service, mistress, you may ride in my coach as far as Paul’s.”


  “Oh, no thank you, my lady, we don’t attend church on Christmas.”


  “Indeed?” Elizabeth felt the sharpened attention behind the velvet mask. “Why not? Are you dissenters, then? Puritans?”


  Elizabeth winced at the term, though of recent years it had been so often applied to anyone who opposed Bishop Laud’s Papist tendencies that the Winthrops and many others no longer resented it.


  “In a way, perhaps, madam,” she answered uncomfortably.


  “But that is very wrong!” cried the Countess with anger. “Wrong-headed and disloyal to the King who knows what’s best for all of us. Do you dare to question the Established Episcopal Faith of England?”


  “Oh, I do not—” protested Elizabeth, a little frightened. “I was raised partly in the old ways, at least our Parish Church, St. Sepulchre’s, I think conforms to what the Bishop says.”


  The Countess was not listening. “That’s enough, mistress,” she said coldly. “Had I known the Three Fauns Apothecary Shop was owned by Puritans, I’d never have granted it my patronage. Good day. No,” she added, as Elizabeth unhappily made to give back the handkerchief, “you may keep that because it’s Christmas, no matter how you stubborn fools deny the spirit of Our Lord’s Day of Birth.”


  So Elizabeth descended from the coach. She watched the postilion mount the off leader and sound his trumpet, while the footman climbed behind on the box. The coachman flicked at the four horses, and the huge gilded vehicle lumbered off down the Old Bailey towards Ludgate. The traffic penned up behind gradually began to move. Elizabeth re-entered the shop where Martha had been crammed against the window, watching.


  “What happened, Bess? What took so long? I thought you’d never come out of the coach. Fancy talking all that time to the Countess of Carlisle!”


  “Far better if I hadn’t,” said Elizabeth mournfully. “She’ll not use us again for her remedies. Father will be … will be …” she sighed, sinking down on a stool. “Though ’twas not because I tried to get the account paid, ’twas because we’re Puritans. Oh Lud—” she sighed again, and put the little handkerchief on the counter. “At least, I got this … as a Christmas gift. And the beggars got a few farthings too,” she added with bitterness.


  Martha did not understand. She gave a cry of delight and pounced on the handkerchief. “Oh, ’tis so beautiful, how can thread be wove so fine … and the lace; like frost flowers!”


  Elizabeth looked at her sister. “Take it, Matt, dear, if you like it. ’Tis yours, a Christmas gift.”


  “Oh, Bessie, you’re good to me!” Martha kissed her sister. “How Madge and Dolly will envy when I show them this. I’ll put a mask on my face and wave this handkerchief and pretend I am a Countess!”


  Elizabeth smiled, thinking how easy it was to please Martha, whose chief happiness still lay in pretending … and in playing with the waxen doll baby her stepmother had bought for her at Bartholomew’s Fair years ago.


  The door opened and Richard Fitch stamped in bearing a wooden keg. “Whew, it’s cold!” he said to the two girls. “Water’s near froze in the conduit … Mistress Bess, your lover’s a-coming up the street, I saw him turn the corner.” He gave Elizabeth a malicious look.


  “I’ve told you not to speak of Mr. Howes like that!” she snapped. “I presume you mean Mr. Howes, since he’s coming here for dinner.”


  “Well, he’d like to be your lover,” said the apprentice, “and from what I hear, the Master’s going to give you to him, lessen ye can quick snare yourself something better like a knight or baronet.”


  Elizabeth bit her lips and turned away. She was accustomed to Richard’s baiting, which she knew sprang partly from his resistance to the attraction she had for him, but his words now gave her a shock, for they exposed something she had avoided facing.


  Thomas Fones was inclined to accept the offer Edward Howes had made for her hand two days ago, and unless she could muster a more convincing reason against the match than her disinclination, she was like to become Mistress Howes before long. And live at Aunt Lucy’s! she thought with increased gloom. Lucy Winthrop had long been married to the prosperous attorney Emmanuel Downing, and Edward was his law clerk. But it was not her father’s command that Elizabeth dreaded; though he was stubborn enough, she knew how to manage him. This marriage proposal was backed by John Winthrop as well. Which was a very different matter. Since old Adam’s death nobody in the family had ever questioned her Uncle Winthrop’s decisions, and least of all Thomas Fones.


  The shop bell jangled as the street door opened and Edward Howes walked in. He was in his early twenties, tall, and stoop-shouldered, rather like a heron, even to the untidy crest of drab hair on his narrow head. His grey doublet and breeches hung limply on his lean frame and were well spotted with ink and sealing wax. His eyes were vaguely blue, the eyes of a sensitive dreamer, and indeed of late he dabbled secretly in alchemy and mysticism. He had attended Oxford, and excelled in mathematics, he was thoroughly versed in law and the classics. In moments of embarrassment he often became pedantic, and he was never easy with Elizabeth whom he desired to the point of anguish at times, and who treated him with alternations of tolerance and boredom.


  His long, eager face lit up as he saw her behind the counter, and he walked boldly towards her with hands outstretched. “How do you, Bess? Nay, leave your pills and potions be—for as John Lyly has said, ‘Where is that precious Panacea which cureth all diseases … or that herb Nepenthe that procureth my delight?’ Not on the shelves, Bess—but in your own heart—I hope?”


  She smiled faintly and let him take her hand. “I fear my heart will dispense no merry medicine today, Edward, and that it lacks the wish to.”


  He swallowed, dropping her hand. “Cruel heart, then, O Cor Crudelis! Why does it lack the wish?”


  “For I am in a sorry mood.”


  “On Christmas?”


  She shrugged. “And what is Christmas to us, Edward? You know well what my Uncle Winthrop and my Aunt Downing think of Christmas. No matter, they aren’t here, and we have for dinner a Christmas pie thick with plums. Come and eat it with us.”


  They dined at the long oak table in the hall, all the Foneses except Thomas. Priscilla sat at the head in his place, with Edward on her right. She chattered at him and he was content to be silent and watch Elizabeth, whose discontent with life gradually lessened under the delectable influence of suckling pig and roast goose, of marrow puddings and herb tarts, and especially of the strong ale she had herself made last year.


  And when they had finished they sang madrigals together, softly so as not to disturb the ailing father upstairs, though he did not disapprove of singing which was part of the English inheritance back to the days of the wild Norsemen’s invasion and the minstrels. Even John Winthrop had not yet come to frown on secular music, if it were seemly, for knowledge of part-singing and some instrument were signs of gentle birth.


  Elizabeth had enough skill with the lute to strike a few chords, and she dearly loved to sing, especially the silver harmonies of Thomas Campion. Martha had a sweet little voice to follow the air, the children Sam and Mary piped off and on tune, while Priscilla wheezed in an adequate contralto, but at the discovery that Edward had a true baritone, Elizabeth looked at him with startled, if momentary, pleasure.


  They sang “Now winter nights enlarge the number of their hours … now yellow waxen lights shall wait on honey love,” and as the young man caught her eye, she felt a quiver of sensual excitement, born of the song, though she tried to attach it to Edward. They sang “The Silver Swan” and they sang Christmas songs, “Wassail, wassail all over the town,” and “The Holly and the Ivy”.


  They might have sung all afternoon, except that Thomas sent word down by one of the maids that he wished to see Elizabeth. At once her gaiety was extinguished and her heart sank. He was going to ask her about Lady Carlisle! But he did not, for his thoughts were full of another matter.


  “Bess,” he said, as she came in, still flushed from the singing. “Edward Howes is here, is he not?” As she nodded, he went on, “He has asked for you in marriage, has he spoken to you yet?”


  She shook her head. “Not in so many words. I haven’t permitted him.”


  “T’cha,” said her father irritably. “Well, permit him then, for it’s settled. ’Tis a good match for you, sober, steady young man, will go far in the law, and inherit fine Essex lands when his grandfather dies. Also Mr. Howes is quite satisfied with the dowry I can give you, the four hundred pounds left you by your mother; would have been satisfied with less, for he seems to have an immoderate attachment to you.”


  Elizabeth glanced at her father, then at the small coal fire. “I don’t want to marry him. I don’t want to go and live with him in two rooms of Aunt Lucy’s house, and I don’t love him at all.”


  Thomas’s foot began to tap the floor beneath the blanket; he poured himself a draught of calming poppy broth from a pitcher at his elbow, and spoke with tense control. “Love will follow duty. I have been an indulgent father, I refused that offer for you from Master Thurlby last spring, because you said he was too old, but this is different. Mr. Howes is close to your Uncle Downing, near one of the family already, and your Uncle Winthrop feels it an excellent match for you.”


  As she said nothing but gazed frowning into the fire, he said, “Come, come, Elizabeth, what is this stubborn silence? I feel death near, my days are numbered, and I wish to see you, at least, settled, before Merciful God terminates my sufferings.”


  This plea did not affect her; for as long as she could remember, her father had been prophesying his imminent death; but her mind seemed stupefied, she could think of nothing to say except a plaintive “I love somebody else” and regretted it, as her father naturally asked “Who? Why have you not told me? Who is it?”


  “No matter—” she said on a long breath. “I’ve not seen him in months and he doesn’t love me.”


  Something in the droop of her head reminded Thomas of her mother, Anne. This and the sadness in her voice pierced the wall of his own discomforts.


  “Bessie—” he said gently. “Come here.”


  She obeyed, and sank to the stool he indicated beside his chair. He put his gnarled hand on her dark shining hair. “I would not be harsh with you, my child, nor force you to obey, except that I have prayed on it and know what is best for you, and your wayward heart, which has learned as yet nor discretion nor moderation.”


  She sighed, grateful for the touch of his hand on her head, moved by the rare softness of his voice, but suddenly twisting and looking up at him, she cried, “No, I am not moderate, Father! Or tame, or sober of thought—God forgive me—sometimes I feel torn in two—by the strength of passion in me, by a longing for wildness and freedom …” She checked herself. “This I know you cannot understand.”


  Thomas Fones felt sharp apprehension as he stared at the flare of her nostrils, the lush curves of her mouth.


  It was not Anne Winthrop whom she resembled now, but Thomas’s own grandmother, the passionate Cornishwoman, with the long lewd eyes of a gipsy. And he remembered that there had been sorry stories about her in the Fones family, stories that many men had desired her, while she had loved too well a Spanish sailor cast up from the Armada on the Cornish coast near her home. Wanton blood, he thought with shame, and for the girl’s own safety she must be bled of it quickly. “So, Bess,” he said, “you are condemned out of your own mouth, my dear. You admit fierceness of passion and need for guidance, and Our All-seeing Lord has given you through me the means to subdue the one and find the other. You know your duty to your father, indeed you’ve proved it, and I am mindful of how well you’ve learned the arts of the apothecary and stillroom, and of the help you’ve given me in the shop.”


  She turned quickly to him, delighted at the compliment, but he, fearing to incite her to vainglory, hastily went on, “ ‘Tis a pity you’ve not the same skill in ordinary female tasks as well, your mother tells me you have scant interest in stitchery or spinning … but let that be. You will have to learn those skills when you are a wife—the wife of Edward Howes.”


  His voice ended on a much sharper note, for still he was not sure of her obedience, and his knee had begun to throb again. There was a swimming in his head that always came with anger. “Enough of this!” he cried, pounding his fist on the chair arm. “Have you no regard for me? Do you not care that I am ill and weak, and that your obduracy increases my sufferings?”


  “Yes, Father,” she said dully. “Forgive me.” What’s the use? she thought. What else is there for me to do, and Edward’s naught so bad, he loves me … and Jack himself wanted me to marry him. “But one thing I ask, Father … give me a few more months … let not the marriage be till summer.”


  Thomas slumped back in his chair. “There, there, Bess. I knew you’d be a good lass. No doubt the wedding may wait a bit. Now I want you to go to the Downings and inquire for your Uncle Winthrop’s health. Mr. Howes can escort you. Take your uncle the Purple Electuary. It may cure him. And send you mother to me. And ask cook for a warming pan well filled with coals, the bed was damp yesterday.”


  “Yes, Father.” Elizabeth lingered a moment, wondering if he would offer to kiss her in reward for her submission, longing for more of the affection he had shown her so briefly. But she saw that he had sunk back into his own preoccupations.


   


  Elizabeth and Edward walked down the Old Bailey, turned west down Ludgate Hill, then mounted the Fleet Bridge. She walked very fast, wishing to ward off her capitulation and ignoring Edward’s tentative clearings of the throat as he shambled beside her. But on the bridge, the mud-spattering passage of a nobleman’s coach forced them into one of the jutting safety nooks for pedestrians, and Edward seized her arm.


  “Wait, Bess! I never see you alone, and I must know. Did your father speak to you of me?” His urgent clutch hurt her arm; she moved away from him, pulling her fur-lined cloak tight around her. She leaned on the stone parapet, so that her hood concealed her face, and gazing on the frozen canal below, she said, “Aye. He told me of your offer. He is in favour of it.”


  “And you, Bess—are you in favour? Will you not look at me?” She had raised her eyes and was staring at the huge gloomy pile of the Fleet prison, where there was a man’s hand clenched from inside on one of the thick iron window-bars.


  She turned slowly but did not look at the anxious face beside her. “I will marry you, Edward, because you wish it, and my father and uncles wish it, but I do not love you.”


  “You will, my sweet,” he cried. “In time you will. ‘Amor gignit amorem,’ Plutarch has said it, and Seneca too, ‘Ut amaris, ama.’ Love begets love.”


  “Let us hope so,” said Elizabeth with a small laugh. She was suddenly sorry for him with his long storklike body, his myopic eyes, and the stock of quotations with which he bolstered his speech, fearful that it would not stand alone.


  “Will you please to kiss me, Bess?” he begged. “I’ll not hurry you or do anything you don’t like, I vow it.”


  Dear Lord, what a wooing, she thought, with a contempt she could not help. Tentative, humble, fearful of rebuff … there might be women would be won by this approach, but—She raised her face and offered him her cheek; as he kissed it furtively she felt him tremble, and her eyes went back to that clutching prisoner’s hand on the window bar.


  “So,” she said briskly. “ ‘Tis getting cold now the sun’s gone, let’s hurry to the Downings.” They walked off the bridge.


  “We’ll tell them, Bess? Tell them our news?” He was discouraged by the coolness she showed him, and yet so inexperienced with women that he wondered if she were simply being modest. “We’ll tell them now?” he asked again, hoping that public affirmation would bring the triumph he had hoped to feel.


  “If you like,” she said … “Oh, look, Edward, here comes Lady Carlisle’s coach returning from the City!” They flattened themselves against the house wall as the four black horses came trotting up Fleet Street, the postilion blowing blasts on his trumpet, the coachman shouting, “Make way! Make way for her Ladyship of Carlisle!” The masked face flashed by in profile.


  “They say she is a meddling woman, an intrigante,” observed Edward as they regained the cobbles, “and has far too much influence with the Queen and thus the King.”


  “She is certainly no friend to our form of worship. “Puritans’ she calls us, of course.”


  “How do you know?” asked Edward astonished, and Elizabeth willing enough to talk of impersonal matters, told him of the morning’s episode with the Countess.


  “That was perhaps unfortunate,” he said gravely, as she finished. “She might make trouble.”


  “How could she?” said Elizabeth, frowning. “Neither a great noblewoman nor certainly Their Majesties will bother over the conformity of a little apothecary!”


  “No, I think not, though the King has lately concerned himself with a great many strange things when it comes to suppressing our forms of worship and foisting the old Roman ceremonies on the Church of England. And now with Laud become Bishop of London … we may soon be forced to bow at the Name of Jesus, kneel to painted images, say no prayers that aren’t in the prayer book, and profane the Sabbath with sports and games!”


  “Why not?” she said without thinking. “All these things my grandfather believed in, and kept Christmas too. I vow I like it better.”


  Edward turned and looked down at her. “Never talk that way before your uncles, Bess—Mr. Winthrop especially would be appalled.”


  “I know it,” she said quickly, but she had noticed a faint reserve in his voice, and she added, “Are you truly a Puritan, Edward?”


  He was startled by a question he had sometimes put to himself, and he laughed. “Nay, I don’t know. I fear I’m not overgodly. At least I think everyone should worship as they like. Religion has not my interest as it should.” He thought of the things which did hold his interest—the search for the philosopher’s stone, study of the new logarithms, and of the law.


  Elizabeth suddenly laughed too. When he was not trying to make love to her, he had directness and some humour. “I’m not godly either,” she said. “Nor do I worry enough over the salvation of my soul …”


  “And yet,” he went on, still following his thoughts, “the man I love best in the world, Jack Winthrop, has a true piety I can admire, it sits on him well and quietly, not like some ranters. Bess,” he added, reaching for her hand, “how pleased your cousin Jack will be when he knows we’re betrothed.”


  Though candlelights were pricking through the windows of all the huddled houses, Fleet Street darkened for Elizabeth. The mention of that name combined with Edward’s pleading touch gave her a sick pang that was physical. She said nothing, and withdrew her hand.


  Near the Fleet Street conduit, a weathered old sign of a Bishop’s Head swung at the corner of an alley. They silently turned up the alley which was virtually a tunnel since the lattice windows of the upper floors projected within two feet of each other. At the end of the alley was Peterborough Court and the imposing Downing mansion which occupied three sides of it.


  Elizabeth and Edward were admitted by a liveried manservant—the Downings lived elegantly—and received by Emmanuel Downing himself beside a roaring oak fire in the elaborate Hall. He was a stout, rather pompous man of forty, dressed in a plum velvet doublet, on which he had loosened the buttons for greater ease during his after-dinner doze. He was shrewd about finance and the law, and had last summer entered the Inner Temple as an attorney of the Court of Wards and Liveries, a remunerative position which his brother-in-law, John Winthrop, had already enjoyed for a year. Downing had been born in Suffolk and rejoiced in the acquaintance of several prominent Puritan lords as well, so that his religious views coincided with John Winthrop’s. But in Emmanuel these were more a matter of custom and expediency than conscience. It was not fear of the King’s possible papacy that worried him, it was the need for resistance to the King’s shocking, unconstitutional raids on citizens’ rights and purses.


  Today he awoke from his map and greeted his niece and clerk hospitably if somewhat absent-mindedly. “Well, well, youngsters—where have you been, Edward? I thought you were working on the Hankin petition, or is it the Stewart wardship?”


  “You gave me the half day off, sir, to dine with the Foneses.”


  “Ah, to be sure—so I did.” Downing yawned, belching slightly, reached to the mantel for his long clay pipe, stuffed it with tobacco from a canister and motioned to Edward to light a spill at the fire. When the clerk obeyed, Downing took a deep pull, voluptuously emitted a cloud of smoke, and said, “Bess, you look most pretty, lass, is’t the walk in the cold, or perchance something else?” He gave a broad wink.


  “I don’t know, Uncle,” she said, and hesitated, so that Edward threw her an anxious glance, then gulped out, “Elizabeth and I are to wed, sir.”


  “Excellent! Excellent!” cried Downing heartily. “Though scarcely a surprise. We must drink on it, eh?—my best malmsey put down in ’19! Lucy—” he bawled suddenly. “Wife, come! Here’s a joyful occasion!”


  Lucy Downing was in the nurseries, supervising the swaddling of Joshua, the latest baby, and scolding the nurse. She did not hear her husband’s bellow, but one of the servants went to summon her, and she presently came down to the Hall. “What’s ado, what’s ado?” she said with irritation as she entered and saw only their clerk and her niece.


  Lucy, now twenty-eight, had been married seven years to Emmanuel, had duly presented him with three children and was six months pregnant with the fourth. Maternity, position, and a sojourn amongst the wild Irish in Dublin had mellowed some of her tartness, but in brisk angularity of face and manner she increasingly resembled her mother, Mistress Winthrop, who still presided at Groton Manor.


  “ ‘Tis these two …” said Emmanuel, “who are now betrothed this Christmas Day. We must have up the butt of malmsey on ’t.”


  “Is it so?” said Lucy smiling thinly. “Felicitations.” She motioned to Elizabeth who came up and curtseyed. Her aunt kissed her on the cheek and turned to Edward. “Well, young man, you’ve got yourself a balk-mare. Bess Fones has ever had a will of her own, but since you’ll be bringing her under my roof for a bit, I’ll lend you a hand with the bridling of her!”


  “Thank you, ma’am,” said Edward, flushing, and though he was in awe of Mrs. Downing he went on to quote Chaucer in a reproachful tone. “I feel that Bess will ever be ‘her husband’s help and his comfort, his paradise terrestre and his disport’.”


  “Ah, my lad, we all feel that in the beginning,” cried Emmanuel, laughing. “Eh, Lucy, my dear, don’t glare at me like that! Have up the malmsey!”


  Lucy turned to the bell-rope and rang for the servant, but her lips were tight. No reason to waste their most costly wine on an occasion of small importance, but Emmanuel was generous, and besides, like most men, he tended to spoil Bess, who was even now looking at her uncle with the soft, seductive smile which infuriated her aunt. Lucy knew that the smile owed more to nature’s fortuitous arrangement of the girl’s features than to deliberate intent, but found its dithering effect on men nonetheless tiresome.


  Actually Elizabeth was smiling because her uncle was being kind, but she was not thinking of him, or her new betrothed. She was weary, and longing to be home. Before there was any hope of this she must discharge her errand.


  “Aunt—” she said. “I have drugs for my Uncle Winthrop, sent by Father, and wish to inquire how he does today.”


  “Better, it seems,” said Lucy. “You may go up to the chamber.”


  “And come down soon,” cried Emmanuel, “that we may drink to you! … Poor brother John, he’s had no wine in weeks, he even eschews tobacco, though there is naught so good for the health.”


  Elizabeth mounted the graceful flight of stairs, went down a passage past several shut rooms, then tapped at the door of a chamber that overlooked the garden.


  A gentle voice bade her come in, and as she opened the door Margaret Winthrop held her finger to her lips and pointed towards the great curtained bed at the other end of the room.


  Elizabeth curtseyed, and tiptoed towards her aunt who sat by the fire hemming one of her husband’s nightshirts. “Asleep?” whispered the girl, hoping it were so, for always she found converse with John Winthrop an ordeal.


  “I think so. Sit down, dear. I’m glad of company. I must stay by him, since he’ll let nobody else nurse him.” Margaret smiled proudly, her soft eyes examining the girl.


  Elizabeth seated herself on the cushioned bench near her aunt, savouring the kindly warmth that seemed to flow from the placid face, and the plump little body—far plumper now than when Elizabeth had first seen her on the night of King James’s birthday celebration at Gorton Manor eleven years ago. Since then Margaret had borne four living children and, despite her husband’s obduracies, found affectionate contentment in her marriage.


  “How you’ve changed of late, Bessie,” she said with her sweet smile, “become a woman.”


  “Jack said that … last time I saw him … before he left for the Levant,” Elizabeth blurted out, stabbed by painful memory, and knowing that with Margaret one need not be on guard.


  Her aunt studied her quietly. “You’ve become a most fair woman, Bess. Did Jack also say that?”


  The girl nodded, the rose on her cheekbones deepened. She looked away and said quickly, “Auntie, I am today betrothed to Edward Howes. Jack said that too, that I’d do well to marry Edward.”


  Margaret sighed with relief. “Ah, yes, I believe you’ll do very well to marry him, dear.” She was not accounted a clever woman, she read nothing except her Geneva Bible when John reminded her to, she knew no Latin, her household accounts were always muddled, but she had an intelligent heart. She grasped from the girl’s manner a nearly exact view of the situation, and was sorry for Elizabeth, but very glad of the outcome. She knew her John, and how bitter a blow it would have been to him, had his son entangled himself with his little cousin, though she doubted that John had sensed the danger. He neither expected nor received any disquiet from his eldest. It was always Harry whose behaviour gave him concern.


  Elizabeth turned sadly away. Had she really been so foolish as to expect that Margaret would give her sympathy; or that she might even, from her knowledge of the beloved stepson she had raised, hint at some hope?


  The girl fumbled in the pocket of her skirt and brought out the flask of medicine. “Father sent this for my uncle,” she said.


  As Margaret took it there was a stirring behind the bed curtains, and a muffled voice called, “Who’s there, wife?”


  Margaret hurried across the room and drawing the curtains said cheerfully, “Why, it’s your niece, dearest—Bess Fones, come to inquire for you.”


  John Winthrop was not wholly awake, and his comprehension was dimmed by recent worries as well as by the weeks of fever. His fretful answer was quite audible to Elizabeth. “What has that wretched girl been doing now to plague her father? Some new disobedience, no doubt.”


  Elizabeth gasped, while Margaret said, “No, no John! Bess is right here, and has done nothing but obey her father’s wishes and betroth herself to Mr. Howes.”


  “Oh, well enough, then,” said John, still unaware that the girl could hear him. “But let her marry soon, before she brings disgrace upon the Winthrops with her carnality. I’ve heard that she makes lewd sheep’s eyes even at their ’prentice.”


  “Dear husband, you talk too harsh!” cried Margaret, and she sent Elizabeth a look of apology, while forming with her lips, “He still wanders a bit.”


  The girl had gone very white, her hands were clenched. Her heart pounded and, mixed with fury at the injustice of her uncle’s words, was a bleak despair.


  She looked towards the bed where the big-nosed profile above the pillows was something like Jack’s, as the cruel voice too had been a travesty of his son’s. I hate him, hate him—she thought.


  She put back her shoulders, lifted her chin, and without another word, walked out of the room.


  Margaret, somewhat troubled, watched her go. Poor child, it was a pity that she should have heard such wounding criticism, but John had not meant to hurt her, and when he saw faults either in himself or others, his need to circumvent evil wherever found made him at times seem harsh. But Margaret knew him in many tender moments; he had given her a devotion and sometimes astonishing passion that she had little expected during their betrothal. They had built together a satisfying married love, for which she thanked God daily in simple gratitude. No doubt Bess would find the same, in time, with Edward Howes, when she had learned to conquer daft desires such as that for Jack Winthrop.
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