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Livia Avery came down the grand staircase of Northside Manor in a tailored black velvet riding habit, her gloved hand lightly on the bannister, the heels of her riding boots clicking on the polished wood. Her husband, Sir James, crossing the stone-floored hall, looked up and noted the letter in her hand and the flush in her cheeks.

“So, you finally get your wish,” he said levelly. “You’ve waited most patiently. It’s been five years since you met the duchess, and now she is queen. I thought you had given up.”

She took a little breath. “I never give up.” She showed him the royal seal.

“Is it a royal summons?”

“We can’t speak here!” she ruled and led the way into the library. Large logs smoldered in the hearth; she undid the mother-of-pearl buttons on her dark riding jacket and pulled at the cascade of fine lace at her throat. He observed her beauty with nothing but weariness. She was like the classical statues she had dotted around his house and gardens—lovely to look at, but meaningless to him.

She sat in the great chair before the fire, leaning slightly forward, her face glowing in the firelight as if posing for a portrait. Her hair was still glossy black, the creamy skin smooth on her cheeks, a few light lines around her dark-lashed eyes. She waited for him to take his seat opposite her before she would speak.

“I’m all ears,” he said ironically.

“I am summoned to court,” she breathed. “James, Duke of York, is to be crowned king, his wife is queen. There is no support for the late king’s bastard. James the Second will inherit without challenge, and my dearest friend Mary of Modena will be queen.” She was as exultant as if she had herself persuaded the people of England to crown the unpopular Roman Catholic brother to the king, instead of the adored Protestant bastard son. “She writes that she needs me, she is unwell. I will, of course, obey.”

Still he said nothing.

“You could come with me? I am to be a lady-in-waiting, we could open Avery House? I could get a place at court for you. This could be a fresh start for us.”

He cleared his throat. “I’m not sure that I want a fresh start. I doubt that I’d want anything you can give me.”

Her dark eyes flashed with irritation. “You cannot expect me to refuse a royal invitation; it’s practically a command.”

He turned his face from her show of temper. “Really? I imagine that you could very well refuse. But I am absolutely certain you have courted her—writing every week, sending little gifts, all your engaging tricks—I imagine you have begged her to invite you. And now: she does.”

“You should be grateful to me…”

“You can go.” He had no interest in what she might say. “I will send you in the carriage. I imagine you will live at St. James’s Palace while they rebuild Whitehall. I assume you will return here when they go to Windsor in the summer?”

“You agree?” she demanded.

He shrugged. “You may do as you wish. As always. You are aware that the court is famously—” He broke off, searching for the right word. “Extravagant,” he said. “Corrupt,” he added. “Lascivious. But you will not mind that.”

She raised her eyebrows as if in disdain; but her face was pale. “You can hardly think that I—”

“No, I believe that you are quite above weakness. I am quite sure you will lock your bedroom door in London as you do here. Perhaps there, you will have reason.”

“Of course, my reputation will be without stain.”

“And you should be discreet in the practice of your faith.”

She tossed her head. “Her Grace—I should say Her Majesty—and I are proud of our shared faith,” she said. “She will open the royal chapel in St. James’s Palace. She is appointing the Benedictine order—”

“London will not tolerate Roman Catholics practicing religion in public,” he told her. “You may attend the queen’s oratory inside the palace, but I advise you not to show off in chapels outside the palace walls. There’s bound to be trouble, perhaps even worse than we’ve had already. Their Majesties should be as discreet, as the late King Charles.”

“We’re not all turncoats!” she flashed.

“I renounced my Roman Catholic faith to live my life as an English gentleman,” he said steadily. “The Church of England is my faith; not a failing.”

She thought his whole life was a failure: he had changed his faith; he had betrayed his first love; Livia herself had played him for a fool, and trapped him into marriage for his name and fortune.

“I am Roman Catholic,” she told him proudly. “More so now than ever. All of England will return to the true faith, and it is you who will be in the wrong.”

He smiled. “I do admire how your devotion increases with the fashion. But you had far better be discreet.”

She looked at the fire, the heavy wooden carving of his coat of arms on the mantelpiece, and then to him, her dark eyes melting, a little smile on her lips. “James, I want to talk to you about my son.”

He settled himself a little deeper into his chair, as if he would dig his heels into the Turkey rug.

“Once again, I ask you to adopt him and make him your heir.”

“And once again, I tell you I will not.”

“Now that I am bidden to court—” she began.

“He is no more my son than he was before. And I doubt you were bidden.”

“He has been educated at the best schools in London, he will eat his dinners at the Inns of Court, he is being raised as an English gentleman by the family that you chose for him. You can have nothing against him.”

“I have nothing against him,” he agreed. “I am sure he is being raised well. You left him with a family of high morals and open hearts. He can visit you in London if you wish—but you may not go to the warehouse and see them, his foster family. You may not disturb them or distress them. That was agreed.”

She folded her lips on an angry retort. “I’ve no wish to see them. Why would I go downriver to a dirty wharf? I don’t wish to speak about them, I never even think about them! It is Matteo! We are talking about my son, Matteo…” She put her hand to her heart.

Unmoved, he watched her dark eyes glisten with tears.

“I have sworn that unless you make him your adopted son and heir, I will conceive no other,” she reminded him. “My door will stay locked as we grow old, childless. I will never disinherit my boy. You will never have a legitimate son if you do not first give my son your name. You will die without a legitimate son and heir!”

He barely stirred in his chair, though she had raised her voice to him. “You do know that I have rights to your body by law?” he confirmed. “But—as it happens—I do not assert my rights. There was never any need for you to lock your bedroom door. I don’t want to come in.”

“If you want to live like a priest!” she flamed out at him.

“Rather a priest than a fool,” he replied calmly.

She put her hand to the back of her neck, pinning back one of the dark ringlets that fell over her collar. She made her voice warm and silky. “Some would say you are a fool not to desire me…”

He looked at the flames of the fire, blind to the seductive gesture. “I was led down that road once,” he said gently. “Not again. And you’re what? Forty-five? I doubt you could give me a son.”

“I’m forty-two,” she snapped. “I could still have a child!”

He shrugged. “If I die without an heir, then so be it. I will not give my honorable name to another man’s son. An unknown man at that.”

She gritted her teeth, and he watched her fight her temper. She managed to smile. “Whatever you wish, husband. But Matteo has to have a place of his own. If he cannot be an Avery of Northside Manor, then he has to be da Picci of Somewhere.”

“He can be da Picci of Anywhere; but not here. I have nothing against the boy, and nothing against you, Livia. I acknowledge you as my wife and him as your son. You won my good name when you deceived and married me, but that was my own folly and I have paid for it. Your son will not enter into my estate, but he is free to make his own fortune if he can, or batten off you if he cannot.”

“If you’re still thinking of her and her child…”

His face showed no emotion. “I have asked you not to speak of her.”

“But you think of her! Your great love!”

“Every day,” he conceded with a smile, as if it made him happy. “I never pray without naming her. I shall think of her until I die. But I promised her that I would not trouble her. And neither will you.”
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Ned Ferryman stood on the jumble of quays and piers and wharves of Boston harbor, his collar turned against the cold wind, watching his barrels of herbs—dried sassafras, black cohosh roots, and ginseng leaves—roll down the stone quay and up the gangplank to the moored ship. Six barrels were already stowed belowdecks, and Ned squinted through the hatch to make sure that they were lashed tight and covered with an oilskin.

Beside him on the quayside the master of the ship laughed shortly. “Not to worry, Mr. Ferryman, they’re safely aboard.” He glanced down at Ned’s worn leather satchel and the small sack of his goods. “Is this all you have for your cabin? No trunks?”

“That’s all.”

The cabin boy from the ship came running down the gangplank and scooped up the sack. Ned slung the satchel around his shoulder.

“You’ll have heard the king’s dead?” the captain asked. “I was the first ship to bring the news. I shouted it the moment we threw a line to shore. Who’d have thought a king that lived so wild would die in his own bed? God bless King Charles, lived a rogue and died a papist. His brother James will have nipped on the throne by the time we get home.”

“Only if they crown him,” Ned remarked skeptically. “James the papist? And that papist wife alongside him?”

“Eh—I don’t care for him myself—but what choice is there?”

“The Duke of Monmouth, the king’s own son, a man who promises liberty, and freedom to choose your own religion.”

“Born a bastard. And we can’t send a Stuart king on his travels again. We’ve only just got them back.”

A rare smile crossed Ned’s stern face. “I don’t see why they can’t go again,” he said. “What has any Stuart ever done for a workingman?”

“We’ll know when we get there,” the captain summed up. “We sail with the tide, just after midday. There’s a noon gun.”

“Aye, I know Boston,” Ned said shortly.

“You’ve been here awhile?” The captain was curious about his quiet passenger, his deeply tanned skin, and his shock of gray hair. “It’s a great city for making a fortune, isn’t it?”

Ned shook his head. “I don’t care for a fortune, stolen from natives who gave all they had at first. I make a small living, gathering herbs. But now it’s time for me to go home. I’ll be aboard before noon.”

He turned from the quayside to go back to the inn to settle his slate. Coming from the opposite direction, tied in a line with tarry ropes, were a score of prisoners trailing their way to a ship for the plantations. Ned could tell at once that they were the people of several different Indian nations: the high topknots and shaven heads of some, and others had a sleek bob. Each face showed different tattoos: some high on the cheekbones or some marked straight across the forehead. There were even one or two wearing the proud all-black stain of “warpaint”: the sign that a man was sworn to fight to the death. They were roped in a line, dressed in a muddle of ragged English clothes, shivering in the cold wind, alike in their shuffling pace—hobbled by tight ropes—and in the defeated stoop of their shoulders.

“Netop,” Ned whispered in Pokanoket, as they went past him. “Netop.”

Those who were closest heard the greeting—“friend” in their forbidden language—but they did not look up.

“Where they going?” Ned asked the red-faced man who was herding them, his hands in his pockets, a finely carved pipe clamped in the corner of his mouth.

“Sugar Islands.” He turned his head and barked: “Wait!”

Obediently, the line shuddered to a halt.

“God help them,” Ned said.

“He won’t. They’re all pagans.”

Dourly, Ned turned away, spitting out the bitter taste in his mouth, when he half heard a whisper, as quiet as a leaf falling in the forest:

“Nippe Sannup!”

He turned at the familiar sound of his name in Pokanoket: “Waterman.”

“Who calls me?”

“Webe, pohquotwussinnan wutch matchitut.” A steady black gaze met Ned’s. A youth, beardless and slight. There was no pleading in his face, but his lips formed the words: “Nippe Sannup.”

“I need a boy, a servant,” Ned lied. “I’m going to England. I need a lad to serve me on the ship.”

“You don’t have to buy one of these,” the man advised him. “Just shout in the inn yard and half a dozen little white rats will pop up their heads, desperate to get home.”

“No, I want a savage,” Ned improvised rapidly. “I collect Indian herbs, and pagan carvings. Things like your pipe—that’s savage work, isn’t it? My goods’ll sell better with a savage lad to carry them around. I’ll buy one of ’em off you now,” Ned said. He pointed to the youth. “That one.”

“Oh, I couldn’t let that one go,” the man said at once. “He’s going to grow like a weed, that one: thicken up, broaden out, going to be strong. I’ll get good money for him.”

“He won’t last three seconds in the fields,” Ned contradicted. “The voyage alone’ll kill him. There’s nowt on him, and he’s got that look in his eyes.”

“They die just to disoblige me!” the jailer said irritably. “They don’t take to slavery. Nobody’d buy one, if you could get an African. But a slave’s a slave. You’ve got it for life—however long it lasts. What’ll you give me?”

“Fifty dollars, Spanish dollars,” Ned said, naming a price at random.

“Done,” the man said so quickly that Ned knew it was too much. “Sure you want that one? Another pound buys you this one, he’s bigger.”

“No,” Ned said. “I want a young one, easier to train.”

“You hold the pistol while I untie him,” the jailer said, pulling a pistol from his belt, showing it to the prisoners, who turned their heads away, as if in disdain. He pressed it into Ned’s hands. “If anyone moves, shoot them in the foot: right?”

“Right,” Ned said, taking the heavy firearm in his hand and pointing it at the huddled crowd.

The jailer took a knife out of his boot and slashed through the ropes on either side of the youth, pushing him, still tied and hobbled, towards Ned. He made the trailing ropes into two rough but serviceable loops and handed them to Ned, like the long reins for a young horse, as he took back his pistol.

Ned opened his satchel and counted out the coins. “Does he have any papers?”

The man laughed. “Do cows have papers?” he demanded. “Do pigs? Of course he don’t. But we can take him to the blacksmith and brand him with your initial on his cheek.”

Ned felt the cords in his hand tighten, as the slim youth braced himself against terror.

“No need,” he said. “We sail in an hour. I’ll load him on board now and lock him in my cabin.”

“Mind he don’t drown himself,” the jailer said. “They do it the moment they get the chance. Someone told me they think they will rise out of the waves on a muskrat.” He laughed loudly, showing his yellow stumps of teeth, rotted by sugar and rum.

“Yes, they do think that…” Ned remembered his friend telling him the Pequot legend of the making of the world: a muskrat bringing earth from the seabed as a gift of life from the animal to the first woman in the world.

“Take a brace?” the jailer gestured. “You can have another for the same price?”

“Nay.” Ned tugged gently on the rope that trailed from the lad’s tied wrists and led the way to the ship. The boy followed with his shuffling walk. Ned did not look back, no white man looks for his slave, and the boy hobbled behind him.

Ned did not speak to the lad, not even when they were on board. He locked him in the windowless cabin and found the loadmaster and paid for another passage, a quarter price as it was a slave. He refused the offer to chain the boy in the cargo hold and pay for him as if he were baggage. He went back to the inn and bought a few shirts and a pair of breeches for the lad, and then he stayed on deck until the captain shouted, the gangway was drawn in, the ropes cast off and the bell towers and roofs of the city got smaller and smaller until the new city of Boston was just a smudge on the horizon, the sun sinking behind it. Ned stretched his aching back and went through the hatch and down the ladder to the tiny cabins below the deck.

The lad was seated on the floor, his head resting on his knees, as if he did not dare to touch the narrow bunk. When the door opened on Ned, carrying a gimbaled candlestick in one hand, the bundle of clothes in the other, he rose to his feet, alert as a cornered deer. His breath came a little quicker, but he showed no sign of fear. Ned, knowing the extraordinary courage of the Pokanoket, was not surprised. He put down the candle, the counterweight base moving gently with the ship to hold the candle upright.

“You know me,” Ned fumbled to remember the words of the banned language of Pokanoket. “You called me Nippe Sannup.”

The youth nodded stiffly.

“Have you seen me in the wilderness? Have I traded with your people?”

The boy said nothing.

“Have your people traded furs with me? Or gathered herbs for me?”

Still there was no answer.

“What language do you speak?” Ned asked in the forbidden language of the Pokanoket, then he tried again in Mohawk.

“I can speak English,” the youth said slowly.

“What is your people?” Ned demanded.

The boy’s face was expressionless, but one tear rose up and rolled down his face. He did not brush it aside, as if the name that might never be spoken was Sorrow. “We are forbidden to say our name,” he said quietly. “I knew you when I was a child. You were Nippe Sannup, the ferryman at Hadley. My people took your ferry when the Quinnehtukqut was in flood.”

Ned felt the familiar sense of longing for that lost time. “Fifteen years ago? When I kept the ferry at Hadley?”

The youth nodded.

“That was a lifetime. You must’ve been a child.”

“Are we at sea? Is the boat at sea?” he suddenly demanded.

“Aye.”

“You will not throw me over the side?”

“Why would I do that, fool? I just rescued you! And paid a fortune!”

“You have saved me from the plantations?”

“Aye, we’re going to London.”

The youth gritted his teeth on the terror of another unknown destination. “I thank you.”

Ned grinned. “You don’t look too thankful.”

“I am. You knew my grandmother, her name was Quiet Squirrel. D’you remember her? She made your snowshoes. D’you remember them? And my mother?”

“Quiet Squirrel!” Ned exclaimed. “She did! She did make my snowshoes. And she taught me… She taught me every—” He broke off. “Is she…”

“She’s gone to the dawn,” the boy said simply. “All my people are gone. All my family are dead. Just a few of us were captured alive. The village is gone. You can’t even see the postholes. They burned us out and they plowed our ground. They have made us…” He sought for the word. “… invisible.”

Ned sat down heavily on the side of the bunk. “Invisible? How can a people become invisible?” He had a sudden, vivid memory of the village of Norwottuck: the houses around the central fire, the children playing, the women grinding corn, the men dragging in a shot deer, the girls carrying long spears loaded with fresh fish. Impossible to think it was all gone, yet he knew it was impossible that it had survived the three years of bitter warfare. “And you…” He looked at the youth. “Were you one of the little lads?”

The youth pressed his lips together as if he would hold in dangerous words, but he forced himself to speak. “I met you when I was a child of six summers. You used to make me laugh when we crossed the river on your ferry. Back then, I was called Red Berries in Rain.”

Ned’s eyes widened; he got to his feet, put his hand under the youth’s chin, turned his face to the light of the candle. “Red Berries in Rain?” he whispered.

There was a day in his mind, long ago, more than fifteen years ago, when the women had been on his ferry, and they had been laughing at the little girl who had hidden behind her grandmother and peeped up at him with huge dark eyes. “You’re a lass?” he asked, disbelieving. “You’re that little lass?”

She nodded. “Please… Please don’t give me to the sailors,” she whispered.

“God’s blood! D’you think I am a beast?”

She flinched from his outrage. “The jailer gave my sister to the sailors.”

“I’d never do such a thing!” he swore. “I’d never—well, you’re not to know. But I have a sister in England! I have a niece! God knows, I’d never…”

“I said I was a boy, and they gave me a shirt and breeches.”

“Aye, it’s best.” Ned gestured to the patched breeches and old shirts on the bunk. “You’d better stay as a lad till we get to England. We’ll say you’re my serving boy.”

“Thank you,” she said. “I don’t want to be a girl until I am a girl of the Dawnlands again.”

“What’ll we call you?” he asked. “I can’t call you Red Berries in Rain.”

“It was a mosmezi tree,” she offered. “You had one growing by your gate. A slight tree with white flowers in spring, and in autumn: red berries? We use the bark for healing?”

“I remember,” he said. But he did not want the pain of remembering the tree at his gate, and the ferry across the river, and the women who had been his friends, and who had walked with him into the New England village, sure of their welcome, with baskets of food and fish on strings. “It’s a rowan tree,” he told her. “We can call you Rowan. And here…” He pushed the clothes towards her. “You’d better get out of those rags, they’re probably lousy. I’ll get the galley to boil them.”

“Can I wash?” she asked.

He hesitated, knowing that at every dawn, her people would wash and pray, facing the rising sun. They were the People of the Dawnlands, they were the people of the long dark coast that was the first to see the sun every day. Of all the unknown peoples in all the great forests that stretched to the west far away behind them, they were the first to see the first light.

“Not like you do at dawn,” he told her. “But I can get you a jug of water and some soap.” He put his hand on the latch of the door.

“Shouldn’t I get it?” she asked him. “As I am your slave? You’re not mine.”

She surprised him into a laugh. “Aye, I’m not. Come then, I’ll show you the way to the galley and the stores, and around the ship. You should really sleep in the hold, but you’ll be safer in my cabin. You can have the bunk, I’ll take the floor.”

“No! No!” she refused at once. “I sleep on the floor.” She looked up at him to see if he would smile again. “I am your slave. You’re not mine.”

“I’d never have a slave,” he told her. “All my life I have believed that men—even women—should be free. I’m going back to England now to help set my countrymen free.”

She nodded, following the rapid words and watching his lips, so she saw his smile when it came. “But you can sleep on the floor.”

“Because you have a niece?” she asked him with a gleam in her dark eyes.

“Because I am old enough to be your grandfather,” he said dourly. “And as stiff in the morning as frozen laundry on a washing line.”



Ned had guessed she would wake before dawn, and he was instantly aware of her, awake but silent. “You’ll want to see sunrise,” he said quietly into the pitch-darkness.

“Can I?”

Outside Ned’s door a ladder led upwards to a battened-down hatch. Ned went first, lifted the hatch, and breathed the cold saltiness of the sea air. He put the cover aside, climbed out, and turned to help her, but she was already up on deck gulping in the clean breeze, her arms thrown wide as if she would have the wind blow through her clothes, blow defeat out of her soul.

The sky was lightening all around them, but the sun was not yet up. Ned raised his hand in acknowledgment to the steersman and led the way fore so that they were facing east, facing England. There was a clean bucket on a frosty rope for sluicing down the deck. Ned lowered it into the sea and felt it tug in his hands. He hauled it back in and put it at her feet. “Best I can do,” he said, and stepped back.

Rowan looked out along the bowsprit to where the horizon gleamed with a cold pale light. She loosened the shirt at her neck; she did not dare stand naked as the ritual demanded, but she splayed her bare toes on the deck and stood tall, swaying slightly at the roll and dip of the ship through the waters. She took a cupped handful of icy water and poured it over her head, over her neck, another full into the face. She tasted the salt and opened her eyes. She whispered: “Great Spirit, Mother Earth, Grandmother Moon, Grandfather Sun, I thank you. I pray to the four directions…”

Carefully she turned to the four points of the compass, looking out over gray rolling waves east then north, south, and west until she was facing the brighter horizon once more. “I thank you for all my relations: the winged nation, the creeping and crawling nation, the four-legged nation, the green and growing nation, and all things living in the water. Honoring the clans: the deer—ahtuk, the bear—mosq, the wolf—mukquoshim, the turtle—tunnuppasog, the snipe—sasasō. Keihtanit taubot neanawayean.”

The head of a silvery sun was rising from the gray faraway waters as she murmured the prayer. She bowed her head and poured more water over her head, her face, her neck, her breast, as the sun rose. She looked towards it, as if it might tell her how she should survive this extraordinary transition in her life, from one world to another, from one life to another, from one country to another. She had no fear. She felt the strength in her feet on the scrubbed wooden deck, the powerful beating of her heart, and the limitless confidence of youth.
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If Livia was nervous, as the Avery carriage drove through the rolling deer park and turned into the great arched doorway, she showed no sign. As the coach rattled through the imposing north gatehouse, the wheels echoing loudly on the cobbles, guardsmen saluting the Avery crest on the carriage door, Livia settled her cape around her, tied the silk ribbons on her hat, and straightened the ribbon bows over her shoulders. All she could see were the tall walls of red brick relieved with white pillars and mullioned windows. The carriage halted and the steps were let down. Livia’s grip was firm on the footman’s arm, her step light on the pavement. The lace edging on her hat did not tremble, the smile on her beautiful face was steady. Her tight bodice hid her breathlessness; the thick silk of her gown and her billowing petticoats swished around her as she followed the new queen’s chief secretary into the first court, across the rigidly formal garden, through inner doors and up the stairs. Finally, the chief secretary nodded to two men-at-arms to throw open the double doors of the queen’s presence chamber and announced: “Lady Livia Avery, Your Majesty.”

The dark-haired queen was seated at the window, looking far younger than her twenty-six years, some fine embroidery in an ivory frame beside her, two maids of honor sorting embroidery silks on low stools beside her and two ladies-in-waiting opposite her. In the corner of the room a lutist and a singer created a gentle warble, enough to mask indiscreet conversations from the hearing of the servants who stood at the buffet of silverware. Queen Mary Beatrice was wearing a deep-red silk gown trimmed with silver lace, cut very low over her breasts and across her arms to show her white shoulders. Her slim neck was loaded with jeweled necklaces, she had diamonds in her ears and chains of diamonds wrapped around her arms. Her dark hair was piled on her head, falling in ringlets to her shoulders. She turned a pale face to the door, but as she saw Livia she lit up. “Oh! Livia! My dearest Livia!” she exclaimed at once in Italian. “You have come! In this terrible weather! You have come to bring the spring!”

Livia sank into a deep curtsey and kept her head down, but the queen raised her at once and fell into her arms. She was slight—beneath the flowing embroidered silks Livia could feel a body as slim as a girl’s. Over her shoulder Livia could see the grim faces of the other attendants as they noted the arrival of a new favorite.

“Carissima,” the queen whispered. “I have longed for you. I will be grateful for all my life that you have come to me.” She turned. “Are Lady Avery’s rooms prepared for her?” she asked. “The best rooms, near mine.”

Lady Isabella Wentworth rose up and dropped a small curtsey to Livia. “Shall I show Lady Avery to her rooms?”

“No!” The queen turned impulsively. “I’ll come myself.” She paused for a moment, shaken by a cough. “You all stay here,” she said, catching her breath. Defying protocol, she took Livia’s hand and the two of them followed Lady Wentworth from the presence chamber, through the privy chamber, through the queen’s bedchamber to a gallery of doors for the ladies-in-waiting. One was already painted with the Avery crest. Livia’s dark eyelashes hid the gleam in her eyes at the triumph, but she said nothing and waited for the footman to dart forward and swing open the door. Lady Wentworth stepped back to allow her queen and Livia to enter first.

Livia’s drawing room had a warm fire in the grate, a pair of silk upholstered chairs before it, an expensive rug on the floor. There was a grand mahogany table with six dining chairs under the window so that she could dine with friends and enjoy the view of the privy gardens and beyond them the rolling lawns of the deer park. There were portraits on the walls and a tapestry depicting a white hart being brought down by huntsmen. There were sconces with candles and candelabra on the tables holding pure white wax candles. Livia crossed the room and looked out of the window. She allowed herself to imagine the south bank of the river, far away, due east. The poor wharf, the cargo ships bobbing in dirty water, the little home where she had gladly left her son so that she could rise, unhampered, to this greatness. She was pleased she could not see it—it was too far away—around the broad loop in the river, beyond London Bridge, beyond the Tower, far from the wealth and elegance of the royal palaces, far away from her new life.

“Is it all right?” the queen asked humbly.

Livia turned. “It’s quite all right,” she said, smiling. “It’s perfect for me.”
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Beyond Livia’s horizon, three and a half miles downriver, on the south bank, Ned stood for a moment to look at the Thames in flow, the waters rushing past the quay, the boats riding high, unladen, in the center of the stream.

On the distant opposite bank Ned could see the river wall was being extended, the mud and pebbles of the foreshore enclosed by great beams packed with stone. The green weeds and water had dried out, the wading birds had deserted it. New buildings, streets, slums, hovels were being built on a tumble of stone and rubble. The city was spreading downriver, making more and more wharves for more and more ships, as if trade itself were a new king who could demand selfish changes to England.

Rowan, close behind him, was dressed as a manservant: shoes and woolen stockings on her feet, wool breeches and a linen shirt and wool jacket under a warm traveling cape. A cap pulled low over her cropped dark hair completed the disguise. Ned led the way down the alley that ran between the warehouse and its neighbor, until he came to a lantern door set into the big wagon gates, which were bolted and closed for the night. Inside the yard, he could hear someone bedding down horses, the splash of water being pumped into a bucket, and the bang of the stable door. He put his hand on the iron ring to open the little door, but she saw him hesitate.

“I can hardly go in. I’ve not seen my sister for twenty-five years. I never thought I’d come back.”

He turned the handle, opened the door, and stepped through. It was a prosperous yard, swept clean around raised beds of herbs. There were four big horses nodding over the stable doors, and two carts stored in the cart shed. The double doors that led to the warehouse were safely locked, but the door to the kitchen was half-open. Ned could see the cook bending over a new cast-iron stove. She turned as she heard the lantern gate and came to look over the bolted lower door, wiping her hands on her apron.

“Is it a load?”

“No,” said Ned. “I’ve come to see Mrs. Reekie.”

“If you want the herbs, I can sell them.”

“I’m her brother, come home from New England. I’m Ned Ferryman.”

“Oh, my Lord!” she exclaimed and then clapped her hand to her mouth to stifle the oath. “Oh, my word! Well! You’re very welcome, sir. Come in! Come in! You should have come to the front door, not in the yard like a carter. Come in, and I’ll tell them you’re here.”

She swung open the bottom half of the door and shouted to the kitchen maid to come and take their bags. She went surging into the hall, to the parlor at the front of the house, which overlooked the quay and the river. “You’ll never guess who’s in the yard!” she exclaimed to the middle-aged couple in the room. “You’ll never guess.”

The woman rose to her feet. “Of course I won’t guess,” she said, a tolerant smile on her face. “Who’s come at this time of night to the yard gate, Tabs?”

“Your uncle Ned!” the cook exclaimed triumphantly. “Who would ever’ve guessed that! Your uncle Ned from the Americas. Large as life and his lad at his side.”

Alys went swiftly past her to the kitchen and then checked as she saw the broad gray-haired man, swinging his satchel to the floor, and behind him, the most beautiful boy she had ever seen, dark-haired, dark-eyed, head up, light on his feet as a deer.

“Uncle Ned?” Alys asked uncertainly. “Tabs said you were my uncle Ned?” and when he looked up and smiled at her, she said with sudden certainty: “It is you!”

Alys’s husband, Captain Shore, filled the doorway to the hall. “Ned Ferryman?” he queried.

Alys was in Ned’s arms, hugging him, patting him, pulling back to look into his worn, grooved face. “Uncle Ned, God bless you! We never thought to see you again!”

“I know. I never thought I’d come back. But here I am!”

“Praise God you’re safe, after such travels!”

“Amen, amen. My sister Alinor is well?” He looked around for her.

“Yes—speaking of you only last night. And you know there’s a new king on the throne? Crowned and anointed just last week? King James. Does that mean you’re safe to come home now? And the troubles are all forgotten?”

“They’re not all forgotten,” he said steadily.

“You’ve not come back to rise up again? You’re not for the Protestant duke?” she demanded anxiously, interrogating his face with a frowning gaze.

“Hush,” Captain Shore intervened. “Come into the parlor, sir. I take it you’re my uncle-in-law, and I am your nephew Abel Shore.”

“Congratulations, and I’m glad to meet you at last!” Ned said. “I sent you some buckskins for your marriage bed.”

“I sleep under them every night,” the Captain said. “Coziest bedding I’ve ever had. Much needed this winter gone. We’re grateful. And who’s this?”

“My lad. This is my serving boy: Rowan.”

“Well, come in, both of you,” Captain Shore said. “Have you dined?”

“There’s enough for us all,” Alys assured him. “The maid can run out to the bakehouse and get a chicken pie. Uncle Ned, I must take you upstairs to Ma at once. You know, she was speaking of you only last night. She dreamed of you, at sea on dark tides.”

“Aye, I wondered if she’d know I was on deep waters,” he said. “But you’d better prepare her.”

“We’ll wait for you down here,” Captain Shore said, waving Rowan back to the kitchen. “You get warm in the kitchen, lad. And, Uncle Ned, if Mrs. Reekie wants you to dine upstairs with her, sir, you just say the word. Sometimes she comes down for dinner, sometimes she don’t. It’s always her wish, just as she wants.”

Ned followed his niece up the wooden stairs to the next floor. To his right was the door to his sister’s room, and to his left the bedroom that Alys shared with her husband, and another door to the smaller spare room. The narrow stairs for the servants’ rooms went up into the eaves of the roof.

Alys tapped on the door and went in, leaving it half-open. “Ma,” Ned heard her say. “Be steady, Ma. I have some news.”

“I can tell it’s good news from your face,” he heard his sister reply.

At the sound of her voice he could not make himself wait any longer. He pushed open the door. “It’s me, Alinor. I’m come home.”

Alinor rose up from the sofa, her pale face flushed with joy, her hands outstretched to him. “Ah, Ned! You’ve come home at last.” And in a moment, she was folded in his arms.



Later that night, after a bustle of preparation and dinner and drinking of healths and exchanging news, Ned went to Alinor’s room to say good night and sat on the end of the sofa. “I daren’t keep you late,” he said. “Alys gave me such a scowl. Are you tired?”

She put her hand to her chest where her breath came short. “I’m too happy to be tired. I always thought I’d see you in this life again, Ned. But I never dreamed you’d come home like a merman out of water, without a word of warning.”

“I never thought I’d sit at a table with my family again. I’ve been solitary for so long.”

“But now you’ve got Rowan for company?”

“He’s just with me for the voyage,” he said. “I can’t bear to keep a servant, Sister. You know my feelings. I paid for his passage over, but he’s free.”

She slid a sideways look at him. “Rowan? Named for a tree? Neither girl nor boy but a being from the forest?”

He smiled ruefully. “Of course, you saw her at once. Aye, she’s a lass. The granddaughter of a woman who was kind to me when I was first in New England. They call themselves the Pokanoket, the People of the Dawnlands.” He corrected himself. “No. Not anymore. They did. They were the ones killed in the wars, and now their name is forbidden.”

“Have you escaped one war to wage another?” she asked him acutely.

He glanced to her closed bedroom door, as if even in her own house, he was wary of eavesdroppers. “Aye, I got a message,” he said shortly. “Old comrades tell me that the new king is a papist and a French spy. They say that no one will stand for it, the people will rise again and put the Duke of Monmouth in as a new Lord Protector. Another Cromwell. So I came at once. Like an old horse at the sound of the trumpets! To see it happen—the freeing of the people. Once again.”

She nodded. “It’s true,” she said. “Captain Shore keeps his own counsel, and we’re far away from St. James’s Palace, but even the merchants’ coffeehouses say that the new king prays like a papist in a foreign tongue, kneels for Mass with his foreign wife, and the court is bought and sold by France. There’s not an honest man among them. And the young Duke of Monmouth is said to be in the Low Countries, building a fleet. They say he’ll come to save us and the Church of England. The country’ll be divided again into royalist against roundhead.”

“There’ll be a war?” he confirmed. “Another civil war?”

“Not for you,” she urged. “Not for you, who left England rather than be subject to a king. You’ve done enough, Brother. Come to watch if you must. But don’t you risk a beating. You can’t bear that grief again.”

His slow smile told her that he regretted nothing. “Nay,” he said. “All my life I’ve thought that God made man and woman, not kings and servants. I was proud to serve under Cromwell to set the men of England free. I was glad we won our freedom. I was sorry we gave it away again. I’d be proud to fight for the men of England once again.”

“We can’t,” she told him. “The family can’t. We’ve taken years to build the warehouse trade, and now we have our own ship: Captain Shore’s ship. We’ve bought the wharf next door, we trade in fine things from Sarah in Venice. Johnnie is a writer at the East India Company and Rob is a doctor, he’s put up his door knocker in the City—our Rob! A proper doctor! We can’t throw that away for the king’s bastard. We can’t do it, Ned. You can’t ask it of us—not of the young ones when they’re doing so well. Not of Captain Shore and Alys now they’re settled.”

“No, no,” Ned said quickly, clasping her hand. “Not any one of you. I’ll go to Monmouth as a single man, without ties, without family. This is my battle—not theirs. If the Duke of Monmouth takes me into his service, I’ll be Ned Ferryman come from New England to serve my countrymen—and nothing to link the Reekie wharf to me.”

“You’ll think me chickenhearted,” she said ruefully.

He shook his head. “I wouldn’t have you lose your home again. Once was enough.”

“It’s not home,” she said quietly, thinking of their house beside their ferry on the tidelands. “But it’s a good living.”

“Course,” he agreed. “And maybe I’ll come out of this so well that I’ll buy you a house at Foulmire, and you and I will end our days there, watching the waters rise and fall in the harbor, with no lord ruling over us and no king over England, and it’ll be a new dawn.”
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The newly crowned queen was sick: bleached by the pain in her chest, in her back, cold despite the heaped lambswool covers on her bed. No doctor had been able to cure the cough which came and went with the seasons; the hard-hearted courtiers said it was a weakness of her family, and that she would die before she was thirty. She would see no one but Livia, who lay with her in the bed, as close as a lover, warming her with the heat of her body.

Mary Beatrice could not rest. She spoke feverishly of the conversion of England, of the winning of all the souls to the true faith, with fire if need be. She coughed and said that she must have a son, a son baptized into the Roman Catholic church to cement the conversion, that her life would be wasted if she died of this cough, of weakness, before giving the Holy Father a papist prince of Wales, an heir of the true faith for England.

Livia, too much of a courtier to argue, thought the country had been Protestant for too long to change back again, the church lands sucked into private estates, the abbeys rebuilt as private houses, the nuns married off, the priests vanished. Not even the stones stood where the monks had set them, the relicts of the saints were missing from honored tombs, the pilgrim ways growing grass. The lands dedicated to holiness were growing wheat at a profit. English lords had exchanged God for great wealth, and it would be hard to change them back again.

“My son will be crowned by the Pope,” the queen predicted. “Not like us, in secret.”

“You were crowned by the Archbishop of Canterbury in Westminster Abbey, before everyone?” Livia corrected her gently, thinking she must be delirious.

“Of course, we had to go to Westminster Abbey, as the Protestants wanted, but it was an empty show. We were first crowned and anointed in secret, in the Roman Catholic chapel at Whitehall, by the king’s confessor.”

Livia was aghast. “My dear, you must never repeat that! People would go mad if they found out. They would tear down the palace.”

“Of course, it is secret,” the queen said more calmly. “But think of the glory! I am the first queen crowned in the true church since England turned heretic. Think of that! I am the first queen crowned by a priest since the sainted Catherine of Aragon, since Queen Mary.”

“Because the church changed! England has changed.”

“I will change it back…” Her voice trailed off as she fell asleep, but Livia did not close her eyes. She gazed up at the rich canopy, half dreaming, half planning, as if she could see the future in the golden embroidered sunburst, the circling stars of silver thread, trying to imagine if this queen and king could dominate the country, could remake England. Mary Beatrice stirred in her sleep, and Livia turned to her like a lover and kissed the line of her neck from her ear to her collarbone, pressing herself gently, tightening her hold.
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Ned, flushed and awkward, waiting for his nephew, Rob, and the family’s foster son, Matthew, to arrive for dinner, felt too big for the parlor at the front of the warehouse, ungainly at the window overlooking the river, awkward at the dining table. In the kitchen, Rowan, equally out of place, was clumsily loading a tray with a bottle of wine and glasses and an earthenware pitcher of small ale.

“Take it! Take it!” Tabs commanded, sweating over the stove. “You’re his serving lad, ain’t you? Serve it!”

Rowan abandoned the attempt to claim that she was a serving lad who did not serve, and carried the heavy tray into the parlor.

“Here, lad! Put it down before you drop it,” Ned said, helping her with the heavy tray as the glasses clinked dangerously together. “Neither of us is at ease here.”

Alinor, seated at the fireside, smiled at Rowan. “I hope you’ll feel at home soon.”

There was a knock at the front door.

“That’ll be Matthew, home from college,” Alys said, emerging from the countinghouse at the back of the hall, her husband, Captain Shore, behind her. “Or maybe my brother, Rob, come early.”

Ned nodded to Rowan. “Answer it, lad.”

“How?” she said, very low.

“Just open the door and stand back and bow. Don’t be a gowk.”

Rowan threw him an exasperated look, but went to the door and opened it to a tall, slim man aged about fifty years. He handed her his fringed hat and cape without remark and went past her into the parlor. Rowan went to shut the front door when she heard a shout from the quayside—“Hold up!”

She hesitated, as a long-legged youth of about fifteen came bounding towards the open door, light-footed over the cobbles.

“Here—you’re new!” he exclaimed. “Did you come with my great-uncle Ned? From America?”

She nodded as he slipped past her and into the parlor of his home. The door closed on them, and she scowled at her pang of self-pity. It was strange to think that a man who had always appeared so solitary, in his lonely house, beside a cold river in the Dawnlands, should have had all this behind him: family, house, business, on the side of the great river of London; and that she—a girl embedded in her family, born of ancestors from the dawn of time, whose seat was the cliffs of Montaup—should find herself all alone in a strange flat land that faced north.

In the parlor, Ned was greeting Rob after a gap of twenty-five years. “A doctor’s knocker on your door, half of London coming to you for physic, and a wife and child! I’m so glad for you. It’s more than we dreamed of, that first day when we sent you to be apprenticed at Chichester. And your ma in tears at losing her little boy!”

“I remember you giving me money for dinner, in case they underfed me! You got me started, Uncle Ned, and then I was lucky in Padua at my university and then in my practice in Venice,” Rob told his uncle.

“Thank God you got out of there safely.”

“Ah, it was a long time ago, and we don’t speak of it.” Rob glanced towards the fostered boy, Matthew. “Better for the lad that we don’t.”

“Secrets?” Ned’s grizzled brows twitched together in a frown.

“Some things are better left unsaid,” Rob said firmly.

“A lad should know his father’s name.”

“Only his mother knows that!” Rob said low, with a half smile. “Livia Avery left us far behind when she married Sir James. She left her son for my ma and sister to raise as their own, without a backward glance. We don’t speak of her, and he never asks. But I should say—my wife, Julia, sends her apologies. She hopes to visit tomorrow.”

“For sure,” Ned said easily. He glanced back at Matthew, who was watching the two of them. “But what name does the lad go by? Not yours?”

“Not mine! Before she married for name and a title, Livia called herself Picci, sometimes da Picci, and Matthew uses that.” He glanced over at Matthew. “I’m telling my uncle Ned you’re doing well in your studies.”

“I’m working hard, whatever Ma Alys suspects!” the youth assured them. “I’m lucky to have a place at Lincoln’s Inn.”

Alys offered him a glass of wine and water. “He had to do a speech in Latin! Can you imagine?”

“Good for you, lad.” Ned offered a callused hand. “Think of us having a lawyer in the family!”

Susie the maid put her head in the room. “Am I to serve dinner now?”

“Yes,” Captain Shore told her. “We won’t wait for Johnnie.”

Everyone drew up their chairs to the table as the cook, Tabs; the maid, Susie; and Rowan brought dish after dish, some of them bought from the bakehouse, some of them cooked at the stove, the butter cold from the larder, the small ale brewed in the malthouse across the yard.

They heard the front door, and Alys’s son, Johnnie, came into the parlor, his hat in his hand, his brown hair ruffled by the wind from crossing the river from the City. “Grandmother Alinor, Ma, I’m sorry I’m late. I had a ship come in with mail, and I couldn’t leave before I read it.” His brown gaze fell on his great-uncle. “And you must be my uncle Ned! Sir! Welcome home!”

Ned stood and hugged the handsome young man. “Look at you! I left a lad of eleven years, and now you’re a man of business.”

Johnnie thrust his thumbs in his waistcoat and spun around to show his great-uncle his fine embroidered jacket and his deep crimson breeches. He had his mother’s golden brown hair and square, honest face. Ned laughed at his vanity and clapped him on the shoulder as he sat down at the dinner table.

“He always wanted to work for the East India Company,” Alys said proudly, passing her son, Johnnie, a plate. “And he trades on his own account.”

“Do you?” asked Ned. “What sort of goods?”

“Mostly silk and dry goods,” Johnnie said, helping himself to a slice of pie. “I get opium for Uncle Rob, spices for Ma to sell to grocers. And I send silk from India: overland—to my sister, Sarah, in Venice—and by sea—to here.” He looked up, as Rowan awkwardly held a dish. “Hello, who’s this?”

She did not bow and lower her eyes as a trained servant would have done. She did not wait for her owner to answer for her like a slave. She met his gaze like an equal. “I am Rowan. I came with your uncle Ned.”

“A slave?” He turned to Ned.

“Certainly not.”

“I choose to serve him,” Rowan told Johnnie.

“You make it sound like he’s honored!” He smiled at her.

“He is not honored,” Rowan corrected gravely. “And I am no slave. We have an agreement.”

“A native Leveller,” Rob observed quietly to his mother, Alinor. “I think Uncle Ned has met his match.”

“And are we equals?” Johnnie asked Rowan, smiling. “All equals? My great-uncle Ned, whom you agree to serve; my uncle Rob, a physician; and my ma and grandmother, who own this wharf; and Captain Shore, who owns the ship at the quay outside? Do you have no betters?”

Rowan glanced at Alinor to see if she might answer, and at her nod, she quietly replied: “Sir, I am very sure you are a great family. But I was born one of the People. And we are the first to see the sun in the morning.”

“How very Copernican!” Rob was amused by this exchange.

“D’you even know where the sun rises?” Rowan challenged Johnnie.

He hesitated. “There, isn’t it?” Johnnie pointed to his right.

“Isn’t that north?” Rob asked.

“It’s downriver,” Alys told her son. “Fancy you not knowing!”

Captain Shore laughed. “Just as well for you all that I know!”

Alinor pointed due east.

“It is that way,” Rowan agreed.

“But it doesn’t matter to us,” Johnnie pointed out. “We go by addresses in London, the names of streets, we don’t navigate by the sky.”

“I don’t know your streets,” she admitted. “But I know where I am under the sky. And if your streets tumble down…”

“Some of them were burned to nothing,” Alinor pointed out.

“Then there is only the sky. And you will not know where you are. But I always will.” She took the empty dish from Johnnie and went back to the kitchen as Ned gave a little crow of laughter.

“You think you’re having an ordinary talk, and suddenly you’re on to the stars, or the words of the wind.”

“What’re you going to do with him, though?” Rob asked, as Susie followed Rowan out of the room. “Clearly, he can’t serve.”

Alinor and Ned, brother and sister, exchanged a hidden smile at her son. “Ah, Rob, how can you be such a great physician and yet blind?” Alinor asked him. “D’you not see that’s a girl?”

“A girl? A native girl?” Alys exclaimed. “I didn’t know!”

“Bless me!” Captain Shore said.

“But why’s she dressed like that?” Johnnie demanded.

“It was easier that she pass as a boy while we were traveling,” Ned said. “And now I have to find somewhere that she can be safe as a girl, and work that she can do as a maid. I can’t take a girl where I am going.”

“Where are you going, Uncle Ned?” Rob asked.

“Better that I don’t speak of it here.”

Johnnie was alert to the danger. “You’re not expecting trouble, sir?”

Ned shook his head and said nothing. Rob spoke into the silence: “Uncle, you’ve been away too long. It’s not the same cause, it’s not the same Stuart. Your man Cromwell is dead and buried. The Charles they invited back is dead too, and when his royal brother James took the crown, they shouted Vivat Rex for him! Nobody likes the king’s religion, not many like him. But the country has chosen him. There’ll not be another civil war.”

“Maybe not,” Ned said briefly.

Matthew looked curiously from one determined face to another.

“I promise you,” Rob told his uncle, “the war you fought is over, there will not be another.”

“Better that I don’t speak of it.”
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Mary Beatrice was half carried home from the state opening of parliament. Livia received her in her arms at the doorway of her privy chamber, helped her into her chair, taking the crown from her head and passing it aside as if it were nothing in her haste to get the heavy robes off the queen’s shoulders.

“It was too much for you,” she scolded. “I said you should not have gone.”

Mary Beatrice shook her head, sipping wine and water. “It wasn’t the weight of the crown—that was nothing—it was what they said!” she exclaimed. “What he said!”

“Why? What did they say? What did they dare to say?”

Mary Beatrice pulled Livia close so she could whisper. “It was the king himself! He said the most dreadful thing. He told them—we are going to be invaded!”

Livia was stunned. “Invaded?”

“The Earl of Argyll—a most desperate rebel—has ships and men, allied with the Duke of Monmouth, the late king’s son, and they have sworn to overthrow us!”

Livia gave a little gasp. “What?”

“So the king told the parliament. Argyll can call up every Scot in the land. He’s the chief of the Campbells, and there are thousands of them. He’s a bitter Presbyterian—so all the heretics will follow him. And everyone in England loves Monmouth, they wanted the late king to make him legitimate, name him heir instead of us. And now, he and the earl have joined together and landed somewhere in Scotland. They’ll march on London. They’ll muster thousands.”

“But why would the king announce it?” Livia demanded. “Why tell everyone? Won’t they all run to them?”

“He thought he was being clever,” she said uncertainly. “He thought to outwit parliament into giving him everything he wants: the money to raise an army, the right to call out the militia. Parliament are so wicked as to not trust kings: they never allow royal troops. But my husband has triumphed. He has frightened them into giving him new powers. More money to raise his own army. He says it’s a victory for us? He says it’s a victory for all kings.” She looked doubtfully at Livia.

“Well, yes, if his new army can beat the earl and the Duke of Monmouth.”

“Not together! No one could beat them together!” The queen turned from the watching court, whispered that she would go to her bedroom. Livia nodded to the footman to open the doors, carry the queen into her bedroom, and close the door on the anxious faces.

“You must be calm,” Livia urged, kneeling before the queen to chafe her hands, heavy with rings. “You have to be as still as a field for sowing. A son will make us all safe.”

“It’s too late for my baby if Argyll and James of Monmouth march on London. Nothing will save us if the people flock to Monmouth! He was commander of the English army, and they all loved him… even I loved him, we all did… He was the most handsome young man, the most charming, the king’s most beloved son…”

“No, no…”

“And he has a son of his own—a son to be heir to our throne. He has two, he has three! God has blessed him with… I don’t know how many heirs! Protestant heirs. Perhaps God will give him the throne as well!”

“No! No!” Livia felt more and more helpless against the rising distress of the young queen, overwhelmed by her rapid speech, catching her sense of panic. “No! You know you are chosen by God to bring the faith to England. The Pope himself sent you. You’ve only been queen for a month! God would not—”

“Maybe that’s all I’ll ever be! Queen of four weeks! Only four weeks and already there’s an army marching on us. They don’t want us! They hate me!”

“No, they don’t,” Livia said staunchly, completely out of her depth. “And anyway, who cares what the people want?”
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Rob reluctantly brought his wife to meet his uncle Ned, knowing that she would dislike him on sight as a workingman, and an exiled Cromwell soldier, and that Ned would dismiss her as an idle woman of fashion.

Alinor watched from her high bedroom window, as the wherry carrying Rob and Julia bobbed at the Horsleydown water stairs, and then she crossed her room and called down the stairs. “Susie, open the front door. The doctor and Mrs. Reekie are here.”

Instead of Susie, she saw Rowan’s dark crown and then her smile as she looked upwards through the well of the stairs. “Susie’s out in the yard. Shall I open the door?”

“Lord, no.” Alinor laughed. “Mrs. Julia would take a fit. Send Tabs, and you keep out of her way.”

Rowan nodded and called Tabs, who surged out, wiping her hands on her apron.

“Hello, Tabs,” Rob said, as his wife flinched at the cook opening the front door. “We’ve come to see my ma.”

“Upstairs,” Tabs said shortly, heading back to the kitchen. “And Mrs. Shore is in the countinghouse,” she called over her shoulder.

“Oh, I want to see Alys,” Rob remarked and turned into the warehouse, ignoring his wife’s touch on his arm.

Julia mounted the stairs slowly, braced herself before the closed door to Alinor’s bedroom, tapped on the panel with one gloved hand, and entered. “Mother Alinor,” she said faintly, brushing a kiss on Alinor’s cheek and sinking down on the sofa.

“Dear Julia,” Alinor replied. “How are you today? I’m sorry you weren’t well enough to come yesterday.”

“It’s my head.” Julia loosened the ribbons and took off her hat, as if the weight of feathers was too much for her.

“I should give you a tisane.” Alinor gestured at the muslin bags that were spread over the table before her chair, as she sewed them for herbs for tea.

“Rob gives me laudanum.” Julia averted her eyes from evidence of Alinor’s work. “It’s the only thing that helps me.”

“Surely not every day?”

“Without it, I can do nothing.” She smiled, as if it were an achievement.

“I have to be doing something.”

“I wasn’t raised to it,” Julia said flatly.

Alinor nodded, gritting her teeth on a retort. “I know that, my dear,” she said. “How is Hester? I am sorry you didn’t bring her. I haven’t seen her for a long time.”

“If only Rob would set up a proper carriage…” Julia’s soft complaint died away. Her daughter, Hester, wore a metal brace on her left leg to straighten her club foot, and Julia had established early on that she could not allow the child to cross the river on a wherry boat. She had asked Rob to set up a carriage on her wedding day, and plaintively repeated her request every month of every one of the fourteen years, ever since.

“Well, I shall have to visit you,” Alinor said cheerfully, avoiding the perennial question of the carriage.

“Surely it’s too far for you? If we had a carriage, I could send it to fetch you.”

With a sense of relief, Alinor heard a heavy footstep on the stair. “That you, Ned?”

Ned’s first thought on coming in was that Julia Reekie must be quarreling with her mother-in-law, her face was so sulky. She did not rise to greet him but leaned back on the arm of the sofa as if exhausted. Then he saw the pallor of her powdered skin and the rich sheen of her silk dress and realized that she was copying the languor of the ladies of the court, and his nephew, Rob, had escaped a false marriage with the adventuress Livia Avery, who never stopped scheming, for the safety of a woman who did nothing.

He took her gloved fingertips. “Honored.”

“Do sit down, Ned,” Alinor urged.

He took a chair opposite her at the worktable. “Did Rob come with you, Mrs. Reekie?”

“He went to the warehouse to see his sister, Mrs. Shore,” she said. “I can’t bear the noise.”

Ned took care not to exchange a glance with Alinor. “Can’t you?”

“Will you take a hot chocolate, Ned?” Alinor asked.

He rose from his seat. “Nay, I’ll have a small ale with Rob in the countinghouse. But I’ll send up my lad with your cups.”

Julia gave a little cry of alarm and sat up. “Not the native!” she exclaimed. “I beg that he doesn’t come in here—”

“Send Susie,” Alinor interrupted with a warning look at Ned. “Julia, dear, don’t be—”

“What’s supposed to be wrong with my lad?” Ned asked quietly.

“I would be so afraid,” Julia said. “The things we’ve heard of them. The way they have gone wild!” She turned to Alinor. “Do you keep him in the house at night? Aren’t you afraid he might…? I mean, they can never be trusted.”

“Ned!” Alinor cut across his angry retort. To Julia, she said gently: “My dear, you shouldn’t believe all that you read in the newssheets. Rowan is our guest, and we are glad to have her.”

“Her?” Julia repeated on a rising note. “Never tell me it’s a girl?” She shot a horrified glance at Ned. “You brought a native woman into your home?”

Ned folded his arms and watched his sister try to recover.

“Him,” Alinor corrected herself. “Well, anyway. You know what I mean! Anyway—Ned, send Susie up with the drinks.”



Ned, Alys, and Rob, drinking a cup of small ale in the countinghouse, heard the front door open. “That’ll be Johnnie,” Alys said. “He comes to do the books every week.”

In the narrow hall, Johnnie took off his thick jacket and hat and handed them to Rowan. “Here you are again,” he said. “Are you finding your way around London? Do you know the name of this street?”

She nodded. “It’s Shad Thames Street.”

“Very good,” he said. “And I remember due east.” He pointed. “Have you been out to see other streets? Have you been over the river to the City?”

“I’ve been to the market with Tabs.”

“The market? What did you think of it? Very busy?”

“It smells of dead food,” she said bluntly and made him laugh.

“You should see London Bridge, you should see the Tower of London.” He paused. “Shall I—” He broke off. “I could—”

Alys called from the warehouse. “Is that you, Son?”

“I have to go,” he said.

Rowan stepped to one side. Still, Johnnie did not go down the hall.

“Do you get a day off?”

“Off?” she repeated. “Off what?”

He realized she did not understand what he meant, and the gulf between their worlds was unbridgeable. “Nothing,” he said, and he smiled and left her in the hall.

“Ah, our Company man! Are you rushed off your feet with business?” Rob joked, as Johnnie kissed his mother and shook hands with his great-uncle Ned.

“I’m waiting on a shipment of tea,” Johnnie said equably. “I’ve got nothing to do till it arrives. But I’ll take no aspersions from a doctor, whose patients only labor every nine months.”

“Did you visit the Gregsons?” Alys asked him.

Johnnie exchanged a glance with Rob. His mother’s hopes that he would marry a young woman with a profitable business were well known to everyone. “Not yet. I am to go to dinner next week. But more important than that—I have a letter for you, Ma. From my sister.”

Alys exclaimed with pleasure, broke the seal, and read aloud:


Dear Ma and dearest Grandmother,

I am sorry not to have written for so long, we’ve been busier than usual as a church nearby is changing their hangings and we are chosen to sell their old silks when they buy new, so now I have a warehouse full of dusty old silk altar cloths and beautiful vestments, hangings, curtains for statues, and drapes for tombs that will indeed be worth a fortune when they are cleaned and darned. Felipe is selling, in their place, most of the consignment of silks that Johnnie had shipped to us from his Dutch trader in Japan. I suppose the new king and queen need vestments and altar cloths for the new royal chapels? We hear that they are turning the whole country papist!



Alys broke off. “The rest is about the silks… Oh!” she said in quite a different tone. “She says:


I also will send a rather precious consignment—to wit—two beautiful granddaughters for you! If you agree, I should like Mia and Gabrielle to come to you for a long visit. It is very hard for me to give them the girlhood I would like them to have in this city. Girls of good family are kept very strictly at home, and there is no society for young people at all. It is hard for me to find tutors and quite impossible to find anyone to teach science and philosophy to girls. There is almost no education for girls outside the convents. They are both very scholarly girls, which is not easy in Venice, where women are mostly encouraged to religious studies. Gabrielle in particular shows a great interest in herbs and plants—just like my dearest grandmother. Felipe says if they are Venetian girls, then they should be betrothed in two years, married in three, and that would solve the problem with a cradleful of babies by the time they are eighteen—but I say they are English girls and I don’t want them married young and their life in the keeping of a husband.

We have talked of this with the girls, and they are eager to come. I always thought that this visit would happen—I did not think it would be so soon!

I will, of course, pay for their keep with you and pay their fees for what tutors you can find for them. Please deduct it from our trade balance with you. They are truly dear girls and no trouble, their only flaw is this terrible cleverness. I think they must have it from you, Ma, with your head for business, and from you, dearest Grandmother, and your love of herbs. For sure, I have never been interested in anything but hats and making money so there should be no blame attached to me for raising girls who want to study things and think about them.

Felipe tells me to warn you what you do, for if you are successful in ridding us of our two girls, we have two boys coming along behind them whom he will send to you as well. David should join the navy for sure, and Luca is very talented in music, at least I think so. But Felipe is just teasing me, for he knows I cannot bear to be parted with any of them. It’s such a relief to know that Captain Shore sails regularly between us, it feels as if I am never far from you. And if anything were to go wrong—for a moment—you must send them home to me, whatever it is.

And Ma—do say no if it is too much for you? Please ask Johnnie what he thinks and ask him to send me a note with his opinion. Tell him one of the silks he sent is very lovely. I can sell it very well here, or to let me know if he wants it sent on with Capt. Shore? Yellow with gold thread, and an ell wide and ten long.

I write in haste as a Dutch ship will sail this morning for London and I can send this to you if I get it to the Capt. now—I send you all my love as always, dearest Ma and dearest Grandmama, hoping you are well and the family too, as we are… Sarah



“What a riot her brain is,” Johnnie said. “And how can you even read it? The last paragraph is scrawled sideways through the rest.”

“I like hearing the scramble of her thoughts,” his mother said, smiling. “Wouldn’t it be wonderful to have her girls to stay here?”

“Julia would be glad to have them in Hatton Garden,” Rob put in.

Both Alys and Johnnie ignored the polite lie.

“Can you manage two girls here, Ma?”

“Oh yes, now that we have the second warehouse. Tabs and Susie can sleep over that side and the girls could go in the eaves.”

“They’ll be used to something a bit grander than servants’ rooms,” Rob pointed out.

“I won’t be in your way for long,” Ned offered.

“I think the rooms are the least of your worries. What does she say?” Johnnie consulted the letter. “Philosophy and science? And one of them interested in herbs and plants?”

“What about St. Saviour’s?” Rob suggested. “The school is for boys only, of course, but the new master’s wife has set up a class for girls in their parlor. They say that she’s teaching the same subjects as the boys are learning! And the girls can take lessons with Hester’s governess until they start.”

“What a good idea!” Alys said, her eyes shining. “They can come on Captain Shore’s return voyage. He sails in mid-June. And if you leave Rowan with us, Uncle Ned, she can serve as their maid. She can come out of her boys’ clothes and look after the two of them.”

“Would she want to do that?” Rob asked doubtfully. “Is she at all trained?”

“She’ll do as she pleases,” Ned replied stiffly. “She’s not to be trained like a dog.”

“No, of course… I meant no disrespect. Just whether it would suit her? Will you ask her?”

“Alys can ask her, if she wants to,” Ned said unhelpfully.

“I’ll ask,” Johnnie interrupted. “She might feel obliged if it came from Ma.”

Alys gathered up the scrawled pages of the letter. “I’ll go and read this to Ma and Julia.”

“Come and have a look at this barrel of herbs of mine,” Ned invited Rob. “I’ve got a sort of moss that might interest you. The native peoples use it for wounds, it stops bleeding.” Ned led Rob through the door into the warehouse as Johnnie crossed the hall and stepped over the stone sill into the kitchen.

Rowan was at the table, an apron around her breeches, her boys’ shirtsleeves rolled up, floured to the elbows, inexpertly kneading dough. Tabs was seated at the head of the table.

“Gently! Gently!” she insisted. “You’re kneading it, not beating it to death!” She rose to her feet when Johnnie came in. “Master Johnnie,” she said with pleasure. “Good to see you. Will you take a glass of small ale? And an apple puff when it comes out the oven? If it isn’t crushed flat?”

He smiled at her. “Hello, Tabs. I’ve just come for a word with young Rowan here.”

“Brush the flour off your hands and take off your apron and go with the master into the parlor,” Tabs told her.

Rowan followed Johnnie into the front room. It was cool, as the room faced north over the river, the greenish lights dancing on the ceiling as the early summer light reflected off the high tide. Rowan pulled down her shirtsleeves. He thought how unlike an Englishwoman she was: the way she stood in alert silence.

“Mrs. Shore is going to invite her granddaughters from Venice,” he told her. At the narrowing of her eyes, he guessed that she did not know of this side of the family and had never even heard of Venice. “Mrs. Shore—my mother, Alys—has a daughter: my sister, Sarah—very dear to me. She lives with her husband and children in Venice, far away from here—more than thirty days’ sailing. They have four children and the two oldest, two girls, are coming on a visit.

“If you wish, you could be their maid. If you wish. You’re not obliged. But it would give you a trade, and a safe place.” He was surprised at himself, taking any trouble over her.

“What would I do?”

“You would take them their breakfasts in the morning and help them wash and dress. You would clean their rooms and wash their linen. You would walk out with them when they wanted to go out, you would carry things for them and run errands. You would help them change their clothes in the evening and put them to bed at night. I suppose you would mend their clothes and arrange their hair.”

“They are babies? Little girls, who need help to dress and eat?”

“No, they are young ladies,” he said. “They are…” He thought for a moment. “Thirteen and twelve years old.”

She looked at him with the straight gaze of a young man, as if breeches made her honest in a way that a young lady in a sea of silk and lace and petticoats could never be. “No, I won’t do that.”

“You would be paid,” he told her, more hesitantly. “If you do well, you could go into service, and work your way up.”

“Up where?”

He laughed, but then realized it was a genuine question. “Up to another position. With a young lady of higher rank. And then up again. While you worked hard and pleased people you would rise.”

“No,” she said simply.

“But what else can you do?” he asked her.

“I am one of the People,” she told him again. “We are not born to be servants; nor slaves.”

“They’re not the same thing at all—” he began.

“Would you serve a young lady?” she demanded.

He laughed awkwardly. “Well, really, I could not.”

“A young gentleman? Fetch and carry for him, get him dressed, put him to bed? Spend your life in making him comfortable, as if he did not have hands and feet to fetch and carry for himself?”

“No!” he said. “I would not. But I am—” He broke off.

“You’re an Englishman,” she named him. “You have pride in your milk skin. You have pride in your wealth. You have pride in the things that you know, and no interest in the things that you don’t. You would serve nobody, because in your heart you think that nobody is above you.”

He could not disagree.

“I’m not saying you’re wrong,” she said gently. “But you must know that I am proud—just like you. I am proud of my brown skin and my hair as black and straight as an icicle. I too think that nobody is above me. You are an Englishman—and that seems a very great thing to you; but I am a child of the Dawnlands. To me, that is better.”

“The English are the greatest nation in the world…” he started. He could not explain to her the thousands of ships at sea, shipping cargo all around the world, guns to Africa, slaves to the New World, cotton and sugar on the homeward leg, goods to the Americas. His own hugely profitable trades in India: cotton, tea, silk. “You know nothing about my people.”

“You know nothing about mine.”

“But what will you do?” he demanded, as anxious as if he was the one alone in a strange country. “This is a hard city for young women. My uncle says you can’t go back to your home, that your tribe are all dead. How will you live if you don’t make money?”

She flinched as he called them a tribe, a dead tribe. “It’s not a hard city for me. Nowhere is hard for me but winter.”

“What if someone attacks you?”

She hid a smile. “No man puts a hand on me.”

“Oho? You can fight?” He meant to tease her; but the grave look she gave him told him that she could fight to the death.

“It is true, there is no home for me to go back to,” she conceded. “I shall have to find a way to live in this old world, this world of sunsets.” She paused for a moment, as if she realized what she had said. “Ah… it is an old world of sunsets.”

“All this about the dawn means nothing!” he exclaimed.

“It means nothing to you.”
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The king was closeted with the queen in her privy chamber overlooking the gardens, only Father Mansuet, his confessor, and two ladies-in-waiting in attendance. Livia, striking in a gown of dark blue silk cut low across her creamy shoulders, stood behind the queen, her dark eyes on the king’s excited face.

“I shall be master,” he gabbled, his face flushed, his wig pushed slightly askew. “I shall be master in my household and father to the nation. Parliament have given me all I need to dominate this rebellious kingdom.”

“Have they agreed that men of our faith shall be army officers and MPs and justices of the peace?” Father Mansuet prompted, his eyes on his own hands, clasped as if in prayer, before him. “Men of our faith must take power, so we can bring England to God without opposition.”

“Not yet! Not yet! I can’t get our people into the law or into parliament yet. But I have won my own army officered by true believers. Right now, I’ve got only ten thousand men scattered all around the country, in no state to fight.” He laughed excitedly. “But I shall raise an army of true believers and march on Scotland and the Presbyterians myself.”

“No!” The queen spoke for the first time, raising herself from her chair. “You can’t go.”

“Who should lead my army of true believers, but me?”

She compressed her lips on the answer. Everyone knew that the king could not risk his life when he had no heir but girls: first his daughter Mary—ruled by her husband, William of Orange: a dyed-in-the-wool Protestant—and then the Protestant Anne. No Catholic would see the sacred Mass ever again if they took the throne. “What about me?” she demanded. “I was called by God… by God…” She lost her voice. Livia put an arm around her waist, and James looked at the two beautiful dark-haired women entwined like lovers.

“You shall fulfill His will,” he promised.

“Her Majesty will bear a son,” Father Mansuet predicted. “A Roman Catholic Prince of Wales.”

“But how many ships have landed?” Livia asked. “Argyll’s ships?”

The angry glance from the king told her that he had no idea how many ships had invaded, nor how many men they carried, nor how many men had rushed to join the rebellion when they landed.

“And is James, Duke of Monmouth, with Argyll?” the queen demanded.

“I don’t know. I know they’ve got turncoats and traitors. I ordered that William dismiss Englishmen from his army. I don’t want Englishmen marching against France.”

“But if they had done nothing wrong…?” she queried.

“Anyway, William did as I ordered. He dismissed them—and now they’ve gone straight to Monmouth!”

“You ordered that Englishmen should be dismissed from the Dutch army—and they’ve all gone to Monmouth?” she repeated, disbelievingly.

“I had to! I couldn’t have English soldiers fighting the French!” James shouted, covering his mistake with bluster. “King Louis is our only friend in this damned Protestant world! He’s the only one I can count on. He is of the true faith, he has promised me funds to restore the faith to England. We are as one: he and I! We are brother monarchs! We are brother Catholics!”

“But everyone in England hates him!” the queen exclaimed. “And to please him, you’ve given Monmouth an army of experienced English soldiers.”

“I didn’t know they would go to him! I thought they would just come home.”

“They may indeed come home!” she said furiously. “With Monmouth at their head!”

“I’ll be ready for them,” the king swore. “I’ll raise the militia in Scotland, I’ll go to the privy council and order them out, right now. I’ll call on the north to arm.” He turned to Livia. “How many men can your husband muster for my cause in Yorkshire?”

“Hundreds,” Livia said firmly.

“I’ll come with you to the council.” Father Mansuet went to follow him.

“Wait!” Livia said to the priest. “Won’t it look as if you are advising the king?”

“Of course I advise him,” he said proudly. “We care nothing that they see it!”

The queen watched them leave and waved the ladies-in-waiting away. She turned to Livia. “Only now is he calling out the militia? Though he has known Argyll was sailing for weeks?”

Livia had no answer.

“And anyway—who will the militia fight for: the king or the duke? Where is the loyalty in Yorkshire?”

“Probably for the Protestant duke,” Livia reluctantly spoke the truth. “All of the Yorkshire spinners and weavers are Protestant, many of them fought before for Cromwell. They’ve faced a royal army before. They have no fear of it, they have no respect. They’re independent men, their own masters, they all follow their own consciences, they obey no one.”

“So, when you told the king that your husband could raise hundreds…?”

“I didn’t know what to say…”

“Everyone does that!” the queen exclaimed. “No one tells him anything that he will not like! Just like his father, King Charles. He thought he was safe, they put him on trial, and he expected to speak—in the very hall where we went to open parliament! I probably stood in his footprints! I probably stood in his bloodstained footprints! He did not know, until it was too late, that people hated him!”

Her terror was infectious. “It will never happen again!” Livia promised.

“You heard the king. He doesn’t know. They’ve hated me since I came here, they burned an effigy the day I arrived! My wedding was held in secret for fear of the mob. They hate Catholic queens. They fired on Queen Henrietta! They would have killed her. She had to flee for her life!”

“She ran away?”

“She had to! I will have to! If Argyll and Monmouth are on the march, then I’ll have to go to France like she did. Her husband could not protect her and neither can mine!”
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Johnnie, surprised at himself, was drawn back to the warehouse within the week, and found his uncle Ned on the quayside with a cargo manifest in his hand.

“Has my ma set you to work?” Johnnie asked, crossing the cobbles.

“No one’s idle in this house. But actually, I am doing nothing more than holding this while your ma goes to find a missing barrel. I am the equivalent of a book stand.”

“It was you I wanted to see,” Johnnie said awkwardly.

“Here I am,” Ned said, and when the younger man hesitated, he said: “Still here.”

“Yes, I know. It’s… it’s about your lad… about Rowan, I mean. Your er…”

“About Rowan,” Ned prompted.

“I keep thinking about her!” Johnnie exclaimed, and then flushed. “Not like that! I mean, I have been thinking about her position. Here. And I’ve found her a place if she wants it.”

“That’s good of you,” Ned said carefully, looking at the younger man. “Good of you to take the trouble.”

“It’s no trouble. I’ve found her a place at a school, a dame school. She’d be a pupil in lessons and earn her keep by helping with the housework. I thought she should learn to read and write there. If she showed aptitude, she could perhaps become a pupil teacher. She obviously doesn’t want to be a servant.”

“Why are you so interested in Rowan?” Ned asked.

The younger man flushed. “It’s not anything…” He trailed off. “I just think she should have a chance,” he said. “Coming as she does from… over there. And everything must be so strange for her here. She’s got such courage… Anyway, what do you plan for her? And what happens when you leave?”

“I don’t have any plans,” Ned admitted. “I bought her out of slavery on the dockside with no plan but to save her life. I thought she’d find her own way. Perhaps she’d take to your idea. You’d have to ask her.”

“You’d let her go?”

“I don’t own her. She’ll do as she pleases.”

“But she needs a protector,” Johnnie suggested.

“I doubt that. Anyway—tell her about the place.” Ned hesitated. “Be warned: she may not be grateful—her people don’t tally up favors like we do.”

“But I can speak to her?” the younger man confirmed.

Ned waved towards the warehouse. “She’s in the yard.”

Johnnie nodded and went down the alley at the side of the house to enter the yard through the open gates.

Rowan was squatting on her haunches, carefully picking the yellow buds off a bed of herbs and putting them in a basket. The sweet scent was all around her, her fingernails stained green. She heard footsteps on the cobbles and rose up in one supple movement to confront the intruder. He saw her relax as she recognized him.

“I’ve come to see you,” he said.

She did not curtsey as a young woman should, nor did she bow as a servant should. She just stood waiting to hear why he had come. Now he was before her, he did not know what to say. Her dark gaze was fixed on his face and—unlike an English girl—she did not smile or help him speak. She waited as if the silence was not awkward.

“I’ve found a place that might suit you,” he said. “You’d be attached to a school for young girls. You would have to do some cleaning and perhaps…” He looked down at her basket of flower heads. “Perhaps garden work? But you would be taught to read and write and you might learn a trade.”

“In London?” she asked.

“Yes. In this parish. St. Olave’s Church has a school for boys, and girls are taught by the clergyman’s wife. They need a pupil teacher who would help with lessons and with running the vicarage.”

“Why?” she inquired.

“It would give you a way to earn a living. It would protect you from strangers and… You would be chaperoned by a good woman and live in her house. You would dress in proper clothes and attend church.”

“No,” she corrected him. “Why have you found this place for me?”

“I’d like to help you.” He could hardly believe that she was so composed while he was stumbling over his words and shifting from foot to foot, as if the favor would be her gift to him. She was in his mother’s yard and in his great-uncle’s service, but she seemed blind to her dependency. Johnnie, a businessman and the son of a wharfinger, realized she could not be bought or sold; and he had thought everything had a price.

“Do you want me as your woman?” she asked bluntly.

He blushed at her bawdiness. “No! Don’t say that!” he said hastily. “You can’t speak like that. In our world, you can’t say something like that.”

She looked puzzled. “Then how does a woman tell her man she wants him?”

He shook his head, loosened his collar against a sudden heat. “She doesn’t. She doesn’t speak of such things. A young lady waits for her father… to tell her… that a marriage is arranged. She cannot speak for herself.”

Rowan shook her head, quite baffled. “We just say. A woman makes her choice and tells him.”

“You’re not in your country now!” Johnnie snatched off his hat and ran his hand through his hair. “You’re under the protection of my great-uncle. He will answer for you.”

“I am not his woman,” she pointed out.

Johnnie cast an anxious look at the open kitchen door for fear that Tabs or Susie was listening. “No! I know that!”

“Oh—you don’t want me?” she asked as if she were merely trying to get something clear.

“I do—I would—but I must not—” He was choking on his words. “I may not say… I have no intentions towards… this was an offer of charity… not a proposition. I would not insult you or my uncle by suggesting… I would never… in my mother’s house!”

They stood in silence; he was burning with embarrassment and she was perfectly calm.

She shrugged her shoulders, as if she gave up the puzzle. “I don’t understand you people,” she said flatly. “But I am not free.”

“You’re betrothed to someone?” He swallowed his dismay. “You’re married?”

“Ned Ferryman saved my life. Until I repay the debt to him, I owe him my life. I am not free to leave him nor go to any man. It is a blood debt.”

He nearly laughed with relief. “Oh, that doesn’t matter. He wouldn’t think that…”

She was completely serious. “It does not matter what he thinks, or what you think. He saved my life—until the debt is repaid, I am his.”

“He won’t have a slave,” Johnnie reminded her.

“I am not enslaved, I am indebted.”

“If you were not indebted, would you like me?” he asked, struggling to find words. “As a friend? I cannot offer any… as a friend?”

“I have not seen enough white men to know one of you from another. And most of you are savages.” She picked up her basket and patted the calendula flowers.

“Savages!” He repeated the word, which was used for her people, not his.

“Killers. Rapists. Men with power but without law.”

Johnnie realized that she had survived events that he had never even heard of. “I like you, Rowan,” he said carefully. “And I will be your friend. I will help you in any way that I can.”

She nodded gravely. “When I know what I want, I will tell you,” she promised. “Until then, I will go where Ned Ferryman goes, until my debt is paid.”

“He might lead you into danger,” Johnnie warned. “You don’t understand. He is not a good guide for you. He doesn’t believe in kings, he doesn’t believe in masters—”

He broke off when he saw her mischievous smile. “But neither do I. My Massasoit—my king—is dead. I will never serve a master, I shall go with your uncle Ned until I am free and I know what I want to do.”

“And what then?” he demanded. “What—when you know what you want to do?” He was dazzled by her easy confidence:

“Then I will do that.”
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It was not hard for Ned, with Rowan like a silent shadow at his heels, to track down James, Duke of Monmouth, to his inn on the Martelaarsgracht of Amsterdam.

“What kind of land is this with no rivers but all the water between banks of stone?” Rowan demanded, horrified. “Is it like Johnnie said—all street and no sky?”

“They’re great ones for building, the Hollanders,” Ned said. “All of this here will once have been tidelands, waterland. But they build a wall against the sea, and then pump the land behind it dry. Every street is a quayside in this town.” It was impossible to explain to one of the People, who lived on an unending continent, that there was not enough land to be had.

“They live all the time in these…?” She had no word for the row of low-browed houses that scowled over the narrow stinking canal.

“Aye,” Ned said.

“They have no woods? They have no fields? They are so very poor, they don’t even have forests?”

“No! This is the wealthiest trading country in the world. They used to own all the wealth of the East until we set up our own East India Company—the one my nephew, Johnnie, works for. Even now, they still hold more than half of the trade.”

“They choose this?” she asked incredulously, gesturing to the narrow door that fronted the canal and the glazed window beside it that gave them a glimpse of a low-ceilinged wood-paneled room, and a closed stove with a blue-and-white-tiled surround, a table before the window dressed with a Turkey rug. Ned thought it a fine stone-built house. He stepped back to admire the gables and the upper windows and the painted sign of the merchant householder.

“To an Amsterdammer, that’s a grand house,” Ned told her. “Now, hold your tongue, we’re going into an alehouse to meet a lord and his council.”

He gestured her to follow him down the half dozen stone steps to a narrow wooden door into the wood-floored, wood-paneled public room of the Karpershoek Inn. She hesitated at the head of the stairs, peering into the darkness.

“It’s below the water?”

“Follow me,” Ned said over his shoulder.

A man was sitting at the great table at the back of the room, half a dozen men around him. A beam of sunlight, crossing the gloomy room from the high windows, illuminated the shine on his dark brown ringlets over the white lace collar. Ned recognized, without pleasure, the Stuart family charm and the Stuart good looks. “Wait here,” he said to Rowan. “Better that you hear nothing.”

Rowan stood still beside the stubby newel post of the stairs. Ned, glancing back, saw that she melted into the gloom of the room, just as she would have disappeared into trees when hunting at her home. Ned doffed his hat and approached the table.

The duke looked up, a slight smile on his face. “Come in,” he said, as if he were in his private house.

“I’m Ned Ferryman,” Ned said with a little bow. “From New England. Come to enter your service, if your cause is just and you’ll have me.”

“I’ve no money to pay you,” the duke said honestly.

“I’d serve for the cause alone; if it’s a good one.”

“It seems good to me, but I won’t command any man’s conscience.”

“You would keep England in the reformed faith?”

“I’m the Protestant prince, everyone knows that.” He nodded at the tap boy, who was standing with a cloth over his arm and a jug of beer. “Pour this good man a drink.”

The boy set a mug before Ned and went out, closing the door behind him.

“I’ll serve you if you wear the green ribbon,” Ned said. Green was the color of the Levellers, the radicals of the old Cromwell army. These days it was worn by the men who drank at the King’s Head in London, talking of freedom and of the rights of men. To every Englishman, it meant the right to his own religion, to his family, to his own land, and legal limits on the power of the king.

“We’re all of that mind. D’you know anyone here that can vouch for you?” The duke gestured around the table. He smiled at a fresh-faced young man of nineteen. “Not William Hewling here. But anyone else?”

“I’ve been away from England for many years. Half my comrades are dead of old age! Anyone who was in my company at Naseby might remember me.” Ned hesitated. “I don’t know that’s a recommendation to you, sir: I was fighting your grandfather Charles I.” Ned glimpsed the Stuart mournful smile.

“A civil war is always a family matter. I’ll be taking up arms against my uncle, an ordained king. I shall be the first Stuart to deny the power of the king. I shall be a Leveller Stuart.”

“My father was a major in the New Model Army.” A man of about twenty years spoke up from the foot of the table. “Major Wade? D’you know him? A one-armed man, but he could ride a horse as well as any other.”

Ned grinned at the trap that had been laid for him. “The Major Wade I knew had two arms,” he said. “A godly man, name of John. Family were great men in Bristol. Cursed like a stevedore when he was angry.”

“That’s him.” Nathaniel Wade nodded. He glanced at Monmouth. “Probably is who he says he is,” he said grudgingly.

“I’ve made covenants with these men already,” the duke replied. “I’ve said that if I succeed in England and the throne is offered me, I’ll take it, only if the people of England want a king. If they want a Lord Protector, I’ll offer to serve. But it shall be for the people to decide.”

“You’ll hold parliaments every year?” Ned persisted. “And not when it suits you?”

The duke nodded and waited for more.

“And give every landholder a vote?”

“If the parliament requests it.”

“And impose no religion or belief on any man or woman, but let each consult his own conscience? No imprisonment without just cause. No picking of judges to suit yourself. No new taxation?”

The duke nodded again.

“Then I offer you my service,” Ned said. “Such as it is.”

“I accept your service,” the duke said. He gestured for Ned to sit at the table. “Did you train men for the New England militia?”
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