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Author’s Note

In this novel I have taken the liberty of compressing a whole century of Irish history into a few years’ time. The battle for Catholic Emancipation was conducted in much the same fashion as I have described, only its leader was, of course, the great Daniel O’Connell. O’Connell ran as a candidate for Parliament in County Clare in 1828, and was elected. He could not take his seat, however, because, as a Catholic, he refused to take the preliminary oath. It was his election that forced the government to pass the Catholic Emancipation Bill in 1829.

Dacre’s plan for making the Irish Party a force to be reckoned with in Parliament parallels the action taken later in the century when Charles Stewart Parnell headed the Irish Home Rule Party. It was Parnell’s policy to win concessions for Ireland by impeding the conduct of regular parliamentary business in Westminster.

I have fictionalized the work and the personalities of O’Connell and Parnell and spread them among three imaginary characters: Christina MacCarthy, Dacre, and Murdoch Lynch. I hope those who love Irish history will not be offended and will realize my purpose was solely to create what I hope is a good story.

—Joan Wolf

Prologue

February 1798

The news was brought to Lord Camden, Lord Lieutenant of Ireland. “The Earl of Clancarthy is dead.” Lord Camden’s expression revealed his satisfaction. “Splendid. I’ll get a message off to London at once.”

But for the great majority of the Irish people, the news was tragic. “Niall MacCarthy is dead,” they said to each other, their faces lined with grief. And in the west, where for centuries the MacCarthy clan had ruled as princes, the word was even more devastating. MacCarthy More, MacCarthy the chief, the prince, the incomparable leader, MacCarthy More was dead.

The remaining leaders of the Executive Directory of United Irishmen met in emergency session. For them the news was nothing short of catastrophic.

Oliver Bond spoke first, his face gray and drained in the fading winter light. “How did it happen?” he asked the room at large.

“He was betrayed, of course.” Thomas Emmet spoke tiredly. “Someone gave the Castle information about his hiding place. He had a gun and killed five of them; but he was dead before they reached him.”

They sat in the dim room, quiet in their grief, quiet in their desperation. Dr. William MacNevan spoke the words they were all thinking. “What are we going to do now?” They looked at him. “He was our one great hope, the last survivor of the great chiefs of old. Catholic Ireland would have risen to follow Niall MacCarthy. We would have been a nation once again.” He bowed his head and repeated hopelessly, “What are we going to do?”

Bond looked at the faces gathered around the table. They had planned and schemed for so long. He thought of the floggings, the burnings, the murders that had been rampant since Parliament had instituted the Insurrection Act. He straightened in his chair. “We have no choice, gentlemen. The rising was scheduled for May and it must go forward. Besides,” he peered around shrewdly, “all may not be lost. Clancarthy had a daughter.”

“Yes,” MacNevan spoke slowly, “we must rely on Christina now.”

Charles Standish, Duke of Dacre and Home Secretary of His Majesty’s government heard the news of Clancarthy’s death with mingled relief and regret. “He was an extraordinary man,” he said to William Pitt, the Prime Minister of Great Britain and the man who had just given him the news, “and the greatest threat to English rule in Ireland since Hugh O’Neill.”

“Well, he is dead,” Pitt replied flatly. “And Murdoch Lynch, his closest follower, is safe in Kilmainham Gaol. Let us hope that any chance of rebellion in Ireland is quenched as well.”

Dacre leaned back in his chair, one eyebrow raised skeptically. “What about Clancarthy’s daughter?”

Silently, Pitt handed a document to Dacre, who scanned it with cool green eyes:

February 21, 1798 Dublin Castle

The Lord Lieutenant and Privy Council of Ireland have issued a proclamation declaring that they have received information upon oath, that Lady Christina MacCarthy has been guilty of High Treason, and offer a reward of l,000 pounds sterling to any person who shall discover, apprehend, or commit her to prison.

Slowly, Dacre nodded. “Ordinarily I shouldn’t think a woman dangerous in a situation like this, but Lady Christina is different. She was in France with her father last year and participated in his negotiations with the French Directory. I understand she made a very strong impression in Paris. And her mother was a German Royal Princess; her grandfather is King Ludwig of Letzau.” He handed the paper back to the Prime Minister. “No, we cannot afford to ignore Lady Christina MacCarthy. I want her alive, though,” and here Dacre rose to his great height and stared down his arrogant nose at Pitt. “Conferring martyrdom on the entire MacCarthy clan is not the way to, as you put it, ‘quench rebellion’ in Ireland.”

“I realize that, Your Grace.” Tiredly, Pitt rubbed his aching forehead. “Perhaps you will be good enough to speak to Lord Cornwallis before he leaves for Ireland to take up his new appointment as Lord Lieutenant.”

Dacre’s deep, clipped voice was even more decided than usual. “I should be happy to, Mr. Pitt,” he said.

*

Lady Christina MacCarthy was at the MacCarthy residence outside of Killarney in County Kerry when a messenger arrived with the news of her father’s death. All color drained from her face, but she took note of the man’s obvious exhaustion and, with the unflagging courtesy she had learned from her parents, insisted on seeing him provided with food and drink. Then she left the house and headed her horse south, toward the height of Mangerton Mountain and the lovely, tranquil beauty of Muckross Abbey.

The February day was cold and sunny, the many groves and dells of Killarney clear in the harsh winter light. She stood for a moment on the shore of Lough Leane watching the shadows made by the circling birds on the shining lakewater, then she moved slowly toward the ruined Abbey. It had been built for the Franciscan friars in the fifteenth century by her ancestor, Donal MacCarthy Môr, and Christina had always found it a place of comfort and of peace. She went first to the ruined chancel, where so many chiefs of the MacCarthy clan lay buried. Then she went into the cloister.

This was the heart of the building and had mercifully escaped destruction at the hands of Cromwell’s soldiers. Christina sat on the sill of one of the twenty-two graceful arches that made up the cloister and gazed at the magnificent yew tree which almost completely filled its center. Her father’s voice seemed to float in the still and peaceful air: “We cannot get the necessary legislative reforms, Christina. Wolfe Tone and I have done everything we can. They will allow Catholic forty-shilling freeholders to vote, but they will not allow Catholics to sit in Parliament.

“The United Irishmen stand for two things, my darling, and finally, I stand for them too: a republican government and separation from England.”

And, ultimately, “It will have to be a Rising, Christina. There can be no other way.”

The echoes died away. Her mind felt leaden. She went back to the chancel and looked again at the tombs of her ancestors. I am the chief now, she thought. But no emotion stirred; she felt frozen.

She walked down to the water’s edge and stepped into the small boat she kept moored there. She rowed out into the beauty of Lough Leane, rested her oars, and let the boat float. All around her was the magnificence of Killarney: the jeweled water scattered with tiny islands made up of ravines and wooded cliffs; the circling mountains, guardians of the ancient kingdom of Kerry, dyed with blue and silver and rose. Her eyes moved from the water to the mountains to the sky. She thought, He’ll never see this again. And bowed her head and wept into the shining lakewater.


Chapter One

“Then you should know that all things change in the world,

And hatred turns to love and love to hate....”

—William Butler Yeats

William Pitt, Prime Minister of Great Britain, sat in the government office at Westminster awaiting the arrival of the Duke of Dacre. The King had just presented his Prime Minister with a problem of some significance, and Pitt was about to pass it along to his Home Secretary. He seemed to be doing that more and more frequently these days.

Dacre was something of a puzzle to Pitt, as he was to most of his colleagues in Parliament. He was a Standish, one of the foremost of the two hundred great families who had been governing England for centuries. He was one of the wealthiest men in the kingdom, owning some 186,000 acres in eleven counties. His ancestors had served in government since the fourteenth century, and when his father had died five years ago it had been expected by his family and his country that Charles would take his seat in Parliament and devote his prestige and talents to the governing of his country.

This he had done with notable success. In him, all the gifts of privilege had combined. He had wealth, blue blood, good looks, great charm, and, Pitt thought now, the finest brain he had known.

It was Dacre’s impressive scholarship that tended to intimidate his peers. He was always impeccably courteous, but his courtesy failed to mask an underlying boredom with much of the business of government. While up at Trinity College, Cambridge, Dacre had taken a First in mathematics, but his abiding interest was geography. He still wrote scholarly articles for geographical journals, and Pitt had a deep suspicion that if Dacre were not held by the twin fetters of duty and heritage, he would be happily traveling in the Antipodes somewhere, making maps.

Pitt looked up now as Dacre entered the office. He watched the Duke carefully as he moved with the strong, fluid grace so unusual in so big a man to the one chair in the office he considered comfortable. It was a remarkable face, Pitt thought, with its sea-green eyes, hawk nose, and arrogant mouth. It was like a bronze mask cast by an ancient Greek, but what banked fires lay behind it remained Dacre’s secret.

The Prime Minister laced his hands together on the desk in front of him and opened the subject that was most urgently on his mind.

“I have just come from the King. He is concerned about Lady Christina MacCarthy.”

Dacre’s eyes glinted under his shielding lashes. “I see. What does he want?”

“King Ludwig, His Majesty’s dear cousin, is deeply worried about his beloved granddaughter. And His Majesty wishes to oblige King Ludwig. In short, he wants Lady Christina captured and released to the custody of her grandfather. And, Your Grace, you know how His Majesty is when he gets an idea into his head. Under the circumstances, I think it is best to placate him.”

The mental instability of George the Third was a trial to his ministers. Dacre nodded agreement, but a thoughtful frown drew a faint line between his brows as he considered what Pitt had just told him. “The situation in Ireland is extremely tense, Mr. Pitt. We are in the midst of negotiating the union of Great Britain and Ireland, a measure we are both agreed is essential to bringing any kind of permanent order to Ireland. I don’t want to jeopardize that.”

“I understand the negotiations are going well.”

A look of severe irony crossed Dacre’s face. “The ‘negotiations’ consist of our buying out the votes of the Irish Parliament. They must agree to the union of our two Parliaments into one, which means they must literally vote themselves out of existence. Their agree-ableness is costing us a great deal of money.”

Pitt shrugged. “It has to be done, or we will have Ireland in a permanent state of rebellion.”

“I know. Fortunately, the last one was put down relatively quickly. Except, of course, for Lady Christina. She has been holding out in the mountains of Kerry for over a year now. The Irish militia wouldn’t touch her, you know. I had to get some of the Orange troops from Ulster and reinforce them with an English regiment.”

“What precisely is the present situation, Your Grace?”

Dacre looked grim. “Difficult. I heard from Lord Cornwallis earlier this morning. Cope chased her out of the mountains, finally. She and about four hundred men are barricaded into the MacCarthy stronghold of Slea Castle. According to Cornwallis, it has walls fifteen feet thick and stands on a cliff overlooking the Atlantic. The rebels could hold off a force ten times their size. And there is no way to get cannon in over those mountains. We’ll have to starve them out.”

“How long, do you think, before they surrender?”

“Never. Cornwallis says they’ll die first. He is extremely worried about the temper of the country. If we make a martyr out of Christina MacCarthy, we may have another Rising on our hands.”

Pitt was alarmed. “I should say the situation is more than difficult, Your Grace. There is still the distinct possibility of a French invasion of Ireland. Not only that, we have been uncovering numerous plots among the Irish seamen in the Royal Navy.”

“I know. The last conspiracy was to seize a man of war in the name of the United Irishmen, run up a green flag, and sail for France. I fear that their next plan will be to relieve Lady Christina.”

“Don’t be witty, Dacre,” Pitt said sharply, real concern in his voice. “What do you suggest we do?”

“Rescue Lady Christina and send her home to grandpapa, I suppose.” Dacre rose, his bright, fair hair suddenly burnished by a shaft of sunlight from the window. “Aside from placating the King, we really cannot afford to have the Union negotiations disturbed.”

“I agree with your goals, Your Grace,” Pitt said tartly. “Just how do you plan to accomplish them?”

“Oh, I shall think of something, Mr. Pitt,” Dacre said, a trifle maliciously. “I’ll leave for Ireland tomorrow.”

Pitt relaxed as Dacre left the room. The Duke puzzled him and often irritated him, but he had implicit trust in Dacre’s abilities. He would resolve the matter of Lady Christina MacCarthy.

Had William Pitt known what the consequences of Dacre’s mission would be, he would have recalled the Duke and forbidden him, on pain of death, to ever set foot in the Kingdom of Ireland.

*

Dacre spent that evening with his mistress of four years, Lady Maria Rochdale. His arrangement with Lady Maria suited him very well. She was beautiful, intelligent, discreet, and he saw her when he wanted to. Dacre had never yet met a woman he could bear the thought of actually living with. He doubted he ever would. His parents’ marriage had been the model of an aristocratic alliance, but hardly one to induce admiration in their son. His father’s passion was government, his mother’s was society. Husband and wife met on occasion when their paths crossed at the same function. Neither had much interest in their only son, who was raised by tutors, grooms, and housekeepers. At twenty-five he had succeeded to the title. At twenty-eight, he was Home Secretary. He was not thirty years of age, unmarried, and—despite the lamentations of his aunts—likely to remain so.

They were at dinner in Lady Maria’s house in fashionable Mount Street. The Duke, elegant himself in a well-cut black coat and snowy white shirt and waist coat, looked appreciatively across the candlelit table at his companion. Lady Maria’s skin looked luminous in the candlelight, her black hair soft and shining.

And, at the moment, her sensuous mouth looked sulky. “Do you mean to say you have to go to Ireland just because of this rebel? Why can’t the local troops handle it? She’s only a woman.”

Dacre smiled lazily. “Barely a woman,” he said. “She isn’t twenty yet. But, my pet, she is trouble. The King wants her safe, and unless I come up with a brilliant stroke, she is going to end up very dead.”

Lady Maria shook her head. “I still don’t understand how a girl like that could be so dangerous.”

“She is dangerous, Maria, not because she is a woman, but because she is a MacCarthy.”

“I never heard of the MacCarthys.”

He smiled at her tone, but answered seriously, “The MacCarthys are one of the only great native Irish families left. They have money; they own half of Kerry and made a fortune smuggling wool to France. They are Catholic.”

Lady Maria looked puzzled. “I thought the penal laws forbade Catholics to own land in Ireland.”

“They did. The Earl of Sherbourne is a Protestant neighbor of the MacCarthys. From 1704 to 1782 the Sherbournes held the MacCarthy lands in their name. In ’82 they were ceded back to Niall MacCarthy, Christina’s father. The problem,” Dacre’s brows were furrowed now, “the problem is that for centuries Kerry has lain virtually beyond the normal administration of the law. The Earl of Clancarthy was king in all but name. And the peasants are fiercely loyal to their last remaining chief. Who now happens to be a nineteen-year-old girl.”

“I see,” she smiled at him, her blue eyes darkening. “Well, I only hope you won’t be gone for too long, Charles. I want you at my ball in May.”

He laughed. “Your priorities, my pet, are impeccable as always.” His own eyes narrowed. “But, Maria, I had plans for this evening other than talking about Christina MacCarthy.”

She rose from the table. “By all means, Your Grace,” she said demurely, and led the way upstairs.

*

When Dacre landed in Ireland, he went immediately to Dublin Castle to meet with the Lord Lieutenant. Cornwallis was delighted to see him. “Things are progressing well with the Union, Your Grace. Lord Castlereagh has been diligent in using the full weight of the Castle to persuade members of the Irish Parliament to vote in favor of uniting the Kingdom of Ireland to the Kingdom of Great Britain.”

“How diligent, my lord?”

“Well, we haven’t exactly been handing out money, but where individuals might be influenced by rewards of title or of office to support the Union, we have been generous.”

“How generous?”

Cornwallis grimaced. “Sixteen borough owners have been given English peerages, twenty-eight Irish peerages have been created, and twenty Irish peerages have been increased in rank.”

Dacre looked stunned. “My God, you have been busy.”

“It is a dirty business, Your Grace, I grant you that. But if we want the Union, the Irish Parliament must vote for it. And it is not easy to get people to vote their own legislature out of existence.”

“I suppose not. There’ll be a fuss about the scale of these, ah, rewards.”

Cornwallis looked stubborn. “If there are no rewards, there will be no Union. And, Your Grace, without the Union the British Empire must be dissolved.”

Dacre was unimpressed by Cornwallis’s rhetoric, but knew that essentially he was correct. “Well, I’ll support you with Pitt, my lord. But what I really came over here to discuss was the problem of Lady Christina MacCarthy.”

Cornwallis looked gloomy. ‘The situation remains the same, Your Grace. The rebels are still inside Slea Castle, with our troops camped outside. They won’t surrender. Already, there has been unrest in the country. She was less trouble when she was at large than she is likely to prove at present. Bonfires have been lit in vigil all around the countryside. If we starve Christina MacCarthy to death in Slea Castle, we may be faced with a Catholic rising we won’t be able to put down.”

Dacre was unperturbed. “The King doesn’t want her dead. She is the granddaughter of King Ludwig of Letzau, a distant cousin of the House of Hanover. Our orders are to be sure no royal blood is spilt.”

Cornwallis rose to his feet and paced around the room. He came back to stand in front of the Duke, who regarded him calmly. “How, Your Grace, are we to manage that? She is just not going to surrender. She’s like her father. She’d rather die.”

“I realize that, my lord. I think I have a solution that will avoid bloodshed on all sides.”

Cornwallis was blunt. “How?”

Dacre told him.

“It’s risky,” the Lord Lieutenant said thoughtfully when he had finished. “With the state the country is in, I confess I don’t know what to do.”

“We haven’t much choice,” Dacre said evenly. “The King wants her alive; you want her alive. Our options, under the circumstances, are somewhat limited.”

Cornwallis rubbed his forehead. “You are right, unfortunately. I hope it works, Your Grace. I have one suggestion, however.”

“Yes?”

“If you succeed, you still have to get her to Dublin. Take an escort of English troops with you. I wouldn’t trust the Irish.” He poured a glass of wine for the Duke.

Dacre nodded and accepted the glass. “The King will hardly want her thrown into the common jail, since he’s taken so much trouble over saving her neck. Where shall I bring her?”

Cornwallis frowned. “I wouldn’t want her in Kilmainham Gaol, anyway. I don’t think it’s secure enough. Bring her here to the Castle. The Bermingham Tower will hold her well enough.”

Dacre put down his glass and rose. “Will you assign me an escort?” At Cornwallis’s nod, he made for the door. “I’ll leave tomorrow at seven. Good afternoon, my lord.”

*

As Dacre rode across Ireland toward Kerry, he found himself shocked by the poverty he saw around him. The people were a ragged, starving lot, their homes fit only for demolition. Accustomed to the well-fed, well-scrubbed look of his own tenants, he was horrified by the skinny, hungry children he saw around him on all sides.

The word had gone out, as it always did in Ireland, as to who he was. He was met in every town with silent, hostile crowds of people, who gazed upon his retinue with sullen hatred. For the first time he began to appreciate what Cornwallis had been talking about when he had spoken of the country as a powder keg.

As he passed out of Tipperary, with its rich valley land and green glens, and headed toward Kerry, the scenery began to change. The lovely, lonely countryside, with its mountains and lakes, reminded him somewhat of his own home country of Cumberland in the north of England. Here too in MacCarthy country he noticed the improved lot of the peasantry. Farms were well-kept, and people decently dressed and shod. The crowds that stared at him were made up of women, children, and old men. The young men and the boys, he thought, with a wry twist of the mouth, were probably all in Slea Castle with Lady Christina.

He left Tralee and crossed the Conor Pass onto the Dingle Peninsula. The Slieve Mish mountains rose all around him, dotted with small lakes. Dacre had the feeling that he was moving back in time, entering a world foreign to his modern cynicism and sensibility. This feeling increased drastically as he approached the savage promontory of land called Slea Head. It was a flat, eerie expanse of rock, swept by Atlantic gales and half ringed with wild mountains. All over Slea Head were prehistoric beehive-like dwellings of stone. They were scattered in countless numbers, singly and in groups. It was in this vast deserted city set on the tractless, stony waste of Slea Head that Dacre found the British army.

Colonel Cope came to meet him, and registered deep surprise when he realized who Dacre was. “The rebels are this way, Your Grace,” he said. Dacre moved with him to a cluster of clochans, as the stone huts were called, and saw Slea Castle. It stood, impregnable, poised five hundred feet above the sea on the edge of a sheer wall of dark, foam-lashed rock. Its walls were of thick gray stone. It had one large gate for entrance and small slits in the rock for marksmen. It would be a slaughter to try to storm it.

“We’ve already had five men killed, Your Grace,” Colonel Cope reported to Dacre. “They strayed within range of the guns. We’re going to have to starve them out.”

Dacre’s eyes were focused on the grim stone walls. “I don’t think so.” He looked at Cope. “Can we get a message to them?”

“They’ll respect a white flag, I think.” Cope was blunt. “Why, Your Grace?”

“I have a proposal to make to Lady Christina.”

“And what may that be, Your Grace?”

“I propose to offer pardons to the entire rebel force, if Lady Christina will surrender herself to me. I will then convey her, under escort, to Dublin.”

Dark color flooded Cope’s face. “Let them go?” he said incredulously. “You can’t mean it!”

“But I do,” the Duke said smoothly. He unbent so far to explain. “This is not a military situation, Colonel Cope, it is a political one. The King does not want Lady Christina harmed. Can you guarantee her safety if you ‘starve them out’?”

“Of course not!”

“Can you think of any other terms on which she might surrender?”

The answer was grudging. “No.”

“This is the only way. The rebellion is over, and they know it. Without Lady Christina, the rest of them will be harmless. But we must secure her.”

Cope looked at the man standing opposite. There was authority in every line of his face, every clipped tone of his voice. The Colonel nodded. “I’ll find someone to deliver your message, Your Grace.”

Twenty minutes later they stood watching as a veteran English sergeant moved on horseback across the ground between camp and castle. As he reached the walls of Slea, he was met by a rebel. They spoke briefly in front of the great gate; then the Englishman, having handed over his letter, turned his horse and headed back toward the camp.

*

Christina MacCarthy stood in the middle of the great hall of Slea Castle, looking at the sheet of paper in her hand. Men were spread around the vast space in small groups; some were playing cards, others talking in low voices. All eyes, surreptitiously, were fixed on her. Her eyes were focused on the signature, Charles Standish, Duke of Dacre, but she did not see it. Her mind was elsewhere, turned in upon herself, to the secret well of strength and belief where she made her decisions.

What choice had she? If it was only her own life that was at issue, there would be a choice. But the decision she made would affect other lives as well. While there was a chance of success, she would lead men into danger. But when all was lost, how could she wantonly throw away other lives? While she had had no other way out, she had been prepared to put her back to the wall and hold on—to the death if necessary. Better that than surrender to a hangman’s rope. But now, they could all go free. Except her.

Dacre’s signature came into focus before her eyes. Could she trust him? She looked around and the seventeen-year-old face of young Liam Emmet met her eyes. A tremor crossed her own face. She would have to trust him. Calling for pen and paper, she sat down to write an answer. Her men wouldn’t like it. But they would obey her. They always did.

Christina’s answer arrived by messenger at the English camp at precisely eight o’clock that night. Dacre raised his green eyes from the missive and looked at Colonel Cope. “She has agreed. She wants her men to be allowed to leave first. After they are safely gone, she will surrender.”

Cope frowned. “I don’t like it.”

Dacre’s voice was short. “She doesn’t trust us. Why should she? Do you have any men who know what she looks like?”

“Yes.”

“Good. We’ll set up a check point for her men to pass through. We don’t want her slipping through our fingers again.”

“No, by God!” Cope was fervent.

The exodus started at nine the next morning. The Irish were obviously unhappy. They looked back frequently at the unyielding walls of Slea Castle. Dacre was impressed by the authority Lady Christina had exerted to bend them to her decision. It took two hours to check them all through.

The April winds were driving wild, dappled clouds across the sky when a lone figure appeared in the great door of Slea Castle’s outer wall. Slowly a gray horse moved across the treeless expanse of rock toward the English camp. Dacre, mounted on a shining black, went to meet her.

He had never wondered what she looked like. But he knew, as their horses moved closer together, he hadn’t expected this. Her horse stopped five feet in front of his. “Christ!” he thought.

Eyes gray as the rain-washed Atlantic looked into his from under straight brows. Her hair, pale as moonlight, was loosely pulled off her face and fell in a single braid between her shoulders. Her brow was wide and grave; her skin glowed gold from the sun. He felt his breathing alter. He had never seen a face of such flawless beauty.

“I am Christina MacCarthy.” Her voice was cold and pure, the voice of a choirboy. “I am here to surrender myself to the Duke of Dacre.”

“I am Dacre.” He was relieved his voice sounded normal. “In the name of His Majesty, King George the Third, I take you prisoner. My duty is to escort you to Dublin, where you will be delivered up to the Lord Lieutenant for imprisonment on the charge of high treason.”

Not a muscle in her face moved. The gray eyes took in the troops camped behind him. “Do you need an army to escort me, Duke?”

“Not if you will give me your word not to try to escape.”

Her eyes flickered at that and she made a gesture indescribably weary. “The game is over, Duke. 1 know that. I give you my word.”

They left with an escort of twenty English soldiers two hours later.


Chapter Two

“A girl arose that had red mournful lips

And seemed the greatness of the world in tears,

Doomed like Odysseus and the labouring ships

And proud as Priam murdered with his peers.”

—William Butler Yeats

They left Slea Head and headed along the coast toward Dingle. The sky was filled with racing clouds, brightening or darkening the waters of the bay, alternately veiling and unveiling the mountains in the distance. The air smelled of salt. Dacre stole a glance at the girl riding so silently beside him. She had scarcely spoken two words since they started. They rode in careful formation, armed horsemen before and behind her, Dacre at her side. He was taking no chances. She had given him her word not to try to escape, but that didn’t necessarily preclude an attempt to rescue her. He looked once more at her profile, then at her hands on the reins. They were capable hands, firm and strong, except for the wrists which were delicately boned and fragile. What was she thinking?

Christina had retreated deep within herself. As the horses had moved off’ and the Duke, so formidably big, had fallen in beside her, panic had struck. For the first time she realized as fact what had happened. She was going to prison. And then to her death. Awash in terror, she deliberately withdrew her attention from her surroundings and concentrated on the stampeding flood inside. This was not the first time she had faced her own fear. The decision to take arms against England; the first time she was in battle; the first time she had killed a man: she knew fear and she knew by now how to deal with it. So she let it flood through her until it seemed there was nothing else in the world but the hammering of her heart and the heaving of her stomach and then, suddenly, it was gone, the flood receding as quickly as it had come.

OEBPS/CoverDesign.jpg
g USA TODAY BES'/[SELLING AUTHOR

G





