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In my dream I smelled the dark sulphurous stink of a passing witch and I pulled up the coarse blanket over my head and whispered, “Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray for us” to shield me from my nightmare of terror. Then I heard shouting and the terrifying crackle of hungry flames and I came awake in a rush of panic and sat up on my pallet and looked fearfully around the lime-washed cell.

The walls were orange and scarlet with the bobbing light of reflected flames, and I could hear yells of angry rioting men. I knew at once that the worst thing had happened. Lord Hugo had come to wreck us, Lord Hugo had come for the abbey, as we had feared he might come, since King Henry’s visitors had found us wealthy and pretended that we were corrupt. I flung on my gown and snatched my rosary, and my cape, crammed my feet into my boots, tore open the door of my cell, and peered into the smoke-filled corridor of the novitiate dormitory.

The abbey was stone-built, but the rafters would burn, the beams, and the wooden floors. Even now the flames might be licking upward, under my feet. I heard a little whimper of fear and it was my own craven voice. On my left were the slits of open windows, and red smoke swirled in through them like the tongues of hungry serpents licking toward my face. I peered out with watering eyes and saw, black against the fire, the figures of men crossing and recrossing the cloister green with their arms full of treasures, our treasures, holy treasures from the church. Before them was a bonfire, and while I watched incredulously these Satan’s soldiers ripped off the jeweled covers and threw the fluttering pages of our books into the flames. Beyond them was a man on a big roan horse—black as death against the firelight, with his head thrown back, laughing like the devil: Lord Hugo.

I turned with a sob of fear and coughed on the smoke. Behind me were the single cells where the young novitiates, my sisters in Christ, were still sleeping. I took two steps down the corridor to bang on the doors and scream at them to awake and save themselves from this devil inside our gates and his fiery death of burning. I put my hand out to the first door, but the smoke was in my throat and no sound came. I choked on my scream, I swallowed and tried to scream again. But I was trapped in this dream, voiceless and powerless, my feet wading through brimstone, my eyes filled with smoke, my ears clogged with the shouts of heretics wrecking their way to damnation. I tapped on one door with a light hand. I made no sound.

No sound at all.

I gave a little moan of despair and then I picked up my skirts and I fled from my sisters, from my duty and from the life I had chosen. I scuttered down the breakneck spiral staircase like a rat from a burning hayrick.

The door at the foot of the stairs was barred; beside it was the cell where my mother in Christ, the abbess Hildebrande, slept. I paused. For her above them all, I should have risked my life. For all of my young sisters I should have screamed a warning: but to save Mother Hildebrande I should have burned alive and it would have been no more than her due. I should have banged her door off its hinges, I should have screamed out her name, I should never, never have left without her. She was my guardian, she was my mother, she was my savior. Without her I would have been nothing. I paused for a moment—a bare half second I gave her—then I smelled smoke spilling under the refectory door and I flew at the bolts on the back door, rattled them open, and I was out in the west garden with the herb-beds around me cool and pale in the darkness.

I could hear the shouts from the heart of the abbey but out here in the gardens all was clear. I raced down the formal garden paths and flung myself into the slim shadow of the door in the outer wall and paused for one moment. Over the rapid thudding of my pulse I heard the noise of the colored windows cracking in the heat and then the great crash as they were smashed by a thrown candlestick or silver plate. On the far side of the door I could hear the river flowing, splashing over the stones, showing me my way back to the outside world like the pointing finger of my own especial devil.

It was not too late, I was not yet through the door. For a second, for half a breath, I paused, tested my courage to go back—pictured myself hammering on the doors, breaking the windows, yelling for my mother, Mother Hildebrande, and my sisters, and facing whatever was to come at her side, with her hand in mine, and my sisters all around me.

I waited for no more than a moment.

I fled out of the little garden door, and slammed it shut behind me.

No one saw me go.

Only the eyes of God and His Blessed Mother were on me. I felt their gaze burning into my back, as I kilted up my skirts and ran. Ran from the wrecked chapel and the burning abbey, ran with the speed of a traitor and a coward. And as I ran, I heard behind me a single thin scream—cut off short. A cry for help from someone who had woken too late.

It did not make me pause—not even for a second. I ran as if the very gates of hell were opening at my heels, and as I ran, leaving my mother and my sisters to die, I thought of Cain the brother-killer. And I believed that by the time I came to Bowes village the branches of the trees and the tendrils of the ivy would have slashed at me as I ran—laid their stripes upon me—so that I would be marked forever as Cain, with the curse of the Lord.

Morach was ready for her bed when she heard the noise at the door of the hovel. A pitiful scratch and a little wail like a whipped dog. She waited for long moments before she even stepped toward the threshold. Morach was a wise woman, a seer; many came to her door for dark gifts and none went away disappointed. Their disappointment came later.

Morach waited for clues as to her visitor. A child? That single cry had been weakly, like an ailing bairn. But no sick child, not even a traveling tinker’s brat, would find the courage to tap on Morach’s door during the hours of darkness. A girl thickening in the waist, slipped out while her heavy-handed father slept? A visitor from the darker world, disguised as a cat? A wolf? Some misshapen, moist horror?

“Who’s there?” Morach asked, her old voice sharp.

There was silence. Not the silence of absence, but the silence of one who has no name.

“What do they call you?” Morach asked, her wit quickened by fear.

“Sister Ann,” came the reply, as low as a sigh from a deathbed.

Morach stepped forward and opened the door and Sister Ann slumped into the room, her shaven head glinting obscenely in the guttering candle’s light, her eyes black with horror, her face stained and striped with smuts.

“Saints!” Morach said coolly. “What have they done to you now?”

The girl swayed against the door-frame and put out a hand to steady herself. “They’re gone,” she said. “Mother Hildebrande, the sisters, the abbey, the church. All gone. Burned out by the young lord.”

Morach nodded slowly, her eyes raking the white, stained face.

“And you?” she asked. “Not taken for treason or heresy? Not seized by the soldiers, by the young Lord Hugo?”

“No,” she said softly, her breath like a sigh.

“You ran,” Morach said flatly, without sympathy.

“Yes.”

“Anyone see you? Anyone follow you here? Anyone coming behind to burn me out, as well as you and your saintly sisters?”

“No.”

Morach laughed as if the news gave her especial, malicious, pleasure. “Ran too fast for them, did you? Too fleet of foot for the fat soldiers to follow? Faster than your sisters, I’ll be bound. Left them to burn, did you? While you hitched up your skirts and took to your heels? That won’t get you into the sacred calendar, my little martyr! You’ve lost your chance now!”

The girl bowed her head at the mockery. “May I come in?” she asked humbly.

Morach stepped back, eyed her brightly. “To stay?” she asked conversationally—as if the world were not black as pitch outside her door and a wind with rain at the back of it howling down the valley, gathering speed in the darkness.

Sister Ann nodded, dumb with weariness.

“For long?” Morach jibed.

She nodded again. The dark smears on her bare head and face gave her the look of an old striped plow ox.

“Coming back to live here?” Morach asked, covering old ground again for the pleasure of reviewing the landscape.

Ann raised her head. “Will you take me back?” she asked. “My vows are broken—I was not obedient. I ran when the soldiers came—I am a traitor and a coward. My house is broken up and my sisters are dead or worse. I am nothing. I am nothing.”

She paused for a moment. “My mother is dead,” she said very low. “Mother Hildebrande, the abbess. She will be in paradise this night, in paradise with all her daughters, with all her true daughters.” Sister Ann shook her head dully. “This is the only home I have ever known except the nunnery. Will you take me back, Morach?”

Morach paused a moment. The girl was coming back, she had known it the moment she let her cross the threshold. But Morach was a woman whose skills led her to savor each moment.

“I might,” she said, consideringly. “You’re young and strong, and you have the Sight. You were my changeling child, left on my doorstep in the darkness of the night. I trained you as my apprentice, and I would have made you the next wise woman after me, but you chose the nuns. I’ve not replaced you. You could come back.” She stared at the pale sullen face, the clear shape of the bones. “You’re lovely enough to send a man mad,” she said. “You could be wed. Or we could sell you to a lover.”

Sister Ann kept her gaze down, her eyes on her muddy boots and the filthy rushes on the earth floor. Then she looked at Morach. Her eyes were not black but a dark, measureless blue. “I am the bride of Christ,” she said bluntly. “I can wed no man. I can use no dark arts. There is nowhere for me to go, and I have broke my vows; but I was made a bride of Christ for life, and I am a bride of Christ still. I will be His until the day I die. I will never have any man. I will never use the skills of the devil. I am your apprentice no more.”

She turned her face from the smoking light and took one step toward the door. A sharp scud of rain rattled through the open door and into her face. She did not even blink.

“Come in!” said Morach irritably. “Away inside! We’ll speak of this more. We’ll speak of this later. But you can go no further tonight.”

She let Morach take her by the arm, lead her to the little fire in the center of the room where the banked-down embers glowed under the peat.

“Sleep here,” Morach said. “Are you hungry? There’s porridge in the pot.”

She shook her head and, without another word, sank to her knees before the fire, her hand fumbling in her gown for her beads.

“Sleep, then,” Morach said again, and took herself up a rickety ladder to the loft which spanned half of the room.

From that little aerie she could watch the girl who did not sleep for a good hour, but knelt before the cooling fire and prayed very earnestly, moving her lips and telling her beads. Morach stared down at her, noting the clear, lovely profile of the girl against the dying fire. Morach pursed her lips. She had been a pretty baby, a lovely girl. Pity for her stirred in Morach and was instantly suppressed. She remembered Alys as a toddler laboring up the hill with a wooden pail of water from the river, her hands blue with cold, her face strained. At the threshold of the cottage she had stumbled and fallen, spilling all the water that she had lugged so painfully up the hill. Morach had instantly cuffed her hard on one side of her face and then the other.

She had not wept like a little girl. She had stared back at Morach with her dark blue eyes bright with anger and the mark of fingerprints starting to show on her white cheeks. Morach had smiled at her then, acknowledging the power of her. But she had sent her back for another pail of water nonetheless.

It was a hard world in Morach’s view, she served no one by indulging the child, and besides, Morach’s nature was never tender. Any sweetness in her had been scoured out long ago. She had no gentle love for Alys—but she taught her all she knew, the bad with the good. Morach’s knowledge of herbs, her half-learned, half-invented spells, her powers of hypnotism, the skill to read a person’s mind—she taught them all to Alys, her child-servant, her apprentice. Magic, bitterness, anger, and the old female power—Alys had them all from Morach, when perhaps all she had ever wanted was love.

In the shelter of a dirty nest of torn blankets, Morach pulled out a bag of carved white bones, and in the light of the smoking tallow candle spilled out three of them and summoned what powers she possessed to see what would become of Sister Ann the nun, now that she was Sister Ann no more.

She laid them in a row and stared at them; her dark eyes narrowed to slits with pleasure.

“Married to Lord Hugo!” she said softly. “Or as good as! Fat eating, soft living.” She leaned forward a little closer. “Death at the end of it,” she said. “But there is death at the end of every road—and in any case, she should have died tonight.”

She picked up the bones and slid them back into the little ragged purse, hid them beneath her mattress of straw. Then she pulled a verminous bit of woolen shawl up around her shoulders, kicked off her rough clogs, and slept, smiling in her sleep.



Sister Ann was the first to wake in the morning, alert for the knock of the nun summoning her to lauds. She opened her eyes ready to call “Deo gratias!” to the familiar “Benedicite!” but there was silence. She blinked when she saw dark rafters and the weave of a thatched roof above her eyes instead of the plain, godly, white plaster of her cell. Then her eyes went darker yet with the sudden flooding-in of awareness of her loss and she turned her face and her bald head into the hank of cloth which served as a pillow and wept.

Softly, under her breath, she said her prayers, over and over, with little hope of a hearing. There was no comforting chant of the prayers around her, no sweet strong smell of incense. No clear high voices soaring upward to praise the Lord and His Mother. She had deserted her sisters, she had abandoned her mother the abbess to the cruelty and rage of the wreckers and to the man who had laughed like the devil. She had left them to burn in their beds and she had run like a light-footed fawn all the way back to her old home, as if she had not been a child of the abbey for the past four years, and Mother Hildebrande’s favorite.

“You awake?” Morach said abruptly.

“Yes,” replied the girl with no name.

“Get some fresh water and get the fire going. It’s as cold as a saint’s crotch this morning.”

She got up readily enough and pulled her cape around her shoulders. She scratched the soft white skin of her neck. All around her neck and behind her ears was a chain of red flea bites. She rubbed at them, scowling, while she knelt before the hearth. All that was left of the fire on the little circle of flints embedded on the earth floor was gray ash, with a rosy core. She laid a little kindling and bent down her bald head to blow. The curl of wood-shaving glowed red. She blew a little more strongly. It glowed brighter and then a red line of fire ate its way down the curl of wood. It met a twig, lying across it, and the light died as it smoldered sullenly. Then with a little flicker and a puff the twig caught alight, burned with a yellow flame. She sat back on her heels and rubbed her face with a grimy hand. The smell of the woodsmoke was on her fingers and she flinched from it, as if she smelled blood.

“Get the water!” Morach shouted from her bed.

She pushed her cold feet into her damp boots and went outside.

The cottage stood alone, a few miles west of the village of Bowes. In front of it was the dull silver of the River Greta, slowly moving without a ripple. The river rose and sank through great limestone slabs at this stretch, deep and dangerous in winter, patchy in drought. The cottage had been built beside one of the deeper pools, which was always filled, even in the driest of summers. When Sister Ann had been a little girl, and everyone had used her given name of Alys, and Morach had been Widow Morach and well-respected, the children from the village used to come out here to splash and swim. Alys played with them, with Tom, and with half a dozen of the others. Then Morach had lost her land to a farmer who claimed that he owned it. Morach—no man’s woman, sharp-tempered and independent—had fought him before the parish and before the church court. When she lost (as everyone knew she would, since the farmer was a pious man and wealthy), she swore a curse against him in the hearing of the whole village of Bowes. He had fallen sick that very night and later died. Everyone knew that Morach had killed him with her snake-eyed glare.

If he had not been so thoroughly hated in the village it would have gone badly for Morach after that. But his widow was a pleasant woman, glad to be free of him, and she made no complaint. She called Morach up to the farmhouse and asked her for a poultice to ease her backache, and overpaid her many times to ensure that Morach bore no dangerous grudge. The old farmer’s death was explained easily enough by his family’s history of weak hearts. Morach took care not to boast.

She never got her land back. And after that day the village children did not come to play in the deep pool outside her door. Those visitors who dared the lonely road and the darkness came huddled in their cloaks, under cover of night. They left with small bunches of herbs, or little scraps of writing on paper to be worn next to the skin, sometimes heads full of dreams and unlikely promises. And the village remembered a tradition that there had always been a cunning woman in the cottage by the river. A cunning woman, a wise woman, an indispensable friend, a dangerous enemy. Morach—with no land to support her, and no man to defend her, nurtured the superstitions, took credit and high payment for cures, and blamed deaths on the other local wizards.

No one cared that, stripped of her land, Morach was no better than a pauper; nor that she and the little girl in her care might starve to death from hunger or freeze from the cold in winter. They were hard times in the year of our Lord 1535, and County Durham at the extreme north of England was a hard country. Morach’s long embittering struggle to survive soured her, and overshadowed Alys’s childhood. They had no open enemies, but they had no friends either.

Only Tom still came openly up the road from Bowes, and everyone knew he was courting Morach’s little foundling-girl, Alys, and that they would be wed as soon as his parents gave their consent.

For one long summer they courted, sitting by the river which ran so smoothly and so mysteriously down the deep crevices of the riverbed. For one long summer they met every morning before Tom went to work in his father’s fields and Morach called Alys to walk out over the moor and find some leaf or some weed she wanted, or dig in the stony garden.

They were very tender together, respectful. On greeting and at parting they would kiss, gently, on the mouth. When they walked they would hold hands and sometimes he would put his arm around her waist, and she would lean her golden-brown head on his shoulder. He never caught at her, or pulled her about, or thrust his hands inside her brown shawl or up her gray skirt. He liked best to sit beside her on the riverbank and listen to her telling tales and inventing stories.

Her favorite time was when his parents were working in Lord Hugh’s fields and he could take her to the farm and show her the cow and the calf, the pig, the linen chest, the pewter, and the big wooden bed with the thick old curtains. Alys would smile then, her dark eyes as warm as a stroked cat.

“Soon we’ll be together,” Tom would murmur.

“Here,” Alys said.

“I will love you every day of my life,” Tom would promise.

“And we’ll live here,” she said. “I so want a home, Tom; a home of my own.”

When Morach lost her fields and did not get them back, Tom’s parents looked higher for him than a girl who would bring nothing but a tumbledown shack and a patch of ground all around it. Alys might know more about flowers and herbs than anyone in the village, but Tom’s parents did not need a daughter-in-law who knew twenty different poisons, forty different cures. They wanted a jolly, round-faced girl who would bring a fat dowry of fields and perhaps a grazing cow with a weaned calf. They wanted a girl with broad hips and strong shoulders who could work all day in their fields and have a good supper ready for them at night. One who would give birth without fuss so that there would be another Tom in the farmhouse to inherit when they had gone.

Alys, with her ripple of golden-brown unbraided hair, her basket of leaves, and her pale reserved face, was not their choice. They told Tom frankly to put her out of his mind; and he told them that he would marry where he willed, and that if they forced him to it he would take Alys away—even as far as Darneton itself—he would do it and go into service if needs be.

It could not be done. Lord Hugh would not let two young people up and off his land without his say-so. But Lord Hugh was a bad man to invoke in a domestic dispute. He would come and give fair enough judgment, but he would take a fancy to a pewter pint-pot on his way out, or he saw a horse he must have, cost what it may. And however generous he claimed to be, he would pay less than the Castleton butter-market price. Lord Hugh was a sharp man with a hard eye. It was best to solve any problems well away from him.

They ignored Tom. They went in secret to the abbess at the abbey and they offered her Alys. They claimed that the child had the holy gift of healing, that she was an herbalist in her own right, but dreadfully endangered by living with her guardian—old Morach. They offered the abbey a plump dowry to take her and keep her behind the walls, as a gift from themselves.

Mother Hildebrande, who could hear a lie even from a stranger—and forgive it—asked them why they were so anxious to get the little girl out of the way. Then Tom’s mother cried and told her that Tom was mad for the girl and that she would not do for them. She was too strange and unlike them. She had turned Tom’s head, perhaps with a potion—for whoever heard of a lad wanting to marry for love? He would recover but while the madness was on him they should be parted.

“I’ll see her,” Mother Hildebrande had said.

They sent Alys up to the abbey with a false message and she was shown through the kitchen, through the adjoining refectory, and out of the little door to where Mother Hildebrande was sitting in the physic garden at the smiling western side of the abbey, looking down the hill to the river, deep here, and well stocked with fish. Alys had approached her through the garden in a daze of evening sunshine and her golden-brown hair had shone: like the halo of a saint, Mother Hildebrande had thought. She listened to Alys’s message and smiled at the little girl and then walked with her around the raised flower- and herb-beds. She asked her if she recognized any of the flowers and how she would use them. Alys looked around the walled warm garden as if she had come home after a long journey, and touched everything she saw, her little brown hands darting like harvest mice from one leaf to another. Mother Hildebrande listened to the childish high voice and the unchildish authority. “This one is meadowsweet,” Alys said certainly. “Good for sickness in the belly when there is much soiling. This one looks like rue: herb-grace.” She nodded solemnly. “A very powerful herb against sweating sickness when it is seethed with marygold, feverfew, burnet sorrel, and dragons.” She looked up at Mother Hildebrande. “As a vinegar it can prevent the sickness, did you know? And this one I don’t know.” She touched it, bent her little head and sniffed at it. “It smells like a good herb for strewing,” she said. “It has a clear, clean smell. But I don’t know what powers it has. I have never seen it before.”

Mother Hildebrande nodded, never taking her eyes from the small face, and showed Alys flowers she had never seen, herbs from faraway countries whose names she had never even heard.

“You shall come to my study and see them on a map,” Mother Hildebrande promised. Alys’s heart-shaped face looked up at her. “And perhaps you could stay here. I could teach you to read and write,” the old abbess said. “I need a little clerk, a clever little clerk.”

Alys smiled the puzzled smile of a child who has rarely heard kind words, for Morach’s blows came quicker than her caresses. “I’d work for you,” she said hesitantly. “I can dig, and draw water, and find and pick the herbs you want. If I worked for you, could I stay here?”

Mother Hildebrande put a hand out to Alys’s pale curved cheek. “Would you want to do that?” she asked. “Would you take holy orders and leave the world you know far behind you? It’s a big step, especially for a little girl. And you surely have kin who love you? You surely have friends and family that you love?”

“I’ve no kin,” Alys said, with the easy betrayal of childhood. “I live with old Morach, she took me in twelve years ago, when I was a baby. She does not need me, she is no kin of mine. I am alone in the world.”

The old woman raised her eyebrows. “And no one you love?” she asked. “No one whose happiness depends on you?”

Alys’s deep blue eyes opened wide. “No one,” she said firmly.

The abbess nodded. “You want to stay.”

“Yes,” Alys said. As soon as she had seen the large quiet rooms with the dark wood floors she had set her heart on staying. She had a great longing for the cleanness of the bare white cells, for the silence and order of the library, for the cool light of the refectory where the nuns ate in silence and listened to a clear voice reading holy words. She wanted to become a woman like Mother Hildebrande, old and respected. She wanted a chair to sit on and a silver plate for her dinner. She wanted a cup made of glass, not of tin or bone. And she longed, as only the hungry and the dirty passionately long, for clean linen and good food. “I want to stay,” she said.

“Why?” Mother Hildebrande asked.

Alys frowned as she tried to form the idea in her child’s mind. “If I came here there would be a chance for me,” she said slowly. “A chance of a proper life. I might learn to be good, I might get clean. You’d feed me—” She shot a frightened look at the abbess but she was still smiling sympathetically. “You would feed me,” Alys said. “I’m often hungry at home. And if you beat me—” She glanced upward again. “I don’t think you’d beat me very often,” she said hopefully.

The abbess who had seen so many of the sights and sounds of poverty in the world was moved to tears by the small child’s speech. “Do you get beaten very often?”

Alys nodded. “Often,” she said simply. “I am Morach’s apprentice; she is training me as a wise woman. If I get things wrong she beats me to teach me to do better. But I’d rather live here and work for you.”

Mother Hildebrande rested her hand on the child’s warm dirty head. “And what of your little sweetheart?” she asked. “You will have to renounce him. You may never, ever see him again, Alys. That’s a hard price to pay.”

“I didn’t know of places like this,” Alys said simply. “I didn’t know you could be clean like this, I didn’t know that you could live like this unless you were Lord Hugh. I didn’t know. Tom’s farmhouse was the best I had ever seen, so that was what I wanted. I did not know any better.”

“And you want the best,” Mother Hildebrande prompted gently. The child’s yearning for quality was endearing in one so young. She could not call it vanity and condemn it. The little girl loved the herb garden as well as the refectory silver. She was not seeking wealth, but some beauty in her life.

Alys hesitated and looked up at the old lady. “Yes, I do. I don’t want to go back to Morach’s. I don’t want to go back to Tom. I want to live here. I want to live here for ever and ever and ever.”

Mother Hildebrande smiled. “Very well,” she said gently. “For ever and ever and ever. I will teach you to read and write and to draw and to work in the still-room before you need think of taking your vows. A little maid like you should not come into the order too young. I want you to be sure.”

“I am sure,” Alys said softly. “I am sure now. I want to live here for always.”

Then Mother Hildebrande had taken Alys into the abbey and put her in the charge of one of the young novitiates, who had laughed at her broad speech and cut down a little habit for her. They had gone to supper together and to prayers.

It was characteristic of both Alys and Tom that while he waited for her as the sun set and a mocking lovers’ moon came out to watch with him, Alys supped on hot milk and bread from a china bowl, and slept peacefully in the first clean pallet she had ever known.

All through the night the abbess waked for the little girl. All through the night she knelt in the lowliest stall in the chapel and prayed for her. “Keep her safe, Holy Mother,” she finished as the nuns filed in to their pews in sleepy silence for the first of the eight services of the day. “Keep her safe, for in little Alys I think we have found a special child.”

Mother Hildebrande set Alys to work in the herb garden and still-room, and prepared her to take her vows. Alys was quick to learn and they taught her to read and write. She memorized the solemn cadences of the Mass without understanding the words, then slowly she came to understand the Latin and then to read and write it. She faultlessly, flawlessly charmed Mother Hildebrande into loving her as if she had been her own daughter. She was the favorite of the house, the pet of all the nuns, their little sister, their prodigy, their blessing. The women who had been denied children of their own took a special pleasure in teaching Alys and playing with her, and young women, who missed their little brothers and sisters at home, could pet Alys and laugh with her, and watch her grow.

Tom—after hanging around the gate for weeks and getting several beatings from the porter—slouched back to his farm and his parents, and waited in painful silence for Alys to come home to him as she had promised faithfully she would.

She never did. The quiet order of the place soothed her after Morach’s tantrums and curses. The perfume of the still-room and the smell of the herbs scented her hands, her gown. She learned to love the smooth coolness of clean linen next to her skin, she saw her dirty hair and the wriggling lice shaved off without regret, and smoothed the crisp folds of her wimple around her face. Mother Hildebrande employed her in writing letters in Latin and English for the abbey, and dreamed of setting her to copying and illuminating a Bible, a grand new Bible for the abbey. Alys learned to kneel in prayer until the ache in her legs faded from her mind and all she could see through her half-closed eyes were the dizzying colors of the abbey’s windows and the saints twirling like rainbows. When she was fourteen, and had been fasting all day and praying all night, she saw the statue of the Holy Mother turn Her graceful head and smile at her, directly at Alys. She knew then, as she had only hoped before, that Our Lady had chosen her for a special task, for a special lesson, and she dedicated herself to the life of holiness.

“Let me learn to be like mother,” she whispered. “Let me learn to be like Mother Hildebrande.”

She saw Tom only once again. She spoke to him through the little grille in the thick gate, the day after she had taken her vows. In her sweet clear voice she told him that she was a bride of Christ and she would never know a man. She told him to find himself a wife, and be happy with her blessing. And she shut the little hatch of the thick door in his surprised face before he could cry out to her, or even give her the brass ring he had carried in his pocket for her ever since the day they plighted their troth when they were little children of nine.

In the cold morning of her new life Sister Ann shivered, and drew her cape tighter around her. She dipped the bucket in the river and lugged it back up the path to the cottage. Morach, who had been watching her dreaming at the riverside, made no comment, but tumbled down the ladder to the fireside and nodded to Sister Ann to fill the pot and put some water on to heat.

She said nothing while they shared a small piece of bread with last night’s porridge moistened with hot water. They shared a mug to drink the sour, strong water. It was brown and peaty from the moorland. Sister Ann was careful to turn it so her lips did not touch where Morach had drunk. She had lost the habit of unhealthy, unavoidable intimacy. Morach watched her from under her thick black eyebrows and said nothing.

“Now then,” she said, when Ann had washed the cup and plate and the tin spoon and set them at the fireside. “What will you do?”

Sister Ann looked at her. Her dreaming of the past had reminded her of where she belonged. “I must find another abbey,” she said decisively. “My life is dedicated to Christ and His sainted Mother.”

Morach hid a smile and nodded. “Yes, little sister,” she said. “But all this was not sent solely to try your faith, others are suffering also. They are all being visited, they are all being questioned. You were fools enough at Bowes to make an enemy of Lord Hugh and his son but nowhere are the abbeys safe. The king has his eye on their wealth and your God is no longer keeping open house. I dare say there is not an abbey within fifty miles which would dare to open its doors to you.”

“Then I must travel. I must travel outside the fifty miles, north to Durham if need be, south to York. I must find another abbey. I have made my vows, I cannot live in the world.”

Morach picked her teeth with a twig from the basket of kindling and spat accurately into the flames. “D’you have some story ready?” she asked innocently. “Got some fable prepared already?”

Sister Ann looked blank. Already the skin on her head was less shiny, the haze of light brown hair showed like an itchy shadow. She rubbed it with a grimy hand and left another dark smear. Her dark blue eyes were sunk in her face with weariness. She looked as old as Morach herself.

“Why should I need a story?” she asked. Then she remembered her cowardice—“Oh Mary, Mother of God…”

“If you were seen skipping off it would go hard for you,” Morach said cheerily. “I can’t think an abbess would welcome you once she knew that you smelled smoke and bolted like any sinner.”

“I could do penance…” Sister Ann started.

Morach chortled disbelievingly. “It’s more like they’d throw you out in your shift for strangers to use as they wish,” she said. “They’ll think you a spy or a heretic. Lord Hugo’s paid informer come to spy on them and report back to him. They’ll ask you how you got out alone and charge you with arson or witchcraft or both. They’re scared—there isn’t an abbey in the land which isn’t guilty of corrupt practices, it’s not a time for them to take in new recruits, and certainly not one who smells of smoke. You’re ruined, Sister Ann! Your vows are broke, your abbey is a smoking ruin, your sisters are dead or raped or have fled. So what will you do?”

Sister Ann buried her face in her hands. Morach sat at her ease until her shoulders stopped shaking and the sobbed prayers were silenced. It took some time. Morach lit a little black pipe, inhaled the heady herbal smoke and sighed with pleasure.

“Best stay here,” she offered. “That’s your best way. We’ll get news here of your sisters and how they fared. If the abbess survived she’ll seek you here. Wander off, and she’ll not know where to find you. Maybe all of the girls ran like you—scattered back to their old homes—perhaps you’ll all be forgiven.”

Sister Ann shook her head. The smoke had been hot, the fire close to the cloisters. Most of the nuns would have been burned in their cells while they slept. “I doubt they escaped,” she said.

Morach nodded, hiding a gleam of amusement. “You were the first out, eh?” she asked. “The quickest?” She paused for emphasis. “Then there is nowhere for you to go. Nowhere at all.”

Sister Ann swayed against the blow. Morach noticed the pallor of her skin. The girl was sick with shock.

“I’ll take you back,” Morach said. “And people will stay mum. It will be as if you were never away. Four years gone and now you’re back. Aged sixteen, aren’t you?”

She nodded, only half hearing.

“Ready to wed,” Morach said with satisfaction. “Or bed,” she added, remembering the reading of the bones and the young Lord Hugo.

“Not that,” she said, her voice very low. “I will stay with you, Morach, and I’ll work for you, as I did before. I know more now, and I can read and write. I know more herbs, too, and flowers—garden flowers, not just wild ones. But I will only do God’s work, only healing and midwifery. No charms, no spells. I belong to Christ. I will keep my vows here, as well as I can, until I can find somewhere to go, until I can find an abbess who will take me. I will do God’s work of healing here, I will be Christ’s bride here…” She looked around her. “In this miserable place,” she said brokenly. “I will do it as well as I can.”

“Well enough,” Morach said, quite unperturbed. “You’ll work for me. And when the young lord has ridden off north to harry the Scots and forgotten his new sport of tormenting nuns, you can step down to Castleton and seek some news.”

She hauled herself to her feet and shook out her filthy gown. “Now you’re back you can dig that patch,” she said. “It’s been overgrown since you left. I’ve a mind to grow some turnips there for the winter months.”

The girl nodded, and rose to her feet and went to the door. A new hoe stood at the side—payment in kind for hexing a neighbor’s straying cattle.

“Sister Ann!” Morach called softly.

She spun around at once.

Morach scowled at her. “You never answer to that name again,” she said. “D’you hear me? Never. You’re Alys again now, and if anyone asks you, tell them you went to stay with your kin near Penrith. You’re Alys. That’s your name. I gave it to you once, now I give it to you back. Forget being Sister Ann, that was another life and it ended badly. You’re Alys now—remember it.”
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In the aftermath of the firing of the abbey there were soldiers and bullyboys chasing the rumors of hidden treasure and gold. They had little joy in Bowes village, where the half-dozen families did not take kindly to any strangers and where four or five were now out of work with the abbey ruined and no services needed. Morach let it be known that she had a new apprentice, and if anyone remembered the previous girl who had gone four long years ago, no one said. Even if they had, no one would have taken the risk of reporting her, which would bring Lord Hugh down on the village—or even worse—his son, the mad young lord. It was not a time for speculation and gossip. There were a dozen vagrants still hanging around the ruins of the abbey—refugees from the nuns’ charity with nowhere else to go. The villagers of Bowes locked their doors, resisted any attempt by anyone to claim rights of residence, and chose not to talk about the abbey, or the nuns, or the night of the fire, or the minor thefts and pillaging of the ruined abbey which went on in the later days.

It was said that the firing of the abbey had been a mistake. The soldiers led by the young Lord Hugo were homeward bound from a raid on the moss-troopers, and they stopped at the abbey only to frighten the nuns into doing the king’s will and surrender their treasure and their bad popish ways. It had all begun with some wild sport, a bonfire of broken wood and some tar. Once the flames had caught there was nothing that Hugo could do, and besides the nuns had all died in the first minutes. The young lord had been drunk anyway, and could remember little. He confessed and did penance with his own priest—Father Stephen, one of the new faith who saw little sin in stamping out a nest of treasonous papists—and the villagers gleaned over the half-burned building and then started carting the stones away. Within a few weeks of her return to Morach’s hovel, Alys could walk where she wished unnoticed.

Mostly she went up on the moor. Every day, after digging and weeding in the dusty scrape of the vegetable patch, she went down to the river to wash her hands and splash water over her face. In the first few days she had stripped and waded into the water with her teeth chattering, to wash herself clean of the smell of sweat and smoke and midden. It was no use. The earth under her fingernails and the grime in the creases of her skin would not come clean in the cold brackish water, and anyway, wading back to the frosty bank with shivery gooseflesh skin Alys had only dirty clothes to wear. She scraped the body lice off the seams of her robe but within a day they were back; she felt them crawling in the growing stubble of her hair. Her fair skin was soon scarred with insect bites, some red and bloody and fresh, some scaly and old. After a few weeks Alys despaired of keeping herself clean. There was no soap or oil, there was no hot water. She could wash herself in the peaty brown river water but she knew that as it became colder it would be unbearable. In the first weeks Alys wept with self-disgust at the fleas and lice on her body. She still splashed water in her face but she no longer hoped to keep clean.

She rubbed her face dry on the thick wool of her dirty robe and walked upstream along the riverbank till she came to the bridge where the river ran beneath a natural causeway of limestone slabs—wide enough to drive a wagon across, strong enough to carry oxen. She paused there and looked down into the brown peaty water. It flowed so slowly there seemed to be no movement at all, as if the river had died, had given up its life into stagnant, dark ponds.

Alys knew better. When she and Tom had been little children they had explored one of the caves which riddled the riverbank. Squirming like fox cubs they had gone downward and downward until the passage had narrowed and they had stuck—but below them, they had heard the loud echoing thunder of flowing water, and they knew they were near the real river, the secret river which flowed all day and all night in eternal darkness, hidden deep beneath the false riverbed of dry stones above.

Tom had been scared at the echoing, rushing noise so far below them. “What if it rose?” he asked her. “It would come out here!”

“It does come out here,” Alys had replied. The seasons of her young life had been marked by the ebb and flow of the river, a dull drain in summer, a rushing torrent during the autumn storms. The gurgling holes where the sluggish water seeped away in summertime became springs and fountains in winter, whirlpools where the brown water boiled upward, bubbling from the exploring pressure of the underground streams and underground rivers flooding from their stone cellars.

“Old Hob is down there,” Tom said fearfully, his eyes dark.

Alys had snorted and spat disdainfully toward the darkness before them. “I ain’t afraid of him!” she said. “I reckon Morach can deal with him all right!”

Tom had crossed his finger with his thumb in the sign against witchcraft and crawled backward out of the hole and into the sunshine. Alys would have lingered longer. She had not been boasting to Tom; it was true: raised by Morach she feared nothing.

“Until now,” she said quietly to herself. She looked up at the clear sky above her and the sun impartially burning down. “Oh, Mother of God…” she started, then she broke off. “Our Father…” she began again, and again fell silent. Then her mouth opened in a silent scream and she pitched herself forward on the short coarse grass of the moorland. “God help me!” she said in a grief-stricken whisper. “I am too afraid to pray!”

It seemed to her that she lay there in despair a long while. When she sat up again and looked around her the sun had moved—it was the middle of the afternoon, time for nones. Alys got to her feet slowly, like an old woman, as if all her bones were aching. She set off with small, slow steps up the hill to where the buds of early heather gleamed like a pale mauve mist on the slopes of the hill. A lapwing called overhead and fluttered down not far from her. Higher again in the blue air a lark circled and climbed, calling and calling, each higher note accompanied by a thrust of the little wings. Bees rolled drunkenly among the early heather flowers, the moor sweated honey. Everything around her was alive and thriving and joyful in the warm roil of the end of summer—everything but Alys, icy Alys, cold to her very bones.

She stumbled a little as she walked, her eyes watching the sheep track beneath her feet. Every now and then she moaned very softly, like an animal in a trap for a long, long night of darkness. “How shall I ever get back?” she said to herself as she walked. “How shall I ever get back? How shall I ever learn to bear it here with the dirt and the cold and my hunger?”

At the edge of the moor, where the land flattened in a curved sweep under the wide, unjudging sky, Alys paused. There was a little heap of stones tossed into a cairn by shepherds marking the path. Alys squatted down on one dry stone and leaned back against the others, closed her eyes, and turned her face up to the sun, her face locked in a grimace of grief.

After a few moments she narrowed her eyes and looked southward. The moorland was very flat, bending across the skyline in a thousand shades of green, from the dark lushness of moss around a bog to the pale yellow color of weak grass growing on stone. The heather roots and old flowers showed pale gray and green, a bleak landscape of subtle beauty, half pasture, half desert. The new heather growth was dark green, the heather flowers pale as a haze. Alys looked more sharply. A man was striding across the moor, his plaid across his shoulder, his step determined. Alys got to her feet quietly, ready to turn and run. As he saw the movement he yelled out, and his voice was whipped away by the steady wind which blew over the top of the moor, even on the calmest of days. Alys hesitated, ready for flight; then he yelled again, faintly:

“Alys! Wait! It’s me!”

Her hand went to her pocket, where the beads of her rosary were rounded and warm. “Oh no,” she said. She sat down again on the stones and waited for him to come up to her, watching him as he marched across the moor.

He had filled out in the four years she had been away. When she had left he had been a boy of thirteen, lanky and awkward but with a fair, coltish beauty. Now he was sturdy, thickset. As he came closer she saw that his face was tanned red from sun and wind, marred with red spiders of broken veins. His eyes, still that piercing blue, were fixed on her.

“Alys,” he said. “I guessed Morach’s new girl was you. I came at once to see you.”

“Your farm’s the other way,” she said dryly.

He flushed a still deeper red. “I had to take a lamb over to Trowheads,” he said. “This is my way back.”

Alys’s dark eyes scanned his face. “You never could lie to me, Tom.”

He hung his head and shuffled his thick boots in the dust. “It’s Liza,” he said. “She watches me.”

“Liza?” Alys asked, surprised. “Liza who?”

Tom dropped to sit on the heather beside her, his face turned away, looking back over the way he had come. “Liza’s my wife,” he said simply. “They married me off after you took your vows.”

Alys flinched as if someone had pinched her. “I didn’t know,” she said. “No one told me.”

Tom shrugged. “I would have sent word but…” he trailed off and let the silence hang. “What was the use?” he asked.

Alys looked away, gripping the beads in her pocket so tight that they hurt her fingers. “I never thought of you married,” she said. “I suppose I should have known that you would. I told you to marry but I never really thought you would.”

Tom shrugged. “You’ve changed,” he said. “You’re taller, I reckon, and plumper. But your eyes are the same. Did they cut your hair?”

Alys nodded, pulling the shawl over her shaven head a little tighter.

“Your lovely golden hair!” Tom said, as if he were bidding it farewell.

A silence fell. Alys stared at him. “You were married as soon as I professed?” she asked.

Tom nodded.

“Are your mother and father still alive?”

He nodded again.

Alys’s face softened, seeking sympathy from Tom, hoping that he would help her. “They did a cruel thing to me that day,” she said tentatively. “I was too young to be sent among strangers.”

Tom’s face was bitter. “They did what they thought was for the best,” he said. “They were determined I should marry a girl with a dowry. There was never any chance for you and me. And they thought they had treated you fairly. There was no way for them to foretell that the abbey would be burned and you would be homeless and husbandless at the end.”

“And in peril,” Alys said. “If the soldiers come back they might take me. You won’t tell anyone that I was at the abbey, will you?”

The look he shot at her was answer enough. “I’d die rather than see you hurt,” he said with a suppressed anger. “You know that! You’ve always known it! There never was anyone else for me and there never will be.”

Alys turned her face away. “I may not listen to that,” she said.

He sighed, accepting the reproof. “I’ll keep your secret safe,” he said. “In the village they think only that Morach has a new apprentice. She has said before that she was seeking a girl to do the heavy work. No one has thought of you. You’ve been forgotten. The word is that all the nuns are dead.”

“Why did you come this way then?” Alys demanded.

He shrugged his shoulders, his coarse skin blushing brick-red. “I thought I’d know,” he said gruffly. “If you had died I would have known it.” He thumped his chest. “In here,” he said. “Where I carry my pain for you. If you had died it would have gone… or changed. I would have known if you were dead.”

Alys nodded, accepting Tom’s devotion. “And what of your marriage?” she asked. “Are you comfortable? Do you have children?”

“A boy and a girl living,” he said indifferently. “And one dead.” He paused. There were four years of longing in his voice. “The girl looks a little like you sometimes,” he said.

Alys turned her clear, heart-shaped face toward him. “I have been waiting to see you,” she said. Tom shivered helplessly. Her voice was as piercing and sweet as plainsong. “You have to help me get away.”

“I have been racking my brains to think how I can serve you, how I can get you away from that wretched old woman and that hovel!” Tom exclaimed. “But I cannot think how! Liza watches the farm, she knows to a groat what we have made. My mother and she are hand in glove. I took a risk coming to see you at all.”

“You always did dare anything to be with me,” Alys said encouragingly.

Tom inspected a callus on the palm of his hand. He picked moodily at the hard skin with one stubby fingernail. “I know,” he said sullenly. “I ran to you like a puppy when I was a child, and then I waited outside the abbey for you like a whipped dog.”

He shifted his gaze to Alys’s attentive face. “Now you are come out of the abbey everything is changed again,” he said hesitantly. “The king’s visitors said that you were not true nuns and the lord’s chaplain says Hugo did well to drive you out. The abbey is gone, you are a free woman again, Alys.” He did not dare look at her but stared at the ground beneath his feet. “I never stopped loving you,” he said. “Will you be my lover now?”

Alys shook her head with an instinctive revulsion. “No!” she said. “My vows still stand. Don’t think of me like that, Tom. I belong to God.”

She paused, shot him a sideways glance. It was a difficult path she had to find. He had to be tempted to help her, but not tempted to sin. “I wish you would help me,” she said carefully. “If you have money, or a horse I could borrow, I could find an abbey which might take me in. I thought you might know of somewhere, or can you find somewhere for me?”

Tom got to his feet. “I cannot,” he said simply. “The farm is doing badly, we have only one working horse and no money. God knows I would do anything in the world for you, Alys, but I have neither money nor a horse for you.”

Alys’s pale face was serene though she was screaming inside. “Perhaps you will think of something,” she said. “I am counting on you, Tom. Without your help, I don’t know what will become of me.”

“You were the one who always did the thinking,” he reminded her. “I just came to see you, running like a dog to the master’s whistle, like I always have done. The moment I heard the abbey was fired I thought of you. Then when I heard Morach had a new wench I thought she might be you. I came running to you. I had no plans.”

Alys rose too and stood at his shoulder, very close. She could smell the stale sweat on him, and the stink of old blood from butchering, sour milk from dairying. He smelled like a poor man, like an old man. She stepped back. Her childhood affection for him had been long forgotten. But Alys desperately needed an ally. Without help she would never escape from Morach’s hovel. And Tom was the only friend she had in the world.

Tom put his hand on her arm and Alys froze, forcing herself not to shake him off. He stared into her face. Alys’s dark blue eyes, as candid as a child’s, met his gaze.

“You don’t want me as a man,” he said with sudden insight. “You talk sweet but all you want is for me to save you from living with Morach, just as your old abbess saved you from her before.”

“Why not?” Alys demanded. “I cannot live there! Morach is deep in sin and in dirt. I cannot stay there! If you ever cared for me at all, Tom, you must help me get away from there.

“It’s true, I don’t want you as a man, my vows forbid desire, and truly I cannot imagine wanting a man, any man. But I need you desperately as a friend, Tom. Without your help I do not know what I will do. We promised to be true to one another and to always be there when the other was in any need or trouble.” She tightened the rack on his guilt: “I would have helped you if you had been in need, Tom. If I had a horse you would never walk.

“I know the vows are old vows,” she said candidly. “And if the abbey was standing I would be there now, the favored daughter of the abbess, the most beloved sister…” She trailed off, her eyes on the distant horizon as if she could still see the warm herb garden and the sunset over the quiet trees. “I know I have no rights over you,” she said, her voice very low. “But Tom, I have nowhere that I can turn. I have no one who will help me, I have not a friend in the world save you. If you will not help me then I am abandoned to Morach’s sin and dirt with no hope of escape.”

Tom shook his head slowly, as if to clear it. “I can’t think straight!” he said. “Alys, tell me simply what you want me to do! You know I will do it. You know I always did what you wished.”

“Find somewhere I can go,” she said rapidly. “Morach hears nothing and I dare not go further than Castleton. But you can travel and ask people. Find me a nunnery which is safe, and then take me there. Lord Hugo cannot rage around the whole of the north. There must be other abbeys safe from his spite: Hartlepool, Durham, or Whitby. Find where I can go, Tom, and take me.”

“You cannot hope to find your abbess again?” Tom asked. “I thought that all the nuns died?”

Alys shook her head. She could remember the heat in the smoke which had warned her that the flames were very close. She remembered the thin clear scream of pain she had heard as she dived through the garden door. “I will find a new order, and take a new name, and take my vows again,” she said.

Tom blinked. “Are you allowed to do that?” he asked. “Won’t they wonder who you are and where you come from?”

Alys slid a measuring sideways glance at him. “You would surely vouch for me, Tom. You could tell them I was your sister, could you not?”

Tom shook his head again. “No! I don’t know! I suppose I would. Alys, I don’t know what I can do and what I can’t do! My head’s whirling!”

Alys stretched out her soft white hand to him and touched him gently in the center of his forehead, between his eyes, with all her power in her fingertips. She felt her fingers warm as her power flowed through them. For a dizzying moment she thought she could do anything with Tom, make him believe anything, do anything. Tom closed his eyes at her touch and swayed toward her like a rowan sways in a breath of wind.

“Alys,” he said, and his voice was filled with longing.

She took her hand away and he slowly opened his eyes.

“I must go,” she said. “Do you promise you will find somewhere for me?”

He nodded. “Aye,” he said and hitched the plaid at his shoulder.

“And take me there?”

“I’ll do all I can,” he said. “I will ask what abbeys are safe. And when I find somewhere, I’ll get you to it, cost me what it will.”

Alys raised her hand in farewell and watched him walk away. When he was too distant to hear she breathed out her will after him. “Do it, Tom,” she said. “Do it at once. Find me a place. Get me back to an abbey. I cannot stay here.”



It grew colder. The winds got up for a week of gales in September and when they fell still the moors, the hills, and even the valley were shrouded in a thick mist which did not lift for days. Morach lay in bed later and later every morning.

“I’ll get up when the fire’s lit and the porridge is hot,” she said, watching Alys from the sleeping platform. “There’s little point in us both getting chilled to death.”

Alys kept her head down and said little. Every evening she would turn her hands to the light of the fire and inspect the palms for roughness. The skin had grown red and sore, and then blistered, and the blisters had broken and then healed. The plump heel of her thumb was toughened already, and at the base of each finger the skin was getting dry and hard. She rubbed the oil from sheep’s fleeces into the calluses, frowning in disgust at the rich, dirty smell, but nothing could stop her hands hardening and growing red and rough.

“I am still fit to be a nun,” she whispered to herself. She told her rosary before she went to bed and said the evening prayers of vespers, not knowing the time, far away from the discipline of the chapel bell. One evening she was so weary with the labors of the day that she decided to say the evening prayers in her pallet bed. She was asleep before she completed them, and in the morning she forgot to pray again. She knew then that the holy discipline of her life was slipping away from her, like water through grasping fingers. Without the abbey, without the day measured out by the bell, Alys could not keep to the regular rhythm of prayers. She could not live as a nun in an enclosed order while struggling for food, for water, for fuel, for survival in the outside world. “But I’m still fit to be a nun,” she said grimly before she slept. “I’m still fit to be a nun—if I get there soon.”

She waited for news from Tom but none came. All she could hear in Bowes were confused stories of inspections and changes. The king’s visitors went everywhere, demanding answers in silent cloisters, inspecting the treasures in orders sworn to poverty. No one knew how far the king would go. He had executed a bishop, he had beheaded Thomas More, the most revered man in England, he had burned monks at the stake. He claimed that the whole clergy was his, parish priests, vicars, bishops. And now he was looking to the abbeys, the nunneries, the monasteries. He wanted their power, he wanted their land, he could not survive without their wealth. It was not a time to attempt to enter an order with a false name and a scorched gown.

“I am cursed and followed by my curse,” Alys said resentfully, as she hauled water for Morach and pulled turnips from the cold, sticky ground.

Alys felt the cold badly. After four years of sleeping in a stone building where huge fires of split trees were banked in to burn all night she found the mud floor of Morach’s cottage unbearably damp and chill. She started coughing at night, and her cough turned to racking sobs of homesickness. Worst of all were the dreams, when she saw herself safe in the abbey, leaning back against Mother Hildebrande’s knees and reading aloud by the light of clear wax candles. One night she dreamed that Mother Hildebrande had come to the cottage and called to Alys, scrabbling on her knees in the mud of the vegetable patch. “Of course I am not dead!” Mother Hildebrande had said joyously. Alys felt her mother’s arms come around her and hold her close, smelled the clean, sweet scent of her starched linen. “Of course I am not dead!” she said. “Come home with me!”

Alys clung to the rags of her pillow and closed her eyes tighter to try to stay asleep, to live inside the dream. But always the cold of the floor would wake her, or Morach’s irascible yell, and she would open her eyes and know again the ache of loss, and have to face again that she was far from her home and far from the woman who loved her, with no hope of seeing her mother or any of her sisters ever again.

It rained for weeks, solid torrential rain which wept down out of the skies unceasingly. Every morning Alys woke to find her pallet bed wet from the earth of the hovel and her robe and her cape damp with morning mist. Morach, grumbling, made a space for her on the sleeping platform and woke her once, twice a night to clamber down the rickety ladder and keep the fire burning. Every day Alys went out downriver toward Bowes where the oak, elm, and beech trees grew, looking for firewood. Every day she dragged home a fallen bough of heavy timber and hacked at it with Morach’s old ax. Fetching wood for the pile could take most of the hours of daylight, but also there was the pot to be emptied on the sloppy midden, water to be lugged up from the river, and turnips and carrots to be pulled in the vegetable patch. Once a week there was marketing to do in Bowes—a weary five-mile trudge there and back on the slippery riverside track or the exposed high road. Alys missed the well-cooked rich food of the nunnery and became paler and thinner. Her face grew gaunt and strained. When she went into Bowes one day a child shied a stone at the back of her gown and as she turned and cursed him he howled with fright at the blank, mad anger of her eyes.

With the cold weather came sickness. Every day another person came to tap on Morach’s door and ask her or Alys for a spell or a draught or a favor to keep away the flux or chills or fevers. There were four childbirths in Bowes and Alys went with Morach and dragged bloody, undersized babies screaming into the world.

“You have the hands for it,” Morach said, looking at Alys’s slim long fingers. “And you practiced on half a dozen paupers’ babies at that nunnery of yours. You can do all the childbirths. You have the skills and I’m getting too old to go out at midnight.”

Alys looked at her with silent hatred. Childbirth was the most dangerous task for a wise woman. Too much could go wrong, there were two lives at risk, people wanted both the mother and the child to survive and blamed the midwife for sickness and death. Morach feared failure, feared the hatred of the village. It was safer for her to send Alys alone.

The village was nervous, suspicious. A wise woman had been taken up at Boldron, not four miles away, taken and charged with plaguing her neighbor’s cattle. The evidence against her was dramatic. Neighbors swore they had seen her running down the river, her feet moving swiftly over the water but dry-shod. Someone had seen her whispering into the ear of a horse, and the horse had gone lame. A woman said that they had jostled each other for a flitch of bacon at Castleton market and that ever since her arm had ached and she feared it would rot and fall off. A man swore that he had ridden the wise woman down in the fog on Boldron Lane and she had cursed him and at once his horse shied and he had fallen. A little boy from the village attested that he had seen her flying and talking with the doves at the manor dovecot. All the country had evidence against her, the trial took days.

“It’s all nonsense,” Alys said, coming back from Bowes with the news. “Chances are that could happen to anyone, a little child’s bad dream. It’s as if they had gone mad. They are listening to everything. Anyone can say anything against her.”

Morach looked grim. “It’s a bad fashion,” she said, surly. Alys dumped a sack of goods on the floor beside the fire and threw three fatty rashers of bacon into the broth bubbling in the three-legged pot. “A bad fashion,” Morach said again. “I’ve seen it come through before, like a plague. Sometimes this time of year, sometimes midsummer. Whenever people are restless and idle and spiteful.”

Alys looked at her fearfully. “Why do they do it?” she asked.

“Sport,” Morach said. “It’s a dull time of year, autumn. And this Sepreubo is wickedly cold. People sit around fires and tell stories to frighten themselves. There’s colds and agues that nothing can cure. There’s winter and starvation around the corner. They need someone to blame. And they like to mass together, to shout and name names. They’re an animal then, an animal with a hundred mouths and a hundred beating hearts and no thought at all. Just appetites.”

“What will they do to her?” Alys asked.

Morach spat accurately into the fire. “They’ve started already,” she said. “They’ve searched her for marks that she has been suckling the devil and they’ve burned the marks off with a poker. If the wounds show pus, that proves witchcraft. They’ll strap her hands and legs and throw her in the River Greta. If she comes up alive—that’s witchcraft. They might make her put her hand in the blacksmith’s fire and swear her innocence. They might tie her out on the moor all night to see if the devil rescues her. They’ll play with her until their lust is slaked.”

Alys handed Morach a bowl of broth and a trencher of bread. “And then?”

“They’ll set up a stake on the village green and the priest will pray over her, and then someone—the blacksmith probably—will strangle her and then they’ll bury her at the crossroads,” Morach said. “Then they’ll look around for another, and another after that. Until something else happens, a feast or a holy day, and they have different sport. It’s like a madness which catches a village. It’s a bad time for us. I’ll not go into Bowes until the Boldron wise woman is dead and forgotten.”

“How shall we get flour?” Alys asked. “And cheese?”

“You can go,” Morach said unfeelingly. “Or we can do without for a week or two.”

Alys shot a cold look at Morach. “We’ll do without,” she said, though her stomach rumbled with hunger.

At the end of October it grew suddenly sharply cold with a hard white frost every morning. Alys gave up washing for the winter season. The river water was stormy and brown between stones which were white and slippery with ice in the morning. Every day she heaved a full bucket of water up the hill to the cottage for cooking; she had neither time nor energy to fetch water for washing. Alys’s growing hair was crawly with lice, her black nun’s robe rancid. She caught fleas between her fingers and cracked their little bodies between her finger and ragged thumbnail without shame. She had become inured to the smell, to the dirt. When she slopped out the cracked chamber-pot on to the midden she no longer had to turn away and struggle not to vomit. Morach’s muck and her own, the dirt from the hens and the scraps of waste piled high on the midden, and Alys spread it and dug it into the vegetable patch, indifferent to the stench.

The clean white linen and the sweet smell of herbs in the still-room and flowers on the altar of the abbey were like a dream. Sometimes Alys thought that Morach’s lie was true and she had never been to the abbey, never known the nuns. But then she would wake in the night and her dirty face would be stiff and salty with tears and she would know that she had been dreaming of her mother again, and of the life that she had lost.

She could forget the pleasure of being clean, but her hungry, growing, young body reminded her daily of the food at the abbey. All autumn Alys and Morach ate thin vegetable broth, sometimes with a rasher of bacon boiled in it and the bacon fat floating in golden globules on the top. Sometimes they had a slice of cheese. Always they had black rye bread with the thick, badly milled grains tough in the dough. Sometimes they had the innards of a newly slaughtered pig from a grateful farmer’s wife. Sometimes they had rabbit. Morach had a snare and Alys set a net for fish. Morach’s pair of hens, which lived underfoot in the house feeding miserably off scraps, laid well for a couple of days and Morach and Alys ate eggs. Most days they had a thin gruel for breakfast and then fasted all day until nightfall, when they had broth and bread and perhaps a slice of cheese or meat.

Alys could remember the taste of lightly stewed carp from the abbey ponds. The fast days when they ate salmon and trout or sea fish brought specially for them from the coast. The smell of roast beef with thick fluffy puddings, the warm, nourishing porridge in the early morning after prayers with a blob of abbey honey in the middle and cream as yellow as butter to pour over the top, hot ale at bedtime, the feast-day treats of marchpane, roasted almonds, sugared fruit. She craved for the heavy, warm sweetness of hippocras wine after a feast, venison in port-wine gravy, jugged hare, vegetables roasted in butter, the tang of fresh cherries. Sometimes Morach shouted to wake her in the night and said with a sleepy chuckle: “You’re moaning, Alys, you’re dreaming of food again. Practice mortifying your flesh, my little angel!” And Alys would find her mouth running wet with saliva at her dreams of dinners in the quiet refectory while a nun read aloud to them, and always, at the head of the table, was Mother Hildebrande, her arms outstretched, blessing the food and giving thanks for the easy richness of their lives, and sometimes glancing down the table to Alys to make sure that the little girl had plenty. “Plenty,” Alys said longingly. She thought she would never know again the comfort of a full belly. Her hunger went with her everywhere and her face grew gaunt and thin.

“You’ve grown soft,” Morach said unsympathetically. “How will you manage in midwinter if you are thin as a rake in autumn?”

“It will kill me,” Alys replied bleakly. “I know it will. I am hungry and I am cold and I am weary to my bones with the labor of living here.”

Morach grinned. “You won’t die,” she said cheerfully. “It takes more than an empty belly and a nip in the air to kill a woman with a future before her. You should find your courage and put it in your belly, Alys! You should learn to fight, not prepare for death!”

At the end of October there was a plague of sickness in Bowes with half a dozen children and some adults vomiting and choking on their vomit. Mothers walked the few miles out to Morach’s cottage every day with a gift, a round yellow cheese, or even a penny. Morach burned fennel root over the little fire, set it to dry, and then ground it into powder and gave Alys a sheet of good paper, a pen, and ink.

“Write a prayer,” she said. “Any one of the good prayers in Latin.”

Alys’s fingers welcomed the touch of a quill. She held it awkwardly in her swollen, callused hands, like the key to a kingdom she had lost.

“Write it! Write it!” Morach said impatiently. “A good prayer against sickness.”

Very carefully Alys dipped her pen and wrote the simple words of the Lord’s Prayer, her lips moving in time to the cadence of the Latin. It was the first prayer Mother Hildebrande had ever taught her.

Morach watched inquisitively. “Is it done?” she asked, and when Alys nodded, silenced by the tightness of her throat, Morach took the paper and tore it into half a dozen little squares, tipped the dusty powder into it, and twisted the paper to keep the powder safe.

“What are you doing?” Alys demanded.

“Magic,” Morach replied ironically. “This is going to keep us fat through the winter.”

She was right. The people in Bowes and the farmers all around bought the black powder wrapped in the special paper for a penny a twist. Morach bought more paper and set Alys to writing again. Alys knew there could be no sin in writing the Lord’s Prayer but felt uneasy when Morach tore the smooth vellum into pieces.

“Why do you do it?” Alys asked curiously one day, watching Morach grind the root in a mortar nursed on her lap as she sat by the fire on her stool.

Morach smiled at her. “The powder is strong against stomach sickness,” she said. “But it is the spell that you write that gives it the power.”

“It’s a prayer,” Alys said contemptuously. “I don’t make spells and I would not sell burned fennel and a line of prayer for a penny a twist.”

“It makes people well,” Morach said. “They take it and they say the spell when the vomiting hits them. Then the attack passes off.”

“How can it?” Alys asked impatiently. “Why should a torn piece of prayer cure them?”

Morach laughed. “Listen to the running nun!” she exclaimed to the fire. “Listen to the girl who worked in the herb garden and the still-room and the nuns’ infirmary and yet denies the power of plants! Denies the power of prayer! It cures them, my wench, because there is potency in it. And in order to say the prayer they have to draw breath. It steadies them. I order that the prayer has to be said to the sky so they have to open a window and breathe clean air. All of those that have died from the vomiting are those that were weak and sickly and in a panic of fear in dirty rooms. The spell works because it’s powerful. And it helps if they believe it.”

Alys crossed herself in a small gesture between her breasts. Morach would have mocked if she had seen.

“And if they can pay for a spell then they can pay for good food and clean water,” Morach said fairly. “The chances are that they are stronger before the sickness takes them. The rich are always blessed.”

“What if it fails?” Alys asked.

Morach’s face hardened. “You had better pray to your Lady that it never fails,” she said. “If it fails then I can say that they have been bewitched by another power, or the spell has failed them because they did not do it right. If it fails I go at once to the heirs and try to buy their friendship. But if they are vengeful and if their cattle die too, then you and I stay away from Bowes, keep our heads down, and keep out of sight until the body is buried and people have forgot.”

“It’s wrong,” Alys said positively. “At the abbey we followed old books, we knew the herbs we grew, we made them into tinctures and we drank them from measured glasses. This is not herbalism but nonsense. Lies dressed up in dog Latin to frighten children!”

“Nonsense, is it?” Morach demanded, her quick anger aroused. “There are people in this village who will swear I can make a woman miscarry by winking at her! There are people in this village who think I can kill a healthy beast by snapping my fingers over its water pail. There are people in this village who think the devil speaks to me in my dreams and I have all his powers at my command!”

“Aren’t you afraid?” Alys asked.

Morach laughed, her voice harsh and wild. “Afraid?” she said. “Who is not afraid? But I am more afraid of starving this winter, or dying of cold because we have no firewood. Ever since my land was stolen from me I have had no choice. Ever since my land was taken from me I have been afraid. I am a wise woman—of course I am afraid!”

She put the pestle and mortar to one side and then spooned the dust into one scrap of paper and then another, her hands steady.

“Besides,” she said slyly, “I am less afraid than I was. Much much less afraid than I was.”

“Are you?” Alys asked, recognizing the note of torment in Morach’s voice.

“Oh, yes,” Morach said gleefully. “If they seek for a witch in Bowes now, who do you think they will take first? A little old woman with a few herbs in her purse who has been there for years and never done great harm—or a girl as lovely as sin who will speak with no one, nor court with any man. A girl who is neither maid nor woman, saint nor sinner. A girl who is seen in Bowes very seldom, but always with her cloak around her shoulders and a shawl over her head. A girl who talks to no one, and has no young women friends. A girl who avoids men, who keeps her eyes down when one crosses her path. It is you who should be afraid, Alys. It is you who they see as a strange woman, as someone out of the ordinary. So it is you that they think has the skill to cure the vomiting. It will be you they praise or blame. It should be you who is afraid!”

“They cannot think these are spells!” Alys exclaimed. “I told you from the start they were prayers! You asked me to write a prayer and I did! They cannot think that I do magic!”

“Go on!” Morach gestured to her impatiently. “Write some more! Write some more! I need it to wrap these doses. It is your writing, Alys, that makes the powder work. Ever since you came back, the fennel has cured the vomiting. They say you are the cunning woman and I am your servant. They say you have come from the devil. They say that the singed corner of your robe was from the fires of hell—and that you are the bride of the devil.”

“Who says?” Alys demanded stoutly, though her voice shook a little. “I don’t believe anyone says anything.”

“Liza—Tom’s wife,” Morach said triumphantly. “She says you’ve tampered with Tom’s sleep. He names you in his sleep—a sure sign of hexing.”

Alys laughed bitterly. “Oh aye,” she said tartly. “He is calling me to rescue him from her sharp tongue.”

“Curse her then!” Morach’s face was bright in the shadowy cottage. “Try it! Curse her to death and make Tom a widower, rich with her dowry, so that he can return to you and you can use your roughened hands on his land where you will see the benefit. She’s a useless, spiteful woman, no one’s friend. No one would miss her.”

“Don’t,” Alys said quickly. “Don’t speak of such things. You know I would not do it and I don’t have the power.”

“You do have the power,” Morach insisted. “You know it and I know it! You ran from your power and you hoped your God would keep you safe if you forgot your skills. But here you are, back with me, and it is as if you were never away. There are no safe nunneries left, Alys! There is nowhere for you to go! You will stay with me forever unless you go to a man. Why not Tom? You liked him well enough when you were young, and he has never loved another woman. You could kill Liza. You should kill Liza. I can tell you the ways to do it. Hundreds of ways. And then you can live soft in Tom’s farmhouse, and wash every day as you long to do, and even say your prayers, and think of how we would eat! A little spell and a great difference. Do it, Alys!”

“I cannot!” Alys said desperately. “I cannot. And even if I could, I would not do it. I have no power but my learning from the abbey. I will not dabble in your spells. They mean nothing, you know nothing. I shall never use your skills.”

Morach shrugged her shoulders and tied the twists of powder with a thread. “I think you will,” she said in an undertone. “And I think you feel your power in your fingertips, and taste it on your tongue. Don’t you, my Alys? When you are alone on the moor and the wind is blowing softly, don’t you know you can call it? Bid it go where you will? Blow health or sickness? Wealth or poverty? When you were on your knees in the abbey, couldn’t you feel the power around you and in you? I can feel the power in me—aye, and I can feel it in you too. The old abbess saw it clearly enough. She wanted it for her God! Well, now your power is freed again and you can use it where you will.”

Alys shook her head. “No,” she said determinedly. “I feel nothing. I know nothing. I have no power.”

“Look at the fire,” Morach said instantly. “Look at the fire.”

Alys looked toward it, the banks of badly cut peat glowing orange, and the burning log lying on the embers.

“Turn it blue,” Morach whispered.

Alys felt the thought of blue flames in her mind, paused for a moment with the picture of blue flames before her inner eye. The flames bobbed, flickered, and then they burned a steady bright periwinkle blue. The embers glowed like a summer sky, the ashes were a deep dark violet.

Morach laughed delightedly. Alys snapped her gaze away from the fire and the flame spurted and flared orange again.

Alys crossed herself hastily. “Stop it, Morach,” she said irritably. “Stupid tricks for frightening children. As if I would be fooled by them after a childhood with you and your cheating arts.”

Morach shook her head. “I touched nothing,” she said easily. “It was your gaze, and your mind, and your power. And you can run and run from it as fast as you ran from your holy life. But the two of them will keep pace with you forever, Alys. In the end you will have to choose.”

“I am a nun,” Alys said through her teeth. “There will be no magic and dark skills for me. I do not want them. I do not want you. And I do not want Tom. Hear me now, Morach, as soon as I can leave here, I will go. I swear to you that if I could leave this very night, I would be gone. I want none of it. None of it. If I could, I swear that I would ride away from this place now and never come back.”

“Hush!” Morach said suddenly. Alys froze into silence and the two women strained their ears to listen.

“Someone outside the door,” Morach hissed. “What can you hear?”

“A horse,” Alys whispered. “No, two horses.”

In a quick gesture Morach tipped the pot of water on to the embers of the turf fire. The glow died at once, the room filled with thick smoke. Alys clapped her hand over her mouth so as not to choke.

The banging on the little wooden door was like thunder. The two women shrank together, their eyes fixed on the entrance as if the door would splinter and fall apart. Someone was hammering on it with a sword hilt.

“I’ll open it,” Morach said. In the darkness her face was as white as a drowned woman. “You get yourself upstairs and hide under my pallet. If it’s the witch-taker it’ll likely be for me, you might escape. No one will listen to Tom’s wife without others to speak against you; and no one has died this week. Go on, wench, it’s the only chance I can give you.”

Alys did not hesitate, she fled toward the ladder and upward like a shadow.

“I’m coming,” Morach said in a harsh grumbling voice. “Leave an old woman’s door on the hinge, can’t you?”

She checked that Alys was hidden above, and then swung the wooden latch to open the door.

The two tall men on horseback filled the skyline like giants. Around their shoulders the stars shone and the dark streams of cloud raced past their looming heads.

“We want the young wise woman,” the man said. His face was muffled against the cold, he was armed only with a cudgel and a short stabbing dagger. “The new young wise woman. Get her.”

“I’m not rightly sure…” Morach started, her voice a plaintive whine. “She is not…”

The man reached down and grabbed the shawl at Morach’s throat and lifted her up till her face was near his. The horse shifted uneasily and Morach gurgled and choked, her feet kicking.

“Lord Hugh at the castle orders it,” he said. “He is ill. He wants the young wise woman and the spell against the vomiting. Get her, and no harm will come of it. He will pay you. If you hide her I shall burn this stinking shack around your ears with the door nailed up, and you inside.”

He dropped Morach back on her feet. She stumbled back against the door frame and turned back toward the cottage, half closing the door.

Alys was looking down from the sleeping platform, her eyes huge in her white face. “I cannot…” she said.

Morach snatched the shawl from her own shoulders, spread it on the hearth, and heaped into it handfuls of herbs, a black-backed prayer-book, four of the twists of powder, a shiny lump of quartz tied up with a long scrap of ribbon, and the pestle and mortar.

“You’ll have to try or they’ll kill us both,” she said bleakly. “It’s a chance, and a good chance. Others have been cured of the sickness. You’ll have to take the gamble.”

“I could run,” Alys said. “I could hide on the moor for the night.”

“And leave me? I’d be dead by dawn,” Morach said. “You heard him. He’ll burn me alive.”

“They don’t want you,” Alys said urgently. “They would not do that. You could tell them I’m spending the night in Bowes. I could hide by the river, in one of the caves, while they’re gone to look for me.”

Morach looked at her hard. “You’ve a bitter taste,” she said scowling. “For all your lovely face you’ve a bitter taste, Alys. You’d run, wouldn’t you? And leave me to face them. You’d rather I died than you took a chance.”

Alys opened her mouth to deny it, but Morach thrust the shawl into her hands before she could speak.

“You would gamble with my death, but I will not,” Morach said harshly, pushing her toward the door. “Out you go, my girl, I’ll come to the castle when I can, to get news of you. See what you can do. They grow herbs there, and flowers. You may be able to use your nun’s arts as well as mine.”

Alys hefted the bundle. Her whole face was trembling. “I cannot!” she said. “I have no skills, I know nothing! I grew a few herbs, I did as I was ordered at the abbey. And your arts are lies and nonsense.”

Morach laughed bitterly. The man outside hammered on the door again. “Come, wench!” he said. “Or I will smoke you out!”

“Take my lies and nonsense, and your own ignorance, and use it to save your skin,” Morach said. She had to push Alys toward the door. “Hex him!” she hissed as she got the girl over the threshold. “You have the power, I can feel it in you. You turned the flame blue with your thought. Take your powers and use them now, for your own sake! Hex the old lord into health, Alys, or you and I are dead women.”

Alys gave a little moan of terror and then the man on the horse leaned down and gripped her under both arms and hauled her up before him.

“Come!” he said to his companion, and they wheeled their horses around, the hooves tearing up the vegetable patch. Then they were gone into the darkness, and the wind whipped away the noise of the gallop.

Morach waited a while at the cottage doorway, ignoring the cold and the smoke from the doused fire swirling thickly behind her, listening to the silence now that Alys had gone.

“She has power,” she said to the night sky, watching the clouds unraveling past the half-moon. “She swore that she would go, and in that moment the horses came for her and she was gone. What will she wish for next? What will she wish for next?”
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Alys had never been on a galloping horse, and she clung to the pommel of the saddle before her, thrown and jolted by the beast’s great rolling strides. The wind rushed into her face and the hard grip of the man behind her was that of a jailer. When she looked down she could see the heaving shoulders of the great horse, when she looked forward she saw its tossing mane. They went over the little stone bridge from the moorland road to Castleton with sparks flying upward from the horses’ hooves, and clattered up the cobbled street between the dozen stone-built houses at the same breakneck speed. Not a light showed at any of the shuttered windows, even the smaller houses, set back from the main street on earth roads, and the little shanties behind them on waste ground were dark and silent.

Alys was so shaken that she had no breath to cry out, even when the horse wheeled around to the left and thundered up the drawbridge into the great black maw of the castle gateway. There was a brief challenge from two soldiers, invisible in the darkness of the doorway, and a gruff response from the rider, and then they were out into the moonlit castle grounds. Alys had a confused impression of a jumble of stables and farm buildings on her right, the round tower of the guardroom on her left, the smell of pigs, and then they crossed a second drawbridge over a deep stagnant moat, with the noise of the hooves rumbling like thunder on the wooden bridge, and plunged into the darkness of another gateway.

The horses halted as two more soldiers stepped forward with a quick word of challenge and stared at the riders and Alys, before waving them through into a garden. Alys could see vegetable-beds and herb-beds and the bare-branched outline of apple trees; but before them, squat and powerful against the night sky, was a long two-story building with a pair of great double doors set plumb in the center. Alys could hear the noise of many people shouting and laughing inside. The door opened and a man stepped out to urinate carelessly against the wall; bright torchlight spilled out into the yard and she could smell hot roasted meats. They rode the length of the building. Alys saw the glow of a bakehouse fire in a little round hive of a building set apart from the rest on their right, and then before them were two brooding towers, built with gray stones as thick as boulders, showing no lights.

“Where are we?” Alys gasped, clinging to the man’s hands as he thrust her down from the saddle.

He nodded to the tower which adjoined the long building. “Lord Hugh’s tower,” he said briefly. He looked over her head and shouted. An answering cry came from inside the tower and Alys heard a bolt sliding easily back.

“And what’s that tower?” she asked urgently. She pointed behind them to the opposing tower, smaller and more squat, set into the high exterior castle wall, with no windows at all at the base and a flight of stone steps running up the outside to the first story.

“Pray you never know!” the man said grimly. “That’s the prison tower. The first floor is the guardroom, and down below are the cells. They have the rack there, and thumbscrews, a press and bridle. Pray you never see them, wench! You come out more talkative—but taller! Much taller! Thinner! And sometimes toothless! Cheaper than the tooth drawer at any price!” He laughed harshly. “Here!” He called a soldier, who stepped out of the shadows. “Here is the wise woman from Bowes. Take her and her bundle to Lord Hugh at once. Let no one tamper with her. My lord’s orders!”

He thrust Alys toward the soldier and he grabbed her and marched her up the flight of stone steps to the arched doorway. The door, as thick as a tree trunk, stood open. Inside, a torch flickered, staining the wall behind it with a stripe of black soot. The castle breathed coldness, sweated damp. Alys drew her shawl over her rough-cropped head with a shudder. It was colder even than Morach’s drafty cottage. Here the castle walls held the wind out, but no sun ever shone. Alys crossed herself beneath her shawl. She had a premonition that she was walking toward mortal danger. The dark corridor before her—lit at the corners with smoking torches—was like her worst nightmares of the nunnery: a smell of smoke, a crackle of flames, a long, long corridor with no way out.

“Come,” the man said grimly and took Alys’s arm in a hard grip. She trailed behind him, up a staircase which circled round and around inside the body of the tower, until he said, “Here now,” and knocked, three short knocks and two long, on a massive wooden door. It swung open. Alys blinked. It was bright inside. Half a dozen men were lounging on benches at a long table, the remains of their supper spread before them, two big hunting dogs growling over bones in the corner. Alys could tell at a glance that they were gentlemen. The capes thrown over the chairs were fine wool, lined with silk. They were dressed for leisure in fine colored hose and puffed breeches tied with ribbons at the knee. Their long doublets were slashed to show the bright silken linings. They all wore little velvet caps decorated with feathers or jewels. The air was hot with rancid smoke and the smell of sweat.

“A wench!” said one. “That’s kindly of you!”

Alys shrank back behind the soldier who still held her. He shook his head. “Nay,” he said. “It’s the wise woman from Bowes, come to see my lord. Is he well?”

A young man at the far end of the room beckoned them through. “No better,” he said in an undertone. “He wants to see her at once.”

He pulled back a tapestry on the wall behind him and swung open a narrow arched door. The soldier released Alys and thrust her bundle into her hands. She hesitated.

“Go on,” the young man said.

She paused again. The soldier behind her put his hand in the small of her back and pushed her forward. Alys, caught off balance, stumbled into the room and past the watching men. Before her, through the door, was a flight of shallow stone steps lit by a single guttering torch. There was a small wooden door at the head of the flight of stairs. As she climbed up, it slowly opened.

The room was dark, lit only by firelight and one pale wax candle standing on a chest. Dark tapestries hung on every one of the curving walls of the tower room. Before the fire was one heavy carved wooden chair and a footstool beside it. Under the glazed window which overlooked the castle courtyard there was a small round table. In the corner were two wooden chests for clothes and a cupboard with a jug of wine and a glass, fine glass, Alys noted, alert even in her fear. Furthest from the door was a small high bed draped with richly embroidered hangings.

At the head of the bed stood a tiny man, no taller than a child. His dark eyes were on Alys, and his hand repeatedly smoothed the pillow.

On the pillow was a lean face engraved by sickness and suffering, the skin as yellow as birch leaves in autumn. But the eyes, when the heavy lids flew open and stared at Alys, were as bright and black as an old peregrine falcon’s.

“You the wise woman?” he asked.

“I have a very little skill,” Alys said. “And very little learning. You should send for someone learned, an apothecary or even a barber. You should have a physician.”

“They would cup me till I died,” the sick man said slowly. “They have cupped me till I am near dead already. Before I threw them out they said they could do no more. They left me for dead, girl! But I won’t die. I can’t die yet. My plans are not yet done. You can save me, can’t you?”

“I’ll try,” Alys said, pressing her lips on a denial. She turned to the fireplace and laid down Morach’s shawl. By the light of the fire she untied the knot and spread out the cloth and arranged the things. The little man came over and squatted down beside her. His head came no higher than her shoulder.

“Do you use the black arts, mistress?” he asked in a soft undertone.

“No!” Alys said instantly. “I have a very little skill with herbs—just what my mistress has taught me. You should have sent for her.”

The dwarf shook his head. “In all Bowes they speak of the new young wise woman who came from nowhere and lives with the old widow Morach by the river. He’ll have no truck with the black arts,” he said, nodding to the still figure in the bed.

Alys nodded. She straightened the black-bound prayer-book, put the herbs and the pestle and mortar to her right.

“What’s that?” the dwarf said, pointing to the stone and ribbon.

“It’s a crystal,” Alys said.

At once the little man crossed himself and bit the tip of his thumb. “To see into the future?” he demanded. “That’s black arts!”

“No,” Alys said. “To find the source of the illness. Like dowsing for water. Divining for water is not black arts, any child can do it.”

“Aye.” The man nodded, conceding the point. “Aye, that’s true.”

“Have done chattering!” came the sudden command from the bed. “Come and cure me, wise woman.”

Alys got to her feet, holding the frayed ribbon of the crystal between her finger and thumb so that it hung down like a pendulum. As she moved, the shawl covering her head slid back. The dwarf exclaimed at the stubble of her regrowing hair.

“What have you done to your head?” he demanded. Then his face grew suddenly sly. “Was it shaved, my pretty wench? Are you a runaway nun, fled from a fat abbey where the old women grow rich and talk treason?”

“No,” Alys said quickly. From the courtyard below the window a cock crowed briefly into the darkness and then settled to sleep again. “I was sick with a fever in Penrith and they shaved my head,” she said. “I am not a nun, I don’t know what you mean about treason. I am just a simple girl.”

The dwarf nodded with a disbelieving smile, then he skipped to his place at the head of the bed and stroked the pillow again.

Alys drew closer. “In nomine Patris, et Filii, et Spiritus Sancti,” she muttered under her breath. The stone on the ribbon swung of its own accord in a lazy clockwise arc. “This is God’s work,” Alys said. The stone swung a little wider, a little faster. Alys breathed a little easier. She had never used a pendulum at the abbey, the nuns frowned on it as a supernatural force. The stone was Morach’s. By blessing it Alys hoped to stay inside the misty border which separated God’s work from that of the devil. But with the old lord glaring at her, and the dwarf’s slight malicious smile, she felt in equal danger of burning for heresy as being taken as a witch and strangled.

She put her hand, which shook only slightly, on the old lord’s forehead.

“His sickness is here,” she said, as she had seen Morach do.

The dwarf hissed as the crystal broke its pattern of circular swing and moved instead back and forth.

“What does it mean?” he asked.

“The sickness is not in his head,” she replied softly.

“I didn’t see your fingers move the crystal?”

“Have done with your chatter,” the old lord flared at the dwarf. “Let the wench do her work.”

Alys drew back the rich rugs covering the old man. She saw at once how his skin shivered at the touch of the air, yet the room was warm. Tentatively she put the back of her hand against his withered cheek. He was burning up.

She moved her hand cautiously to rest on his flat belly. She whispered: “His sickness is here,” and at once she felt a change in the movement of the stone. It circled strongly, round and round, and Alys nodded at the lord with renewed confidence.

“You have taken a fever in your belly,” she said. “Have you eaten or fasted?”

“Eaten,” the old man said. “They force food on me and then they cup me of the goodness.”

Alys nodded. “You are to eat what you please,” she said. “Little things that tempt you. But you must drink spring water. As much as you can bear. Half a pint every half hour today and tomorrow. And it must be spring water, not from the well in the courtyard. And not from the well in town. Send someone to fetch you spring water from the moor.”

The old man nodded. “When you are cold, cover yourself up and order more rugs,” Alys said. “And when you are hot have them taken off you. You need to be as you please, and then your fever will break.”

She turned away from the bedside to her shawl spread before the fire. She hesitated a moment at the twists of burned fennel and then she shrugged. She did not think they would do any good, but equally they did no harm.

“Take one of these, before you sleep every night,” she said. “Have you vomited much?”

He nodded.

“When you feel about to vomit then you must order your window opened.” There was a muted gasp of horror from the little man at the head of the bed. “And read the writing aloud.”

“The night air is dangerous,” the dwarf said firmly. “And what is the writing? Is it a spell?”

“The air will stop him being sick,” Alys said calmly, as if she were certain of what she was doing. “And it is not a spell, it is a prayer.”

The man in the bed chuckled weakly. “You are a philosopher, wench!” he said. “Not a spell but a prayer! You can be hanged for one thing as well as the other in these days.”

“It’s the Lord’s Prayer,” Alys said quickly. The joke was too dangerous in this dark room where they watched for witchcraft and yet wanted a miracle to cure an old man.

“And for your fever I shall grind you some powder to take in your drink,” she said. She reached for the little dried berries of deadly nightshade that Morach had put in the bundle. She took just one and ground it in the mortar.

“Here,” she said, taking a pinch of the powder. “Take this now. And you will need more later. I will leave some for you this night, and I will come again in the morning.”

“You stay,” the old man said softly.

Alys hesitated.

“You stay. David, get a pallet for her. She’s to sleep here, eat here. She’s to see no one. I won’t have gossip.”

The dwarf nodded and slid from the room; the curtain over the door barely swayed at his passing.

“I have to go home, my lord,” Alys said breathlessly. “My kinswoman will be looking for me. I could come back again, as early as you like, tomorrow.”

“You stay,” he said again. His black eyes scanned her from head to foot. “I’ll tell you, lass, there are those who would buy you to poison me within these walls this night. There are those who would take you up for a cheat if you fail to cure me. There are men out there who would use you and fling you in the moat when they had their fill of you for the sake of your young body. You are safest, if I live, with me. You stay.”

Alys bowed her head and retied Morach’s shawl around the goods.



For the next five days Alys lived in a little chamber off the old lord’s room. She saw no one but Lord Hugh and the dwarf. Her food was brought to her by the dwarf; one day she caught him tasting it, and then he tasted the food for Lord Hugh. She looked at him with a question in her face and he sneered and said: “Do you think you are the only herbalist in the country, wench? There are many poisons to be had. And there are many who would profit from my lord’s death.”
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