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Part One 

Foreword by Adelheide 
 

I, Adelheide die Tiutsche, being great with child and with time hanging heavy on my 

hands, again take up the pen to recount the next part of this chronicle of the doings of 

my husband, Brother Jan Athacir von Posilje, and his comrades Karlot von Rasendorf 

and Berthol von Posen. And in this part my husband has returned from Magdeburg for 

the third time and is involved in the affairs of the house at the convent of the order of 

Our Lady of the Star at Reolt in Our Lady’s Land. And at the beginning of this account 

events are unfolding as they were at the beginning of part one of this chronicle, before I 

came to Our Lady’s Land, in spring in the thirteenth year from the Great Sack of Reolt. 

Now, this part tells how my husband became involved with the Lord Draper, and 

how I came to Our Lady’s Land. And it ends when my husband and his comrade Karlot 

were about to return to Magdeburg once again. This part of the story is difficult to tell, 

for my husband was often distressed and what he wrote is not easy to decipher, for his 

writing was distorted and abbreviated, and Karlot’s own journal does not tell all, for 

there are many things that Karlot did not know. What is more, it is difficult for me to 

write of the Lord Draper, for he is – as my Jan has often said – a difficult man. So I 

have decided to cut out a good deal of what is written here in order to make a 

straightforward account and not to bore the reader. 

When he saw that I was writing this, Berthol said that I should include some 

illustrations that the Draper had made and that he would undertake to obtain some for 

me; but I refused his offer. For I do not think that the Draper’s illustrations would be 

suitable material for this book, which is quite colourful enough already. 

Here begins this part. May God bless all who read! Amen. 

* 
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[Jan] 

It was just after my third return from Magdeburg when I was applying to the convent in 

Chapter for permission to proceed with my ordination. The Chaplain and bishop 

supported me, so the Chaplain did not foresee any difficulty. I was more anxious. I 

hadn’t thought about having to ask the convent but apparently it’s the Rule – which I’ve 

never read in full – but the Chaplain said it was just a formality. 

Well, it wasn’t. Berthol was in Chapter, of course, with Karlot, because he is 

seneschal at the moment and Karlot is attending as chronicler (it’s not an official office, 

but she has made it one and no one seems to mind), and as soon as I made my request 

Berthol said: ‘Are we employing wolves to guard sheep now?’ I was so cross I could 

have hit him. The Marshal laughed behind his hand and the other officials laughed too 

and then the Master called for silence and said he would discuss it with me later and 

changed the subject. 

But he didn’t discuss it with me later, because we got into that argument over the 

presentation to Stahren at Venden and Karlot had to make a copy of Oglive’s chronicle 

and Berthol and I helped her, so we were busy for a few days. 

When it was all done and sent to the bishop I made my request again in Chapter, and 

the Chaplain supported me. He said he would value an assistant. And Karl supported me 

too, the darling! He said we needed a second priest and it should be a brother of our 

own order. But no one else agreed, and the Draper said it was madness ordaining one of 

our best knights: ‘We may well need his skill in the field, the way the Rus are 

behaving.’ 

Then Ferric said my skills are not contemplative but active, and several people 

laughed. 

Then I was upset and pleaded with the Master and said that the Chaplain and bishop 

had approved my proceeding and I was very anxious to advance. 

The Chaplain spoke again and said I would serve the House much better in this new 

capacity. 

But still the others would not agree – and they all said the order needs knights, not 

priests, and that I am a doughty knight and will be wasted on the priesthood. 

So the Master said that permission was denied, and my heart sank within me. I 

wished I had never asked but just gone ahead and done it as I had planned to do. When 

the meeting was over I got up and went out as quickly as I could without speaking to 

anyone, only wanting to get away from them all and be alone – but I did not know 

where to go. I could not go to the chapel or to Totschlussen because I would quickly be 

found. At the moment I am sleeping in Karl’s room, as his assistant, but I was too angry 

and depressed to go there, and I did not want to go to Berthol and Karlot. So I headed 

for the constable’s office – Adal and Hellmuth were at Au, but at least I could sit in 

there in peace. 

But of course I was followed. Berthol came after me at a run, hitching up his habit 

and calling, ‘Jan! Wait!’ I didn’t wait, because I was angry with him for disparaging my 

desire to be ordained, but I had to struggle with the door into Adal’s office, so he caught 

me up before I could slam the door in his face. Then he pleaded with me and begged me 

until I let him in; and Karlot came in after him, to beg me not to be ordained, but to say 

in the house and love them. They said that I had been away too much, and loved too 

many people, and they wanted me to come back and love them alone. 

What could I say, that I hadn’t said before? I love them, more deeply than I love any 

other person – yet I knew I had to do this, and they did not understand why. I couldn’t 

make them understand, I couldn’t shake them off, and at last I had to temporise, 
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reassure them that I love them dearly and will not abandon them, and let them take me 

to Totschlussen to make love. And all the time I was weeping within my heart, 

desperately disappointed, and not knowing what I would do now. Did they not 

understand that I seek God and the beauty of his glory, and that as I advance they will 

advance with me? But they don’t see so clearly as I do. I have gone ahead and they are 

still behind me. 

At last we went back to the House and all the confusion of the seneschal’s office. Of 

course we had been gone no time at all, as there is no time in Totschlussen. So I helped 

Berthol all morning, and only went to find Karl just before Sext. I was still feeling 

rather shaky after the disappointment of the Chapter meeting and the emotional 

battering I had received from Berthol and Karlot, and I was feeling guilty for upsetting 

them, and thinking about the responsibilities I have towards them as my lovers. So I 

approached Karl’s office thoughtfully and troubled and wondering what I should do. I 

did not want to leave Karl – not at all – but the expression on Berthol and Karlot’s faces 

as they begged me not to leave them was making me feel wretched, and I was thinking 

that I must leave my other lovers and concentrate on them. 

Karl was working at his desk when I entered. He looked up at me and smiled 

tenderly. 

‘Jan,’ he said, getting up at once and coming towards me, ‘I was getting anxious.’ 

‘I’m all right, darling,’ I said, smiling fondly at him and meeting his kiss of greeting 

with my own. 

‘Come and sit down,’ he said, leading me back to my usual stool opposite his at his 

desk, ‘there’s a lot to do at the moment – a shipload of pilgrims is due in tomorrow and 

I am arranging accommodation for them.’ 

I nodded. This is the usual practice – after all, they come to help us. 

‘The Rus have been getting bold again,’ he went on, ‘I think we can find our guests 

something to do.’ 

I nodded again. He looked at me in concern and said, ‘Are you all right, Jan?’ 

‘Yes,’ I said, quietly, ‘really I am.’ I sat down on my stool. 

‘Ludwig said you were better off talking matters over with your comrades,’ Karl 

went on, sitting down opposite me and regarding me with his lovely brown eyes. 

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘that’s what I’ve been doing; and helping Berthol with his seneschal’s 

duties.’ 

He sighed deeply and said, ‘Do you mind his still holding that post now you are back 

in the House? I told the Master you should have your office back, but he said Brother 

Posen had discharged his duties well and should remain in office.’ 

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘I agree.’ I picked up my pen and began to sharpen it. 

He sighed again. ‘I don’t like to see you without office,’ he said. ‘I had such high 

hopes –’ 

‘I know,’ I said quickly, ‘don’t talk about it.’ 

‘And now the Chapter has –’ 

‘I know!’ I cried. ‘Don’t, Karl – please. Forget it.’ 

He regarded me gravely. ‘You know I can’t,’ he said tenderly, ‘and I know you 

don’t.’ 

‘It doesn’t matter,’ I said. ‘I’ll wait a while and then ask again. One day I will be too 

old to fight – then, perhaps, they will let me advance.’ 

He was silent. I looked up from sharpening my pen and looked him in the eye. 

‘Don’t be upset,’ I said, ‘it’s on my obedience – the decision of the Chapter – the 

Master decreed – I can’t do anything about it.’ 
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‘They must give you another office,’ he said, sadly. ‘It is ridiculous your having 

nothing except to act as my assistant.’ 

I shrugged. ‘When I came back from Magdeburg I couldn’t have done anything else,’ 

I said, trying to make the words light and careless. 

‘But you are much better now,’ he said gently, ‘the colour is back in your face and 

your eye sparkles again as it did.’ 

Yes, I thought, because I drained the life from Johann the sorcerer of Magdeburg – I 

used that to make myself strong. 

‘Karl,’ I said simply, ‘you are my superior officer – the matter is in your hands.’ 

‘I think,’ he said, ‘that we need more brothers holding office; we need brothers to 

oversee the town and the port. At present I do it all, and the Master governs through me 

and the Parliament and the city council. We need more brothers involved; in the past we 

had a much larger administration.’ 

I tried to imagine the House before the Sack, the enormous organisation which it had 

been, which Oglive had written of. In such an organisation Berthol and I could never 

have consummated our love for each other – we would have been put in irons and died 

in prison. 

‘I suppose everything is much less strict now than it was then,’ I said brightly. ‘What 

do you want me to do next, Karl?’ 

He handed me some documents to copy, which I did; then the bell rang for dinner, 

and we went down. 

The period for sleep after sext was very brief as it was still early in spring, but I left 

my body sleeping in my bed in the Grand Commander’s room and flew away in spirit 

with Berthol and Karlot to the Rus. We went to Lady Marinetta, who made much of all 

of us, especially me (although Karlot is her husband). She has a child coming, a girl 

whom she says is Karlot’s, although I think it is her father’s. But it doesn’t matter. She 

is less haughty than she was when we first met her, but still strong willed. She keeps 

ordering me to bring my wife to her and I keep refusing – saying Gunhild has a baby 

and cannot travel, which is true. 

We collected the news – the Emperor of the Rus is plotting a new campaign against 

us, despite his promises. Well, the pilgrims are coming and we will meet him in the 

field. He has also sent to Halid for help, but Halid had refused him on some grounds, 

mainly because I refused to support him, and he is afraid of a coup by Rashud if he 

leaves the kingdom. 

I told Berthol and Karlot of Karl’s plans for me. Berthol said, ‘I want you back in my 

office as my partner, Jan, and I’ll never agree to their doing anything else. The post of 

seneschal needs two in any case.’ 

Karlot said, ‘Couldn’t they give you something where you have to work with the 

seneschal?’ 

I said I’d think about it. 

After Nones we went out to practise our arms, and I felled a few of the younger 

brothers, failed to fell Karlot or Berthol, and knocked off Heinrich, who was trying to 

get my attention. Then Berthol and I did some sword practice. Berthol took on Elred 

and I took on Marc; just to amuse him, without anything amorous in mind. At last we 

went back to the stables to groom our horses and check our harness. The Marshal came 

in and asked if we were all right, and offered me his commiserations: ‘I am sorry to see 

you disappointed, Brother,’ he said, ‘although I agree with the decision of the Chapter.’ 

‘It doesn’t matter,’ I said soberly. ‘I am very disappointed, but I will abide by the 

decision of the Chapter.’ 
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‘Good man,’ he said, clapping me on the shoulder, ‘I’m proud of you,’ and he went 

out, leaving me blushing deep red. 

Berthol laughed at my embarrassment and said, ‘The way to his heart is to keep the 

Rule!’ 

‘I know,’ I said, and went back to checking my harness. 

We walked back arm in arm across the yard. Karlot, who had been coaching the 

novices in swordplay, came to join us. We walked quietly but companionably back to 

the seneschal’s office, then I kissed my comrades good-bye and went back to Karl’s 

office to finish my work of the day. 

Karl wasn’t back yet; I assume he was talking to the Master. I sat and went on with 

my copying. It was late in the afternoon, but the sun shone clearly through the window 

and I could still see well enough to write. 

Then the door opened – and I looked up, expecting to see Karl. 

But it wasn’t Karl. It was the Draper. 

‘Benedicate,’ I said quickly, caught by surprise. What was he doing here? He never 

came to see his fellow officials; he always sent a clerk or a junior brother. 

‘Domine,’ he said in his dry, neutral tone. ‘Is the Grand Commander around?’ 

‘No, sir,’ I said respectfully. ‘I think he’s gone to talk to the Master.’ 

‘Good,’ he said. ‘I don’t want to speak to him; it’s you I want to talk to.’ 

I felt my face grow red, and willed it to stop. 

‘Of course, sir,’ I said as calmly as I could, ‘what can I do for you?’ 

I felt oddly threatened by him – I had known for a long time that he thought me 

handsome and had his eyes on me, and whenever he came to sit by me in Chapter, 

which was quite often, he made me feel uncomfortable. I felt he harboured designs on 

me but I did not know what they were. I suppose I could have enchanted him – but I 

dislike enchanting people unless I have no alternative. It seems to me the act of a 

coward. 

‘I am sorry to have disappointed your ambitions,’ he said. ‘You ran out of Chapter 

too quickly this morning for me to explain my motives.’ 

‘You needn’t explain anything,’ I said quickly. ‘You are my superior officer – and 

the rest of the Chapter agreed with you.’ 

‘Yes,’ he said, and walked calmly down the room and back again. I sat and watched 

him, wondering why he had come. Surely not to make a declaration? 

‘You are disappointed nevertheless,’ he said, as he walked back towards me. ‘I feel I 

should explain something.’ 

‘No,’ I said hastily, ‘please don’t.’ 

He looked at me incredulously. ‘No?’ he asked, raising an eyebrow. 

‘No,’ I said again. ‘I don’t require any explanation.’ 

‘Nevertheless, you will have one,’ he said proudly. ‘Follow me, Brother.’ 

He went to the door and stood there, tall, haughty, waiting for me to follow. I rose 

reluctantly from my stool and followed him. 

He walked ahead of me to his own room – there was no one there. He ushered me in, 

closed the door; we were alone. Again I felt that feeling of fear, of threat; I thought: ‘I 

can escape at any time.’ I stood firm. 

He went to the strong box by his bed, unlocked it with the key which he wore around 

his neck under his shirt, opened it, drew out a roll of papers – tied with a piece of ribbon 

– and said, ‘Look at these, Brother.’ 

Wondering, and not a little afraid, I undid the ribbon and unrolled the papers and 

looked at the first. 
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My own face stared back at me – my face of half a decade past, merry, laughing 

mouth and darkness about the eyes. I gasped. 

‘What is it?’ I whispered. 

He sat down on his bed and said in his habitual dry, ironic tone: ‘I draw when I am 

bored or need distraction, Brother; I draw you.’ 

I bit my lip. I began to look at one after the other. They clearly covered a long period 

of time. Here I was with Berthol, head bowed, giggling over something – our hair was 

quite short; that must be shortly after we first came. Here I looked up at Adal, adoration 

in my eyes. Here I sat my horse, playing with my lance, waiting for the instruction to 

ride off. Here I was doing up my horse’s girth. Here I was adjusting Berthol’s chausses. 

‘You draw very well,’ I said, in strangled tones. 

He said simply, ‘Thank you – those are from life. Not all of them are.’ 

I set the first half of the roll down on the bed. The next picture was me again, asleep 

on Ferric’s shoulder in Chapter, my long hair half obscuring my face. The next was me 

wide-eyed and with mouth open – Heavens! on my knees – in Chapter begging for 

readmission to the Order! Stripped to my breeches and – oh heavens – a fine figure of a 

man. Or had he used his imagination a little? The next suggested he had, for again it 

was me in my breeches, but laid asleep on my bed, my hair tumbling across the pillow. 

I let it fall, wordlessly, to the floor. The next showed me naked. 

I know he has never seen me naked. No one has but my lovers, and not all of them. 

Berthol – Karlot – Adal – Hellmuth – never the Marshal – Ferric – never Karl, not even 

Karl. Well, hardly ever. We keep the Rule in that respect at least. 

I said croakily, ‘I see.’ 

I flicked through the rest. They got worse. ‘I don’t want to look,’ I said hoarsely. 

‘I think you should,’ he said quietly. ‘Confession is good for the soul – you can be 

priest and confess me.’ 

‘Oh God,’ I said. The picture I held in my hand was me naked – certainly me – arms 

behind my head, stretching luxuriously, raising my hair off the back of my neck, my 

body lithe, muscular, youthful, eyes closed but mouth a little open, as if in pleasure. the 

groin was carefully drawn – I don’t know where he had heard that I am well-endowed, 

but probably Thun or Heinrich had blabbed it. 

I let it fall on the bed. The next was me again – they were all me – naked again, laid 

on the bed, limbs akimbo, looking up at the artist with great arresting eyes – a ‘come 

hither’ look if there ever was one. 

I dropped it next to the previous one. The next was similar but I looked more 

lascivious. He is excellent at drawing; I can’t draw at all. He follows the modern style 

and draws from life, not the conventional flat style but with depth in his picture, as if the 

image was solid. 

The next one was me on my knees as if pleading to the artist, still naked. 

I thought: I don’t want to see this. I really don’t care what he’s been dreaming about 

me – it’s none of my business. But he sat there watching me and I thought: should I give 

him the satisfaction of seeing he’s scared me? Should I let him see he has power over 

me – power wielded by the pen? Or should I prove to him that I am more powerful than 

he is, I can face his threats and ride over them? So I looked at the next one. 

The next one was me naked, bound hand and foot and kneeling, as if a prisoner. My 

head was bowed and my eyes downcast. I’m sure he’s seen me bow my head like that – 

the rest came out of his mind. 

The next was me naked sitting on the floor in manacles, hand and foot, head bowed 

submissively. It was beautifully executed, if only the subject were not so horrible. I had 



8 

 

a sudden urge to tear it up, but I controlled my temper and dropped it on the bed with 

the rest. 

The next one was still me naked and chained but standing up and holding a sword in 

my hand which dripped blood, and I eyed the artist defiantly. My long hair hung partly 

across my face; my lip curled in derision. 

The next was still me naked and chained but laid on the floor, and my body twisted – 

at first I thought in pain, then I realised the expression on the face was one of pleasure 

and I thought: ‘He is fantasising about holding me prisoner and pleasuring me.’ 

But the last was quite different. Still me, but dressed now in the armour and surcoat 

of the Order, my head unarmed and hair flying free, a lance in my hand, I stabbed the 

creature which writhed on the ground at my feet, on its back, my foot on its groin, my 

lance through its heart. My expression was one of detached concentration – it was a 

saint’s face, yet definitely mine, and he had even given me a halo. The creature on the 

ground, dark, twisted and dying, pierced through the heart, its eyes on my face, was of 

course the Draper himself. 

I let it fall on to the bed with the rest and said: ‘What do you want me to do? Or say? 

Is this a confession or a declaration?’ 

‘Both,’ he said quietly, his eyes meeting mine, ‘I drew the last one this morning.’ 

‘What were you intending to tell me,’ I asked, ‘before I went so quickly out of 

Chapter?’ 

‘You don’t need to be a priest,’ he said, in a tone quite dry and flat as usual, ‘You 

wield enough power in the House as it is. I do not say you would not be an excellent 

priest – but we need knights, not priests, with the Rus getting restless – and I personally 

could not bear to watch you perform Mass, or anything else; nor, I think, could many of 

your comrades.’ 

‘I see,’ I said. ‘I have already spoken to my comrades on the matter and agreed to 

defer my advancement to the priesthood until the Convent sees fit.’ 

‘I am glad to hear it,’ he said. ‘But now I have confessed to you, Brother Priest, I 

await your condemnation or absolution with penance.’ 

I looked down at the rolls on the bed and the floor. I felt as if my skin was crawling. 

He – my superior officer – had been fantasising over me, imagining me his prisoner, his 

slave, masturbating over me – it was horrible. I felt abused, although he had never 

touched me. 

Then I thought: yet he worships me, and I desire worship. 

I said hoarsely: ‘How can you hope to be absolved? You have acted against the Rule 

in imagining these things. For you know the thought is as bad as the deed.’ 

His expression still seemed haughty, cool, detached, although there was nothing cool 

or detached about his drawings! 

‘I don’t consider it a breaking of the Rule,’ he said calmly. ‘I have only given 

worship where worship is due.’ 

‘Don’t say that,’ I said quickly, ‘worship is only due to God.’ 

‘You are my god,’ he said calmly, ‘my priest, my saint; I would have thought that 

was obvious from what I showed you.’ 

‘What?’ I exclaimed, half laughing in my amazement and horror, ‘would you chain 

God and – and –’ I could not finish; I could not say ‘rape Him.’ 

‘No,’ he said, as calm as ever, ‘what I drew was how I felt; what I felt you had done 

to me. I tried to imagine you there instead, as if to even the score. Except for the last; 

that is how I felt this morning when you left Chapter before I could speak to you.’ 
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I felt a desperate urge to run for my life, but I stood firm. I could hardly run away; he 

is my superior officer, and will remain in the House until he dies; the only way to 

escape him is to leave the House. 

‘What do you expect me to do?’ I asked hoarsely. ‘What is the point of all this – 

what are you trying to prove?’ 

‘I wanted to confess,’ he said. ‘I wanted to seek absolution. I told you, you are my 

priest; can I be saved?’ 

‘Oh, God!’ I exclaimed, ‘what can I say? I would say no, never, you have gone too 

far, you have committed sins beyond forgiveness; yet all find mercy in God, and the 

blackest sinner who repents can be saved.’ 

‘So, may I find mercy?’ he asked, still as dry and cool as ever. 

‘Mercy?’ I repeated. ‘What sort of mercy do you seek? How can you expect me to 

even speak to you as my Brother when I know you have conceived of me and pictured 

me like that – ’ and I pointed at the pile of papers. 

‘I am sorry,’ he said calmly. ‘I did not mean to alienate you.’ 

‘I can’t see what else you expected,’ I exclaimed. 

‘You have a certain reputation,’ he said, ‘which has often made me regret I never 

spoke to you at the first – and rumour says you have exotic tastes in bed.’ 

‘Not that exotic!’ I exclaimed. 

‘I am sorry,’ he said calmly, so calmly I could have hit him. ‘Clearly Karl is right 

about you and Thun is wrong.’ 

‘What would Thun know,’ I cried, ‘except that I can make him into a frog?’ 

‘Then what will you do to me for offending you?’ he asked, as calmly as if he was 

asking what the weather was like outside. ‘What is my penance?’ 

‘Don’t be silly,’ I said. ‘I promised not to do anything else to anyone.’ And I stepped 

back, to turn and go, but he fell on his knees on the floor and grabbed my hands. 

‘Brother,’ he said, ‘you have condemned me; but tell me how I may find salvation.’ 

‘Salvation?’ I cried, ‘I can’t give you salvation. Let me go, Brother.’ 

‘I told you, Brother,’ he said, ‘you are my priest, my saint and god; and you have 

been for a very long time. Now tell me how I may find salvation.’ 

‘I don’t want anything of your worship,’ I cried, ‘let me go. There is no salvation for 

those who conceive such things – who imagine their Brothers as you have imagined 

me.’ 

‘Brother,’ he said, and now at last I heard a falter in his dry voice, ‘you are killing 

me. I am dying. Must I die or will you heal me?’ 

I wavered. I had seen Johann die in my arms, and Aju; and I knew that love of me is 

more than enough to kill a man. 

‘Brother, don’t talk like that,’ I said anxiously. ‘I’m not responsible for the results of 

your fantasising.’ 

‘My god,’ he said, and now his voice was rough and harsh, and desperate in tone, 

‘you are as obdurate as ever I imagined you. You pierce my heart – you cut my soul – 

and yet I cannot escape. Brother, condemn me if you will, but at least tell me how I may 

find grace; or, if not, slay me; finish what you have begun.’ 

‘I don’t know what you mean by “grace”,’ I exclaimed. ‘Do you mean you want me 

in your bed?’ 

He looked up at me gravely. I thought – he is older than Karl, but not so old as the 

Master; he has been in the Order for so long he’s forgotten how real people think. Does 

he know what he wants? 
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‘Not – in my bed, unless you consent to it,’ the Draper said carefully, cautiously, 

weighing each word before he spoke. ‘But your friendship – your favour – your sweet 

words and smiles – your affection – that is what I mean by "grace".’ 

‘I see,’ I said, and breathed again. ‘Brother, if all you want is my friendship, you 

didn’t have to go to such strange lengths to get it!’ 

‘It is more than friendship,’ he said, ‘affection, sweet love – it is hard to explain.’ 

I thought I could divine what he meant. I thought he meant the sort of sweet loving 

courtship I and Berthol and Karlot carry on, which is underpinned by deep friendship 

and respect for each other, as well as sex. And I thought: ‘This is a very lonely man.’ 

Then I was sorry for him, and I felt my anger melt away. I am too soft-hearted, too 

easily won over; Halid and Beydeluz and Berthol all say so, so it must be true. 

‘Brother,’ I said, ‘you know I am the Grand Commander’s companion, and I have 

my own close comrades, Berthol Posen and Karlot von Rasendorf, and Hellmuth von 

Unterschlussen, and Adal Beninhof; but as you seek my friendship, you may have it,’ 

and I bent and kissed him formally, once on each cheek. Then I added, ‘Exeas in pace,’ 

– may you go out in peace. 

He released my hands and bowed his head and said, ‘Brother Priest, bless me.’ 

I hesitated, then laid my hands on his head – on his hair, thinning and greying on the 

crown – and spoke words: I think I said: ‘God bless you and keep you from pain and 

harm and give you peace of mind and heart.’ As I said it, I felt calmer, as if I had 

forgiven him – although I was not aware that I had – and I relaxed and let coolness flow 

into my angry heart. 

He did not move; he remained on his knees before me, and I remained standing over 

him, my hands on his hair, now hardly aware that he was there, luxuriating in the cool 

sweetness which filled my heart. I let myself, my soul, my mind, open up and let the 

sweet coolness flow through me, and I relaxed in the brightness which seemed to 

pervade me. For long moments I stood there – at last I realised he had moved back from 

me, and I opened my eyes and looked down at him. He was still kneeling, but looking 

up at me thoughtfully, and I realized that I had seen him look at me like that often and 

often and that he must be planning another picture. 

I blushed. 

‘You are certainly a saint,’ he said thoughtfully. 

I shook my head quickly. ‘I must go,’ I said. ‘Karl will be looking for me.’ 

‘Don’t go yet,’ he said at once, getting to his feet – a little slowly, for he is fifty and 

no longer as agile as the young – ‘I’ll tidy up; please sit down.’ 

He rolled his dreadful pictures up again and tied them and put them back in his 

strong box, and I sat down on the bed, a little hesitantly but not wishing to hurt his 

feelings, now I had discovered that he has feelings. 

He sat down next to me and said gruffly, ‘May I?’ and as I looked at him, a little 

bewildered, he ran a finger down my nose, and then his hands across my cheeks, and 

felt my cheek bones with his thumbs, and said: ‘Yes; my eyes were correct.’ 

‘Don’t think about drawing,’ I said quickly, ‘Please! I’ve seen enough of your 

drawing for this afternoon.’ 

‘Very well,’ he said, and kissed me. 

I was caught completely off guard. I had not expected him to do anything of the kind. 

Of course I should have seen it coming – if I was as alert as Fenir says I am, I would 

have done – but I never pay attention. I thought we had made an agreement to be friends 

and left it at that, and I had not expected to be jumped on. 

He got his arms around me and held me close to him in a grip like a bear. I struggled, 

but I could not break free – he is a strong man and I have been too long on bread and 
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water. I summoned my powers to force him off, and he released me, but kept his hands 

on my shoulders. 

‘Brother,’ he said, ‘how can you be so lovely? I thought your beauty must be an 

illusion, but my hands tell me it is not,’ and he kissed me again. 

I took a deep breath through my nose and forced him to get off me. 

‘No frogs,’ I said, getting up, ‘but no more of this. I must leave you, Brother.’ 

He grabbed my arm – I tried to break free – there was a dreadful ripping noise as my 

habit tore. 

Then I panicked. I made a leap for the door – he moved faster than I expected – we 

fought and I went down. I tried to muster force again to push him off, but his will is 

powerful enough and, as I said, he is stronger than I am. 

Oh, God! What can I say? He tore my habit and kissed my groin, and I screamed, 

and he said, ‘If you scream again I’ll kill you,’ and I said, ‘You can’t – I’m already 

dead,’ and he bit my rod – quite gently – and I cried: ‘Don’t, don’t – I promised Berthol 

and Karlot I wouldn’t,’ and he said, ‘Wouldn’t what?’ and I said, ‘Take any more 

lovers.’ 

Then he kissed me again, quite roughly, on the mouth – he was laid on top of me, 

and had me pinned down, and he said, ‘It’s no good – I must,’ and I tried to push him 

off and found I was too tired after all the excitement of the day. 

‘No, no!’ I cried, ‘don’t, don’t, please my lord, let me go, don’t. Oh God! Don’t do 

it.’ But he wasn’t listening – he never listens – and he kissed me again and again as I 

writhed under him, and ripped back my habit and shirt and kissed my bare chest and 

stomach and groin, and said, ‘You’re every bit as beautiful as I imagined,’ and I wept. 

‘Oh, God!’ I cried, ‘what did I do to deserve this? Let me go. Leave me alone.’ ‘No,’ 

he said, ‘I have been tormented long enough.’ ‘I will bring an appeal in Chapter,’ I said, 

and he put his hand on my tongue and said, ‘You will not,’ and for a moment our eyes 

met, bright and furious as fire. Then he grabbed me and forced me over on my stomach 

– I struggled, but as I said I was exhausted – and he forced me, and I wept again and 

cried out and tried to get away and fell on my face and wept. 

Then he got off me, and I crawled into a ball and wept, and tried to muster my forces 

again, and found I was recovering – presumably because, although he had used me 

roughly, it was worship nevertheless. I waited until I was able to stop shaking, and I 

wiped my eyes, and looked round, and saw him staring at me with his hungry, 

devouring eyes, and I said, ‘Aren’t you afraid I’ll retaliate?’ 

‘No,’ he said. ‘You have a reputation.’ 

‘Do I?’ I said, my voice still unsteady, ‘it’s undeserved, then.’ Then I managed to sit 

up and said, ‘Be a crow until sunset, and fly down to the harbour – go!’ and for an 

instant his face was a picture of horror, and then a great black crow flew from the 

window. 

I got up, remade my clothes and slipped through space to the seneshal’s office. 

Berthol and Karlot were tidying up, as it was nearly time for supper. They looked up 

in concern when I appeared, for we don’t usually travel in that way inside the House 

during daylight. 

‘Darling!’ Karlot cried, ‘what’s wrong?’ 

‘The Draper,’ I said, ‘he raped me,’ and I sat down hard on the floor, but Berthol 

caught me before I passed out. 

When I came to, they were discussing in urgent whispers the past history of the 

Draper. We had known he fancied me, but we had never expected him to step out of line 

or try to force me. 

‘If we accuse him in Chapter he’ll deny it,’ Karlot was saying. 



12 

 

‘I don’t care,’ Berthol said. ‘I’ll accuse him and I’ll fight him if he doesn’t confess.’ 

Karlot looked at me, laid in Berthol’s arms, and saw that I had opened my eyes. 

‘Darling!’ she exclaimed. ‘What happened?’ 

I explained. They listened in silence. 

Berthol said at the end, ‘He always did give me the creeps.’ 

‘Can’t we steal some of these pictures as evidence?’ asked Karlot. 

‘We could, but what do they prove?’ said Berthol bitterly. ‘Only that he’s a frustrated 

middle-aged pervert, so what’s new?’ 

‘I think we should tell the Master,’ said Karlot. ‘I’ll go and tell him now.’ 

Berthol agreed; I nodded; and she hurried out. 

* 

[Karlot] 
We were absolutely horrified at what had happened. Jan has been working so hard to 

improve his life. He hasn’t slept with any of the Brothers except me and Berthol and 

Karl for ages – not since last summer when he turned Thun into a frog – and really he is 

more chaste than either me or Berthol, in the House that is. Jan had trusted the Draper – 

we all respected him until that afternoon – he’s a quiet, reserved man who does his job 

and has a dry sense of humour, and we had never realised what he was like underneath 

the dry, calm exterior. Heavens! I was horrified. 

Poor Jan – he was so tired and vulnerable after the Chapter turning him down. He has 

so much to do these days. We had to go to Marinetta, and then he was busy in the House 

– he works so hard – and then the Draper came and Jan followed him obediently, 

trustingly, like a little lamb following the big bad wolf... 

I was in tears as I ran down the corridor towards the Master’s office, but I didn’t get 

far, because I ran slap bang into the Grand Commander. 

When we had both drawn back and apologised, he asked me if I knew where Jan 

was: ‘I’m worried about him – he’s very upset after this morning’ – and I said: ‘He’s 

even more upset now, sir. The Lord Draper took him to his room to show him 

something, he said, and he used violence on him – Jan is in the seneschal’s office – 

come and look.’ 

So I led him back quickly to the seneschal’s office, where we found Jan sitting on the 

floor and Berthol kneeling by him with his arms about him while Jan cried. When the 

Grand Commander saw this he ran to Jan at once and kneeled down and asked him what 

had happened, and Berthol said: ‘The Lord Draper had a go at him, sir,’ and Jan fell into 

his beloved’s arms and cried as if his heart would break. 

I didn’t go to the Master, because then the bell rang for supper. The Grand 

Commander persuaded Jan to come down, and wiped away his tears, and he and Berthol 

all but carried Jan downstairs. People didn’t stare because they thought Jan was still 

upset from this morning – they didn’t know what had really happened. 

We ate in silence. The Draper of course wasn’t there. And Adal and Hellmuth are at 

Au – where are they when we need them? But my Three came and joined us and asked 

what was wrong and was it about this morning and I said I’d tell them later. 

After supper it was Vespers and then we had our hot drink. None of us had much to 

say. The Grand Commander was trying to cheer Jan up. We hadn’t actually told him 

what the Draper had done, only that he had used violence on Jan. I didn’t like to tell 

him; and I don’t think Jan wanted to tell him. 

Berthol said to Jan, ‘Where are you sleeping tonight?’ 

Jan smiled weakly at him and said, ‘With Karl,’ but Berthol nodded and turned away 

and then I knew Jan had said more in silence than he had in words and he would come 
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to join us later. But the Three were on at me to spend the night with them, so I said to 

Berthol, ‘Will you be all right if I leave you this evening for the Three?’ 

He nodded and said, ‘All right,’ and then I read his mind and saw that Jan was 

coming to join him later. And I thought I would too, when the Three were asleep. 

So we went to compline. The sun was down now and I saw the Draper come in late 

at the back, but he hurried away before I could challenge him at the end. 

We kissed Jan goodnight and he and the Grand Commander walked away side by 

side – I watched until they were out of sight, headed for the Grand Commander’s room. 

Then I went with the Three to my room and Berthol went off, talking to Elred and Marc, 

but I don’t think he went to their room because they are still novices – they don’t 

become full brothers until Pentecost. 

* 

[Jan] 
Karl and I went to his room and we took off our habits and chausses and washed our 

faces and combed our hair and got into bed – we sleep together in his bed when we are 

together. We cuddled and kissed and caressed each other and he made love to me very 

gently and tenderly, and although I was still sore from the Draper’s attack on me I let 

him because I love him to destruction and even the Draper can’t destroy that. 

At last we fell asleep, and as I slept I dreamed. Or at least, I did not dream: I saw 

Beydeluz – he said: ‘Athacir, what are you doing? One of your Brothers offers you his 

love and you reject him?’ 

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘his love does not please me.’ 

‘Yet you are still weak,’ Beydeluz said. ‘You know you need men like him in order 

to grow.’ 

‘No,’ I said, ‘don’t even mention it!’ 

‘Come with me,’ he said, and pulled me out of bed and dragged me in the wind to the 

Draper’s office, which is next to his bedchamber. There he said, my assailant, at his 

desk, burning a candle (but the shutters were closed so no one could see in), and 

drawing me. He had already drawn me at prayer, my eyes closed and hands raised and 

lips a little open as if in ecstasy of contemplation; and now he drew me again, but now I 

stood over a kneeling figure, and I was dressed in the armour of the Order and my head 

was bare and my hair flying free, and I held a sword in my hand; and the kneeling one 

was begging for his life. As the pen moved I could see the kneeling one was (of course) 

the Draper; and the expression on his face was agony and fear, and on mine was 

detached serenity, as in the faces of the saints. 

In spirit form as I was, I could read his mind more clearly than before, and read all 

the lust, desire, despair and anger, greed and powerhunger and frustration in his mind; 

and I was both angry and sorry. I was angry because he was still fantasising over me 

and he drew me as if I am untouchable and untouched, whereas in reality he had just 

assaulted me. I was sorry because I know he is a good man at heart and a faithful 

servant of the Order. 

‘Well?’ said Beydeluz to me. ‘What are you going to do?’ 

‘I’m going back to Karl,’ I said. 

‘Don’t be a child,’ he said. ‘You know you have to deal with this. Speak to him.’ 

‘My lord,’ I said, ‘this afternoon he raped me! Am I to give my love to a rapist?’ 

‘He is a fool as well,’ said Beydeluz carelessly, ‘but still worth draining dry, my 

dear. I really think you must learn to make the most of humans.’ 

I seethed. I was fed up with having to run to these perverted middle-aged men. 

The Draper stopped drawing. He put his pen down and put the top on the inkwell and 

put his head in his hands, hands across his forehead, bowed across the page. 
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We watched and waited. Beydeluz said to me, ‘Speak, Athacir! Why did I ever take 

you into my entourage if not for you to learn and grow? And now you are my favoured 

companion, I tell you that if you want to grow in power, you must take him. Speak, my 

darling.’ 

‘No,’ I whispered. ‘He scares me.’ 

‘Athacir,’ said Beydeluz, ‘you must learn to control your fear. You said this of the 

sorcerer in Magdeburg and yet you killed him.’ 

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘I might kill the Draper too.’ 

He looked at me consideringly and not unkindly. He hugged me to him and said, 

‘Don’t be afraid.’ 

I sighed and laid my head on his chest – he ruffled my hair. 

‘Don’t be afraid, darling,’ he said. ‘He was rough because he is desperate and he 

doesn’t know how to behave – when he has learnt he will do anything you want.’ 

‘I promised Anathir,’ I said softly, ‘not to take any more lovers.’ 

‘Anathir has to learn as well,’ said Beydeluz. He caressed my long hair gently. 

‘I don’t want to upset Karl,’ I said. 

‘He will put up with anything you do,’ said Beydeluz. ‘Besides, he need not know.’ 

I sighed heavily. He pushed me away from him gently and kissed my forehead – a 

sweet touch of love. 

‘Go on,’ he said, ‘speak to him.’ 

I turned and looked at the Draper. He had folded his arms now and laid his face on 

them – I realised he was sobbing softly. 

I took a deep breath and summoned all my courage. 

‘Sir,’ I said, and put a hand on his shoulder. 

He did not move – perhaps he did not hear me. 

‘Sir,’ I said again, louder, ‘don’t be distressed. You have acted wrongly, but you 

have done penance and you may yet find grace.’ 

He did not move. I looked at the picture which lay before him on the desk – myself 

so lovely, detached, serence, my hair free and flying in the wind, a halo about my head, 

my sword raised over the neck of the Draper, who pleaded for his life. 

‘Sir,’ I said again, bending to speak into his ear, ‘it is I, Brother Jan Posilje – why 

will you not speak to me?’ 

At the touch of my warm breath in his ear he moved and turned and looked up and 

saw me and started and stared. 

‘My god,’ he said softly. ‘It is you. I thought I was dreaming.’ 

‘No,’ I answered as calmly as I could, ‘I have come to see how you are since your 

penance.’ 

He swallowed and said, ‘As well as might be expected.’ 

‘Good,’ I said. ‘I have considered your case, Brother, and all your affection for me, 

ill-expressed as it has been, and I have decided to have compassion on you. You spoke 

of seeking grace; in light of your subsequent actions I can only assume you seek one 

thing. If you desire grace from me, however, how do you account for your behaviour 

this afternoon when you forced me to the floor and took me whether I wanted you or 

not? 

I did not frown at him or grow angry; I only looked down on him, calm and serene as 

I know how. He stared at me like a man bewildered and half mad, and then said: ‘Your 

beauty drives me mad, Brother. You were angry – I’m sorry.’ 

‘Good,’ I said. ‘Never do it again, Brother. Now, get up; I have decided to have 

compassion on your pain.’ 
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He rose to his feet, slowly and like a man in a daze. It was late – he must have been 

very tired. He stood before me – I put my arms about his neck, reached up and kissed 

his lips softly. 

At once his arms were about me, and again he held me to him like a bear hugging his 

prey. I gasped – I struggled for breath – but he did not release me until he himself was 

gasping for breath. 

We regarded each other in deadly seriousness, in solemn silence, and then I reached 

up and kissed him again, and again it was like entering the deadly embrace of a bear. 

When he released me again I said softly, ‘You are tired – take me to your bed.’ 

Without a word he swept me into his arms and carried me like a bride into his own 

bedchamber, laid me on the bed, went back for the candle, set it on the candlestick by 

his bed and laid himself by me and kissed me again, long and passionately. 

When he released me I said, ‘I’ll take off my habit.’ 

‘No,’ he said, ‘I will,’ and he pulled off my cloak and then undid my belt and lifted 

my habit from me, then unfastened my leggings and took them off me, and my shoes, so 

that I was left in shirt and breeches as the Rule commands. He then said, ‘Get into bed, 

darling, my god, my priest,’ in tones so passionate and full of desire I could hardly 

credit it, but I got into his bed, and he pulled off his clothes and followed, in shirt and 

breeches, and held me tight and breathed, ‘Oh, my sweet god,’ and kissed me again and 

again. Then he laid me beneath him and kissed my face and unlaced my shirt and kissed 

my chest and unlaced my breeches and kissed my groin and my thighs, all the time 

murmuring words of desire and love. 

I let him get on with it. I was embarrassed, perplexed, afraid and unsure of how to 

react; but I showed enough pleasure to satisfy him, or more than enough. 

When he had kissed me all over like this he lay on me again and kissed my face and 

hair and lips and murmured, ‘My god, my sweet priest, my desire,’ and caressed my 

face and throat and shoulders and kissed my chest again. I sighed and arched my back 

and snuggled close to him. This pleased him greatly and he held me closer and kissed 

me still more tenderly. 

At last he said softly, ‘My god and my true desire, may I have the gift of your love?’ 

I knew what he meant and said, ‘As you ask me this time, yes, I grant it to you, my 

faithful worshipper.’ 

Then I kissed his lips and rolled over on to my stomach and he embraced me and 

kissed my back and my buttocks and my shoulders and my spine, and climbed on to me 

and penetrated me. 

I knew he was not a virgin before that afternoon, because he had known how to 

penetrate me; I suspected he had been practising with the servants or the younger 

brothers, but I hoped not. In any case, he was too proficient for a beginner, and this time 

– when he wasn’t raping me – it was quite pleasant, and I was pleased with him. When 

he got off I rolled on to my back and embraced him, and he kissed me with passion and 

caressed my face and hair, and we tumbled together on the bed. 

‘Oh, my darling,’ he murmured, ‘my dear desire,’ and he held me very close and 

kissed me again and again. 

I stroked his thinning hair and pressed myself against him, and felt his virile rod rise 

as my thigh caressed it, and felt him become hot and aroused again. 

‘Beautiful saint,’ he murmured, ‘holy one, bless me.’ 

‘Take what you desire,’ I said softly, ‘in return for your long worship.’ 

He gently turned me over and mounted me again, and again I was impressed by his 

clear proficiency. 
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When he released me and I rolled on to my back with a sigh of contentment, he bent 

and kissed my face and said, ‘Holy one, are you satisfied with my love?’ 

‘Yes,’ I said simply, ‘your love is very pleasing.’ I reached up a hand and caressed 

his right cheek and smiled on him. 

He bent and kissed me again, and I clung to him and returned his kiss. 

‘My dear,’ I said softly, ‘what should I call you?’ 

‘I am your faithful knight,’ he said. ‘Although you were angry at my attempt to serve 

you earlier today, I have never been faithful to anyone but you.’ 

‘You have a name,’ I said, ‘or would you prefer me not to use it?’ 

‘I am not worthy for you to name me,’ he said quietly, and kissed my mouth 

tenderly. I stretched and writhed and pressed myself on him, and sighed my pleasure. 

So we tumbled together, and at last he slept, and I went in the wind to Berthol’s 

room – but I bent time a little and went back a few hours. 

‘Darling,’ he said when I materialised, ‘are you all right?’ 

‘Yes,’ I said. ‘Beydeluz came and made me go to talk to the Draper. Beydeluz won’t 

allow me to turn his love down. I’m sorry.’ 

Berthol laughed bitterly and shook his head and said, ‘I can’t argue with the prince, 

can I? I assume you don’t love him.’ 

‘No,’ I said, ‘but he is doing his best to be sweet.’ I climbed into bed beside Berthol. 

He grinned at me in the candlelight and said, ‘I can’t imagine the Draper being 

sweet.’ 

‘I know,’ I said, ‘it’s a bit strange. I suppose I’ll get used to it.’ Then I put my arms 

about his neck and kissed him, and we turned to other things. 

We slipped over to Totschlussen and Karlot joined us there and we had a pleasant 

time. 

‘Darling,’ she said later as we played together in the sunshine, ‘if you have made it 

up with the Draper, what are we going to do tomorrow? Do you still want to accuse him 

in Chapter?’ 

‘No,’ I said, ‘I suppose I’d better not.’ 

‘I want to,’ said Berthol, ‘but I’ll drop it if you prefer.’ 

‘Better to drop it, I think,’ I said. 

Of course I still had to explain this to Karl, and when I returned to his bed later I 

woke him a little early and explained I’d been thinking the matter over and decided not 

to accuse the Draper in Chapter. Karl was thoughtful – he said that the Draper should 

not be allowed to get away with flouting the Rule, but I said I thought mercy was in 

order, and so at last Karl agreed. 

We walked down to Matins hand-in-hand. The Draper came and stood near us, but 

did not speak to us. He is a shy, reserved man. I smiled at him and he looked away – but 

I hope he appreciated my smile. 

I stayed in chapel between Matins and Prime, and I usually do, and prayed before the 

altar. After Prime I stayed in chapel because it is Lent and I am attending the Lenten 

meditations again. Berthol is putting up with it – Karlot is enthusiastic. 

I had got into the habit of helping the Chaplain about the chapel, because I was 

training for ordination; and even though the Chapter had refused to approve my 

advancing I was still determined to carry on as well as I could. So I helped the Chaplain 

clear up after Prime and as the brothers who were staying for the meditation gathered I 

went to join them. 

We knelt in the stalls while the Chaplain read, and then he talked a little and then we 

prayed. 
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As we prayed, I felt my mind turn to the Draper. Usually if I daydreamed over one of 

my lovers it was Karl or Berthol or Karlot, less often Hellmuth or Adal; but today the 

Draper came to my mind, a tall and lonely, distant figure. And I felt sorry for him and 

prayed that I could do something to make him happier – provided it didn’t harm me, of 

course. As I prayed I became very much aware of him, and I could see him in his room, 

lying on his bed, thinking of me; I did not want to fly to him as spirit, for I had 

determined to stay in the chapel; but I said, ‘Sleep, my knight, you need to sleep, oh 

faithful one,’ and I saw him close his eyes and fall asleep. 

When I came to myself the others were talking between themselves or asking the 

Chaplain questions. I felt curiously refreshed, as if I had woken from a long sleep. 

The others left, to go back to bed. Karlot lingered, looking at a new statue of Saint 

George the Chaplain had recently bought for the chapel. The Chaplain said to me: ‘How 

are you, Brother?’ 

I knew he was referring to the events of the previous day and I said, ‘Disappointed, 

sir, but I will wait until the Chapter gives its consent. This is a matter of obedience.’ 

‘Yes,’ he said, sighing. ‘They can’t see that a priest could be more use than a knight! 

Well, courage, Brother; we will triumph in the end.’ He smiled encouragingly at me and 

said, ‘You were lost in prayer just now – I wondered if you were all right or not.’ 

‘I am worried, sir,’ I said. ‘Yesterday, the Lord Draper spoke to me – he told me why 

he spoke against my ordination. It is not only that he thinks me to be of more use as a 

knight than a priest but it seems he harbours a – a secret admiration for me and doesn’t 

want to lose me to the priesthood. I am very troubled, sir. He needs help – he is lonely 

and unhappy, and he was roughly spoken to me yesterday, yet he is a good man and has 

worked hard for the Order.’ 

The Chaplain sighed heavily. ‘Yes,’ he said, ‘he is not the only brother troubled by 

thoughts of lust, I know, and he has mentioned it to me in confession, but not recently. I 

had hoped he had got over it.’ He looked me in the eye. ‘You are right, he is a lonely 

man,’ he said. ‘He finds it hard to talk to people – if only it were possible for you to 

befriend him in a platonic way, then he might find his anger towards you could diminish 

– I believe he is jealous.’ 

‘Yes, sir,’ I said. ‘I will do what I can.’ 

‘Good man,’ he said, nodding his approval. ‘Well, go and get some sleep, Brother.’ 

I smiled, bowed and left him. Karlot joined me on the way out. 

‘You put that very neatly,’ she said. ‘You told him enough and not too much.’ 

‘I’ve had a lot of practice,’ I said, smiling at her, and she smiled back. 

I went back to Berthol’s bed. For some reason I felt guilty towards Karl, because of 

the Draper, and he would be asleep by now, whereas Berthol was awake waiting for me. 

Karlot went to her Three. Berthol and I fooled about and slept a little and got up for 

Terce. 

In Terce, Karl came and sat on my right; Berthol and Karlot were on my left, and 

then the Three. We then went into Chapter – the Three went to do some work in the 

seneschal’s office – and Karl, Berthol and Karlot and I sat together in a row along the 

south wall of the Chapter House. The Draper sat opposite – presumably so he could see 

me. I think he would have liked to sit by me, but he could not get close. 

We discussed House business and the news from the Rus, and the imminent arrival 

of the next ship-load of pilgrims; and Karl was saying that he was too busy to go down 

to the quayside to greet pilgrims with the Hospitaller (who is responsible for guests) and 

he said we need a sub-commander for the town who’ll be responsible for overseeing the 

town and port and organising the Parliament in town and the harbour master, because at 

the moment it is his responsibility, but he has so much else to do. Then he said, as I am 



18 

 

a pious man and loyal to the House and have been deemed worthy of promotion and 

unable to continue with my studies in Magdeburg because of enemies there, he 

proposed me for the post. 

Oh, God, Karl! You never warned me! I turned on him in amazement, but he only 

smiled and squeezed my hand. 

‘I did mention it yesterday,’ he said softly, and I remembered; of course he had, and I 

had brushed him off. 

Berthol said: ‘I object; I need Brother Jan in my office.’ 

The Treasurer said: ‘I can’t think of anyone more capable than Brother Jan.’ 

The Almoner said: ‘Yes, and it will stop the younger Brothers chasing after him so 

much. And I think the town will respect him.’ 

The Draper said: ‘It’s a responsible position, but I think he is well capable of it.’ 

I rose to protest and said: ‘I don’t think I am senior enough; the town will say I am 

too young.’ 

The Master said, ‘You look young, Brother, but as my memory serves you are nearly 

thirty-eight; you are old enough for senior office.’ 

I said, ‘I thought one had to be forty for senior office.’ 

But they all agreed I should do it, and I sat down heavily. The Master called me 

forward, and I knelt before him, and he handed me a rod of office – Karl must have 

spoken to him beforehand – and the thing was done. 

Bother! Bother, bother!! As if I hadn’t enough to do already, what with running 

Halid’s kingdom and helping Gunhild, and I am still going to Pieter’s lectures. 

I sat down again by Karl and Berthol, quivering with annoyance, and Berthol and I 

exchanged agonised glances. I had really been hoping to go back to Berthol’s office and 

not to be sent away from him again. 

I said to the Master, ‘Sir, I will need assistants in this post; should the Chapter 

choose them or may I select my own?’ 

The Draper said, ‘I think we can select them later.’ 

‘I agree,’ the Master said, and went on to the next item of business. 

After Chapter was finished the great officials all came up and congratulated me and 

shook my hand and told me I would do well. I was too cross and upset to say much, 

except ‘Thank you – thank you,’ as each shook my hand, and I couldn’t smile. 

At last they had all congratulated me, and I headed for the door, but the Draper was 

still there. He said, ‘You will need a new office, Brother.’ 

I said in a choked voice, ‘I’ll share with Berthol. We have plenty of space in there.’ 

‘There is space in my office,’ said Karl, ‘that would be best to begin with.’ 

‘We have no time to discuss this now,’ I said, ‘I must get down to the port; the ship 

is due in on the tide. Where is the Hospitaller? Has he gone on ahead?’ 

‘He’s gone to see what accommodation we have available here,’ said the Draper 

drily. 

I was annoyed. This was a little late to check that; but anyway Karl and I had 

assigned all those expected to rooms in the town. ‘I will go on without him,’ I said. 

‘Berthol, Karlot – will you accompany me? Karlot, bring your Three. I will take some 

serving brothers too, if any can be spared. We must make a good impression.’ 

I swept out of the Chapter House, brushing my senior officers aside; if they were 

anxious to give me such thankless tasks, they could not expect to have me at their beck 

and call. 

Karlot ran for her Three – I called a passing serving brother and sent him to the 

stable to order horses saddled up, and I and Berthol went to round some serving 

brothers up from their tasks about the House. After a few minutes running around we 



19 

 

were ready and mounted; I told the porter on the gate where we were going and to tell 

the Hospitaller to follow us, and we rode down into Reolt. 

I say ‘down’, but there is no up or down; the land is very flat. Outside the House is a 

small square and then one plunges into narrow streets lined with brightly painted houses 

of brick and wood, roofed with red tiles. We rode rapidly through the town, a fine 

cavalcade of ten Brothers, knights and serving brothers, dressed in the white habits and 

black habits of the Order. We carried a banner, but no weapons, for we went in peace. 

As we reached the harbour, we saw the sails of ships approaching, and I rode to the 

harbour master’s office. He knows me – I have been to the harbour as seneschal and as 

Karl’s assistant – and I explained that the Hospitaller was detained, and I was in charge 

as subcommander, and we wanted flags raised and horns blown, as is usual when a ship 

comes in from Tiuschland with pilgrims. 

The horn blowers are the labourers who work on the quayside; I handed out money 

and they donned their coats and hats and we lined them up on the quayside; and we 

unfurled our banner and the harbourmaster had the flags of the city brought up, and our 

serving brothers got the flags with crosses and pictures of Our Lady on, which are kept 

in the harbourmaster’s office, and they ran all the flags up on the flagpole on the 

quayside. As the ship approached the harbour, the harbour bells were rung, and the 

other bells of the town took up the refrain; and we lined up on the quayside under the 

banner of the Order, we brothers on our horses and the horn blowers behind us. People 

flocked on to the quayside as they heard the bells ring to welcome the ship; and as the 

ship sailed slowly up the river mouth and into the harbour, hats and scarves were 

waved, and the horns blown, and the wind blew out our flags and banners – for it was a 

fine, fresh, breezy day in spring – and the bells of the city rang loudly. 

A panting voice spoke close to my ear. ‘Brother! I am sorry I was delayed. I see you 

have everything in hand.’ 

I turned to the Hospitaller with a smile. ‘I hope so, Brother,’ I said sweetly. ‘Would 

you like to take charge?’ 

‘No – no – please carry on,’ said my superior officer. 

So as the ship came slowly in, so slowly – I gave orders for some of the quayside 

workers to be ready to catch ropes, and planks were brought up to put across the gap 

between quay and ship, and we Brothers bared our heads – those who had their hoods 

up to keep out the spring chill – and we smiled and bowed from horseback to the 

pilgrims who stood on the ship’s deck, ready to disembark. Then ropes were thrown and 

tied fast, the horns blew again, and the planks were thrown across and the sea captain 

ran across as agile as a goat, and I leapt off my horse to greet him, and the 

harbourmaster came up also and we shook the captain’s hand and welcomed him, and 

he said to me: ‘Some of these have not paid their passage yet,’ and I said: ‘Give me a 

list, sir, and I’ll deal with it.’ 

Then the leaders among the pilgrims came ashore, a little unsteadily after so many 

days at sea, but there were many hands ready to catch them and haul them ashore, and 

we shook their hands and greeted them in God’s name, and I gave them the kiss of 

peace and welcomed them to Our Lady’s land; and I think they were surprised to see me 

looking so young. I asked them about the crossing and they said it had been alarming 

for them, for the sea was not yet fully thawed and ice still floated about, especially off 

Owel. But God be praised, they had passed all dangers and came ashore safely. 

So I invited them to come ashore and we would see to the unloading of their luggage, 

and they would all be lodged in the town among our faithful burghers. I asked the 

Hospitaller to oversee the unloading (the Three and the servants helped), and Berthol 
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and Karlot stayed by me. The pilgrims came ashore, and their servants and horses, and 

some had brought hunting hounds and hawks as well! 

The burghers who lodged people for us had sent their servants down to the quayside 

– Berthol and Karlot and I knew them well as we had had dealings with them last year 

when I was first made seneschal. So we haggled a little as to who would put up whom, 

and then we split up and escorted groups of pilgrims to their lodgings. Or rather, Berthol 

and Karlot and the Three did; I stayed on the quay and made sure everything was 

unloaded and got the captain to give me his bill and the list of those who had not yet 

paid so I could recover the money, and we sent into the Harbour Master’s office and I 

gave him a note of credit for it, payable at the House in a week’s time, and he was 

happy enough. 

So I paid off everyone who needed to be paid, and then I and the Hospitaller rode 

into the town to visit our groups of pilgrims and ensure they were all right and to check 

their luggage (loaded on to wagons and sent after them) had arrived. We invited them 

all to dine at the House that evening; and their leaders to call on the Master after Nones 

to discuss the current situation regarding the Rus. We would come and fetch them, I 

said. 

So we rode back to the House for dinner and Sext and then we went to bed to sleep. 

Berthol, Karlot and I flew out to look at the Rus and see Marinetta; then we came back 

and slept. I was in Berthol’s bed, between his thighs as usual. 

I was woken shortly before Nones by a thought – as if someone were calling me. I 

reached out and followed the call and materialised in the Draper’s office. 

He was sitting at his desk, drawing again. I stood behind him and said sharply: ‘My 

knight, you should be asleep!’ 

He jumped in shock and looked around and said, ‘Holy one, I was too much on fire 

for you, so I got up to draw.’ 

I looked at his picture. It was me, of course, dressed in my armour with my sword 

drawn, but now the sword was lowered, the tip touching the ground. The figure of the 

Draper knelt before me; I held him back with a raised hand. My face was as calm and 

serene as ever. 

‘I know I brushed you off this morning,’ I said crossly, ‘but I was only just in time 

down at the harbour as it was.’ 

He gave me a bitter-sweet smile – the first time I had ever seen him smile, except 

sardonically. ‘Why are you so angry?’ he asked. ‘It is a great honour to be commander 

of Reolt.’ 

‘I know,’ I said. ‘I had hoped to go back to the seneschal’s office. But the Chapter 

commands and I obey.’ I shrugged as carelessly as I could. 

‘You will do well,’ he said quietly. ‘I am pleased for you.’ 

‘I have to ride into town after Nones to fetch the leaders of the pilgrims and bring 

them back to Council with the Lord Master,’ I said. ‘Will you come with me? Karl will 

be too busy.’ 

He smiled again, a broader smile this time, and said, ‘Yes, gladly.’ 

‘Good,’ I said, and bent and kissed him as he sat as his desk, ‘I’ll see you in Nones.’ 

Then I turned and left the room by the door, and slipped back in the wind to 

Berthol’s bed. 

I had not lain there long when the first bell rang for Nones and we got up. I explained 

to Berthol, as we pulled on our habits and combed each other’s hair, that I had invited 

the Draper to come with us to collect the pilgrim leaders. 

‘I’m inviting you as well,’ I added. 

He grinned and said, ‘Good.’ 
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We went down to Nones, where we were joined by Karlot and her Three, and Karl 

and the Draper and Elred and Marc and a number of other Brothers; I mean, who came 

and stood in our group. I was not sure why I was so popular all of a sudden. 

After Nones I told Karl I was going to fetch the pilgrim leaders, and he said – as I 

knew he would – that he was too busy to come, but he would come to the council in the 

Chapter House with the Master. So I bade him goodbye and Berthol, Karlot and her 

Three and the Draper and I went to fetch horses. We took a few serving brothers with us 

for effect – the bigger the crowd, the more our guests would feel honoured and 

impressed by us! I made sure we took the better horses and well-cared for armour. 

So we arrived at the first lodging, and we dismounted and servants came out to take 

our horses, and we went in, and found our guests in the hall, a fine wood-lined hall with 

fireplace and painted walls and ceiling and beautiful shutters on the windows and 

benches and tables where our guests sat and talked. When I entered, the leader of this 

band rose and bowed, and I bowed in return and greeted him, and asked him how he 

found his lodging, and whether he was pleased with his host, and so on. Then I repeated 

my invitation of earlier, to come up to Council with the Lord Master. He said he would 

come and bring five of his knights, and we waited while they got ready. Of course they 

knew we were coming for them, but it was beneath their dignity to get ready before we 

arrived. 

So I sent the first leader of pilgrims back to the House escorted by Rudolf and two 

servants, and we rode on to the next house; and so we went on. After the first house I 

did not wait for our guests to get ready but left an escort behind and went on to the next 

house. 

I took great care to be humble and courteous, not servile but pleasant, unassuming 

and with dignity but without pride; for these were important lords. We must not offend 

them, for they come to Our Lady’s land to seek honour and glory in Our Lady’s service 

and if we offend them they will not come again and neither will their friends. 

So at last all were gathered together and I rode back with the last party to the House. 

Here we left our horses with the servants and entered Chapter, and I presented the last 

comers to the Master, and we were all seated; we gave up our seats around the wall to 

the guests and sat on the floor; and the Master began to address everyone and thank 

them in Our Lady’s name for coming to her land in her honour to help her people and to 

risk their own lives against the Rus, who are schismatics and dishonour Our Lady’s 

people. 

I tried to stay awake, but I had heard all this before so many times and I was 

absolutely exhausted. When Athacir and I first unified I hardly needed any sleep, but 

perhaps it is because we do so much – I always seem to be tired. I realised I would have 

to get as much as I could out of the Draper just to keep going; but I was sorry, because I 

do not like to hurt my Brothers. 

At last the Master finished his speech of welcome and he set out the situation and the 

Grand Commander adn the Marshal rolled out the map – Adal should have done it as 

constable, but he is at Au – and I walked up and down the map and explained about the 

lie of the land and the forest and the rivers and how we would have the help of the Est 

and the Shee and the Lith and where the Rus would probably come and what strategy 

we would employ. 

Then the guests got up and walked about on the map and asked questions, which we 

answered as well as we could. Berthol, Karlot and I answered most of them, because we 

know the Rus best. Our Brothers took this in their stride; I think they must know how 

we know, but they don’t let on. 
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Then the guests asked what allies the Rus will have, and I said they would have the 

people of the East and of the South, but not the Turks because the prince will not come 

because he has problems of his own. 

I have not written about his problems, but of couse it is all to do with me. Firstly, 

Orani is expecting my child – clearly I am more potent than Athacir and I thought – and 

somehow or other this has got out. Now, it is usually thought in the kingdom that I am a 

woman, so somehow or other the news has been twisted to say that I am expecting a 

child, and there is some doubt as to whose it is. Now, Halid does not know exactly 

about Rashud because we are very discreet, but he has a good idea, and he has been 

leaning on me to tell him who my other lovers are (apart from Orani, whom he knows 

about) and I will not tell him. 

So the next thing is that Rashud leaves Halid’s service and returns to his father and 

raises an army and attacks one of the lord of Ravines’ castles, and captures it and 

declares the child is his and raises a banner of rebellion against Halid. So I realised 

matters were getting completely out of hand and I went to Rashud and told him to make 

his peace with Halid and he refused because, he said, my child will be prince and he is 

its father. 

I tried to reason with him and said there is no child – or rather, it’s Orani’s child and 

I am the father – but he said, ‘Djahn, why do you say this? I know you are a woman.’ 

Really, these men are hopeless; they can’t conceive of anything being dual-gender; it 

must be one or the other. 

So I put a wall of protection around my quarters in the palace, and just keeping it 

there is wearing me out. If this goes on I shall have to move Orani – perhaps to 

Hochstark. I have told Gunhild about Orani and she takes it very calmly; she says she’d 

expect a demon to have more than one wife. In any case (she says), our little Jorge is 

my eldest child, and so Orani’s child is hardly competition, she says. 

I forgot to say we had our son christened Jorge, after the saint, of course. I try to keep 

my dear wife and child out of all the problems and confusions of my life. 

In any case, Rashud and Halid are now at war with each other. I am still sleeping 

with both of them, but the last time I went to Rashud – I go to him since he left the 

palace – he said I must stay and tried to have me taken prisoner, so I flew away in the 

wind. I am thoroughly annoyed with both of them. Halid keeps on at me about bearing 

his child and I tell him it is impossible. But he has heard the rumours and although I 

have told him it is Orani who is having the child and not me, I know he half-hopes – or 

completely hopes – that it is I and he is the father. 

I am not sure what to do. There is clearly going to be a war and I think Halid will 

win, but I do not want a war. I begged Rashud to make his peace – I love the youth to 

distraction, he drives me crazy with desire – but he will not, for he says, and he is right, 

that Halid will not accept it. Oh, God! So my lovers are all set to kill each other over 

me, and I am so worried over Orani! I am there out of time as much as I am here, and it 

is wearing me out. 

However, the imminent civil war in Turkland means that Halid’s forces will not be 

joining the lord Emperor of all the Rus in his campaigns this spring, so that at least is 

one thing gained. 

So – to return to Chapter – and now you will understand why I was hoping for a 

quiet life in the House – the guests asked lots of questions and we answered. I hope they 

did not wonder how we managed to know so much, but they did not question that. 

At last we broke up for supper, and the rest of the pilgrims came in to dine, and a 

good meal was supplied. The guests all ate at tables at the top of the hall and the 

Brothers at the bottom – but this is normal, to keep the guests happy – and the Master 
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had the leaders sit on his table with him, and the great officials of the House too, which 

also means me, and I got Berthol and Karlot on to the end of the table next to me so I 

would not feel so isolated. I was glad to have them there, for the pilgrim leader on my 

right proceeded to fire questions at me throughout the meal about the Rus and the Shee 

and why we were allied with the Shee (pagans) against the Rus (Christians). They 

always ask this, and we tell them that the Shee’s paganism is a front and really they 

worship Our Lady and her son and the Rus are tyrants who enslave everyone and we, 

the free people, are all allied together against them. 

Then he wanted to know about the Est (Christians with heretical tendencies – but he 

didn’t mind that, he called them ‘Protestants’). Then he asked about the Lith, who are 

out and out pagans who worship the sun and stars, so we told them we were really 

terrible enemies but we had allied against the Rus who are a much worse enemy 

although they claim to be Christian. 

Then I said the Rus also have non-Christian allies, the pagans of the north who 

worship fire and darkness, and the Turks, who are pagans with many gods and 

goddesses. 

‘And ruled by a queen with two husbands,’ said Berthol. I choked on my food and he 

had to slap me hard on the back. 

‘But they are at war with each other?’ asked the guest, recalling what I had told the 

meeting earlier. 

‘Oh, yes, the two husbands are at war over the queen,’ said Berthol innocently. 

I could have hit him, but at least the tale distracted the guest, who began to inveigh 

against the unbelievers of the East, and forgot our own local friendly neighbouring 

pagans. 

After supper we went to Vespers and Compline, and then we escorted the guests 

back to their lodgings. We invited them to supper again the next day and discussions 

with the Master, and to use our ground for training. This is all necessary because at all 

costs the pilgrims must be kept busy or they get into fights with the locals, steal their 

daughters, wound their sons and generally cause more damage than the Rus. But as their 

horses were still sick after being at sea – they take three or four days to recover – we 

couldn’t take them out scouting yet. So I would have to think up ways to keep them 

busy.... 

I was exhausted as we rode back to the House. I had Berthol and Karlot with me, and 

the Three – we had left the Draper talking to one of the pilgrim leaders half way along 

the route. 

We had to ride across the cathedral square. I said, ‘Darlings, you go on ahead; I need 

to rest. I’ll go in here and pray for a few minutes.’ 

‘You won’t without us,’ said Berthol sharply. ‘I know your "few minutes".’. 

Karlot made ‘I agree’ noises, so I consented to their waiting by the west door while I 

went up to the rood screen to pray. We tethered the horses up outside and left them 

under the care of two servants we had with us, and went inside. The Three waited with 

the servants. 

I walked up the cathedral. It was very dark; only the light on the High Altar shone, 

but demons can see in the dark. I went through the door in the rood screen and up the 

chancel, and lay before the altar, well away from the others, so I could concentrate on 

the divine. 

I opened my mind, and let myself go into the peace and coolness – and forgot about 

everything else, and was content. 

Meanwhile, down at the west door, the Draper had caught us up. 

* 
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[Berthol] 
I was a bit annoyed with Jan for going right up the cathedral but I could still see him, or 

rather sense him, so I didn’t panic. Karlot and I sat down on the floor and had a cuddle 

and a kiss and said: ‘What a day!’ and ‘I’m worn out,’ and so on. We were just starting 

to get deeply involved with each other when we heard a horse’s hoofsteps on the 

cobbles of the square and the jangle of harness and heard a voice and realised that the 

Draper had found us. 

He never was my favourite person, even less since he raped Jan, so I wasn’t exactly 

delighted and neither was Karlot, who said, ‘Bother! He gives me the creeps.’ 

‘Yes,’ I said. 

We got up just as he pushed the door open and said in a puzzled, cautious voice: 

‘Brothers? Are you there?’ 

‘We’re here, sir,’ said Karlot. ‘Jan is praying in peace in the chancel.’ 

The Draper came in, shutting the door behind him; I had a glimpse of Rudolf 

silhouetted against the night sky and then all was dark. The Draper said, ‘Why are you 

in the dark? Are there no candles?’ 

‘We don’t need any, sir,’ I said. ‘We’re only waiting for Jan and he’s up by the High 

Altar.’ 

The Draper looked up the cathedral and we could all see Jan. He was glowing – he 

does that when he forgets and relaxes into himself. He takes on his demonic form – 

sometimes he even floats – it’s a problem because it looks so obvious. He wasn’t 

floating this time, just glowing brightly. The Draper said: ‘What’s the light?’ 

Neither Karlot nor I replied and the Draper took a step towards the chancel. Then Jan 

began to sing, not one of the songs of Totschlussen but a song of the divine, cool and 

clear and bright and sharp, sweet and merry and fair. We were all transfixed with the 

beauty of it; the Draper stood for many long moments, then began to walk up the nave. 

We ran after, for we did not want him to hurt Jan. But at the entrance to the chancel we 

all stopped; we had to, for the light emanating from Jan was too great for us to go any 

closer. It was blinding. He was no longer on his face, but kneeling up, his face raised, 

facing the altar, his arms outstretched, hands out with palms upwards, reaching towards 

the altar as if in supplication. It was as if he had become an angel, contemplating the 

divine, lifted far above us all. It was I who broke our silence: I cried out in agony of 

heart: ‘Jan! Jan, come back! Jan, speak to me!’ 

And in that moment, the whole scene vanished. Jan was gone; the cathedral was 

dark. 

I burst into tears and rushed forward into the chancel. I screamed, a wordless cry of 

despair. Karlot ran up to embrace me – the Three rushed in – and suddenly Jan was 

there, just himself, grabbing me around the shoulders and shaking me and kissing me 

and saying, ‘Calm down, darling; I’m here.’ 

‘Oh, thank God,’ I said, ‘thank God,’ and I wept on his shoulder. 

The Draper and Karlot coaxed me off him and got us down the cathedral. The Three 

and the servants helped us on to our horses and we all rode back to the House. Jan was 

very quiet and I was a wreck. The Draper and Karlot were quiet but distracted. It was 

very late when we got back, and Karlot dispatched us all off to bed in our respective 

directions, sending me with Jan. 

Back in my room, our candle lit and placed by the bed, I sat on the bed and sobbed 

again. 

Jan was beside me at once, his arms about me. ‘Darling,’ he said, ‘what’s wrong? 

You’re in such an odd mood at the moment.’ 

‘I’m losing you,’ I said, ‘I love you and you’re going away.’ 
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He put his arms about me and held me very tight. 

‘You needn’t,’ he said. ‘You can come too.’ 

‘I don’t want lots of lovers,’ I said, ‘I only want you and Karlot. I don’t even care 

much about Adal, now he’s gone so flat.’ 

‘I know,’ said Jan, ‘we must bring him on, darling.’ 

That ‘we’ was comforting, and I wiped my eyes. 

‘Darling,’ said Jan softly, ‘I do love you very much, and I don’t want to lose you. 

Why are you so miserable? You’ve always been so much together and sure of yourself 

while I’ve been falling apart.’ 

‘I don’t know,’ I said. ‘Perhaps it’s this job which is getting me down.’ 

‘Have you and Anathir separated recently?’ asked Jan. 

‘No,’ I said. ‘We don’t separate at all.’ 

‘Can you still feel yourselves separate?’ he asked. 

‘No,’ I said. 

‘Then you’ve melded,’ he said. ‘You could come away to Totschlussen and never 

come back, darling.’ 

‘It’s very tempting,’ I said sorrowfully. 

‘I think you need to spend more time in Totschlussen,’ said Jan. ‘It is your real home 

now. And you’ll be draining yourself.’ 

I smiled. ‘Bad as you,’ I said. 

‘Yes,’ he said, suddenly looking away, staring into space, ‘I wonder – if it’s part of 

the process – you have to learn again how to love – we turn in on ourselves – I wonder.’ 

I looked at him queryingly. He turned back and smiled at me. ‘I wonder if that’s it,’ 

he said. 

‘Darling,’ I said, ‘What were you doing in the cathedral?’ 

His face clouded. ‘If I tell you,’ he said, ‘you mustn’t tell anyone else except Karlot.’ 

‘Of course not,’ I said, indignant that he should even suggest it. 

He stared eagerly, intensely, into my eyes. In his bright eyes I could see my own Jan, 

the mischievous lively lover of my heart. 

‘I’ve found a door,’ he said softly, ‘a door into power, Berthol, a door into bliss and 

joy. I can open and close it at will, and when I open it, it’s so glorious – I feel I’m in 

heaven.’ 

‘What happened in the cathedral?’ I asked again. 

‘I opened the door, and bathed in the light,’ he said, his face lit up with joy, ‘and it 

ran through me and sang and it was glorious. Then you spoke and I was a moment 

coming to. Why did you scream?’ 

‘You vanished,’ I said quietly. 

He was puzzled. ‘Did I? Sorry, darling.’ 

As I’ve said before, he’s infuriating when he’s in love, but I let him off. 

‘Come to bed,’ I said, ‘I’m exhausted.’ 

We made love and slipped away to Totschlussen, where we found Karlot and 

Beydeluz. I will not write anything about what we did there, except that I promised 

Beydeluz that I would bring Elred and Marc over to Totschlussen again – the novice 

master had been keeping them busy and they had not been able to come. And we all 

promised Beydeluz that we would bring Adal over tomorrow, as soon as he returned to 

the House from Au, for he had not been for a very long time. But I noticed that Jan 

never mentioned the Grand Commander, and I wondered how much Jan does not tell 

Beydeluz. We know that our prince is not all-knowing; it can be very difficult to 

conceal things from him, but it’s possible. I don’t think he knows about quite a lot of 

Jan’s activities. He knows about the Grand Commander of course, and Jan’s wanting to 
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be a priest, and Jan’s prayer. But does he know about Jan using prayer as a door to 

power? I expect not! 

* 

[Jan] 
After we had returned from Totschlussen that evening, I went to see the Draper. He was 

awake, and at his desk with a candle burning, drawing again. I stood over him and said, 

‘Sir, it is midnight and you should be in bed.’ 

He looked up and smiled warmly at me. ‘Holy one,’ he said quietly, ‘what were you 

– becoming – in the cathedral?’ 

‘Myself,’ I said gently. ‘My knight, come to bed! You must be exhausted.’ 

‘Look at this first,’ he said, and I looked at his picture, and saw myself, in the armour 

and surcoat of the Order but with head uncovered and a clear halo, stood over a 

kneeling figure in rags, holding out my hand for him to kiss. I still appeared serene and 

distant and unengaged in the situation, but clearly my lover felt that I had at last allowed 

him to approach. 

‘Come to bed,’ I said, smiling at him. ‘Bring the candle.’ 

He sanded his picture and picked it up and took the candlestick and we went into his 

room. He put the picture in his chest and put the candlestick on a stool and said to me, 

‘Holy one, will you allow me to disrobe you?’ 

His formality was disconcerting, but I said: ‘Very well.’ 

He lifted off my mantle, unfastened my belt, unlaced the neck of my tunic and lifted 

it off, leaving me in shirt and breeches. Then he unlaced the neck of my shirt, although 

by the Rule I should keep it on, and drew it off, and likewise my breeches, leaving me 

naked. 

He sat down on his bed and looked up at me and said, ‘You are very lovely, O holy 

one.’ 

‘Thank you,’ I said. ‘You know that you are not the first one to tell me so.’ 

He smiled a little, sadly I think, and sat looking at me, as if the sight of my naked 

body alone was enough to satisfy him. 

I said quietly, ‘Will you not come to bed, my knight?’ I wiped my hair from my eyes 

– I was a little embarrassed under his gaze. 

‘Not yet,’ he said, ‘you are so lovely. May I touch you?’ 

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘but be gentle.’ 

He fell on his knees before me and kissed my virile rod and ran his hands over my 

thighs and hips and stomach and buttocks, kissing my skin. His chin and cheeks were 

rough with his shaven beard; his lips were dry and cracked, for he is not young. His 

hands are rough and battle-worn, but he was hot and passionate and not unpleasing. 

He ran his hands all over my body, and raised my arms above my head and caressed 

my hair and kissed my underarms and armpits and my lips and chin and throat. He said 

softly, ‘Holy one, you are almost as hairless as a woman.’ 

‘I have been too long with demons, my knight,’ I said. 

‘Angels,’ he said, ‘they must be angels, to make you as you are.’ Then he kissed my 

navel and ran his tongue around it. 

It was most odd being caressed by him, like a sort of worship; Aju used to treat me 

like that and Halid has done so also, but I thought it was something Turkish, not 

something we Tiusch do. 

He was a long time at his task, but at last he released me and knelt before me, 

looking up at me. I looked down at him and, deliberately, held out my right hand to him, 

palm downwards. He took it in his right hand and kissed it. Then he looked up at me 
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again with an odd look in his eye. I thought: he is fantasizing again. He is almost as bad 

as Johann with his fantasizing. I said, ‘My knight, come to bed, I pray you.’ 

He answered, ‘Not yet, Holy one; let me adore you a little first.’ And he knelt, 

looking up at me, with that odd, hungry, wide-eyed look on his face, which made me 

feel nervous. 

At last I said, ‘My knight, it is very late, and you should not spend so long in 

adoration of a demon. Let’s go to bed.’ 

He said, very low and hoarse, ‘Not a demon; an angel.’ 

‘Tell me the difference,’ I challenged. 

‘A demon uses the power God gives for its own glory,’ said the Draper. ‘An angel 

uses it for God’s glory.’ 

‘I am not sure whose glory I promote,’ I said sadly. 

‘In you I see the divine,’ said the Draper earnestly. ‘Beholding you, I see the glory of 

the saints, which I never saw before I saw you, Holy one.’ 

I had an idea that he shouldn’t be calling me ‘holy’; I am worshipped in Halid’s land 

of course, and Johann worshipped me, but I am, alas! not holy. 

‘If you adore me,’ I said, let’s go to bed, my knight.’ 

‘Not yet,’ he said at once, ‘I want to enjoy you out of bed first.’ 

Clearly he was not eager to go to bed, yet he had been longing see me. I looked at 

him hard, and saw that there was something in his mind that he would not speak. I 

waited a little, but when he said no more I said, ‘My knight! Spit it out. What are you 

wanting to do? Your heart is transparent to me; I see you want something you dare not 

ask.’ 

He licked his dry lips and said hoarsely, ‘You have seen my drawings.’ 

I was angry then. I cried, ‘Oh, god! I see. You want to chain me; how do you propose 

to do that, without a smith to fix the manacles? And then what will you do – enjoy me at 

your leisure?’ 

‘Yes,’ he said quietly, but quite firmly: ‘I cannot chain you, my desire’ (note he had 

changed his title for me!) ‘as you say, but I have rope and I can bind you.’ 

I almost kicked him. Then I thought, ‘Beydeluz would tell me to do it because it will 

draw him on and help me to milk him.’ I considered for a minute or two. 

‘You are angry,’ he said thoughtfully. ‘You are exquisite when you are angry.’ 

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘but I can tell nothing else will please you. Very well, my knight. Tie 

me up.’ 

I held out my hands to him, palms down. He kissed both of them and then rose and 

went to his storage chest and drew out two lengths of rope. I thought then: ‘Who else 

has he been tying up? Clearly I am not the first.’ Then he shackled my legs, so that I 

could only just walk, and tied my hands behind my back, not tight but tight enough, 

then he stood before me and kissed my lips and held me to him and caressed my body 

and kissed me, as if I were a statue – for I could not move much. At last he said, 

‘Kneel,’ so I knelt before him, and he caressed me all over. Finally he said, ‘Bend over,’ 

and he hitched up his habit and mounted me, all bound as I was. Even Aju had never 

taken me like that. It was not comfortable or pleasant and I groaned a lot, but he was 

quite happy. As I said before, he is not a virgin and I was sure he had been seducing the 

younger brothers and the servants. 

At last he got off me, and said, ‘lie on your side,’ and I did, although it was difficult 

getting on to the ground without use of my hands to support me. I was very tired by 

now, and bored with his games, and I closed my eyes and hoped he would decide to go 

to bed. But he wouldn’t – he wanted to go on playing; now at last he had me in his 

power, as he thought, he wanted to enjoy himself. He was angry that I wouldn’t play, 
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and he shoved at me with his feet and told me to wake up, and said he would not release 

me until I admitted that I was in his power. 

‘You can’t hold me,’ I said, opening my eyes reluctantly, ‘you know that perfectly 

well.’ 

‘Don’t be angry,’ he said, changing his tone at last, ‘it is only my game; promise me 

that you will come back to me when I release you.’ 

I sighed deeply and said, ‘I do not care for your games, my knight. I prefer free 

passion.’ 

He bend and stroked my face and said, ‘Something tells me that you do not dislike 

this game; someone told me you do not; I forget who.’ 

I had no idea – I had never let my lovers strip me naked, let alone tie me up! ‘You’re 

lying,’ I said angrily, ‘I have never played such games before.’ 

He kissed my nose and lips and cheeks and said, ‘I understand that you yield to 

pressure and you like your lovers to dominate you.’ 

‘Oh, God,’ I said in disgust, ‘Thun! You haven’t been talking to Thun!’ 

‘Perhaps I have,’ he said quietly. 

‘I haven’t slept with him for ages,’ I said, ‘not for nearly a year.’ 

‘He still lusts after you,’ the Draper said, ‘and when I could stand my desire for you 

no longer I got him in here and got him where you are now and asked him.’ 

‘How,’ I asked, ‘did you get him like this?’ 

He kissed my nose and said, ‘I am stronger than he is.’ 

I began to laugh. ‘You got Thun in here and tied him up? Then what?’ 

‘I asked him a few questions,’ said the Draper. 

‘And you fucked him,’ I said. 

‘Yes,’ said the Draper shortly. 

‘I hope he enjoyed it,’ I said sweetly. 

‘I couldn’t say,’ said the Draper, ‘but he would have preferred you.’ 

‘I’ve promised the Chaplain that I’ll keep away from him,’ I said crossly. ‘He always 

goes and tells everyone when he’s had me. It makes me feel like a piece of – like a 

whore.’ 

‘You’re very worried about being regarded as a whore,’ said the Draper gently. ‘My 

dearest Brother, you are not regarded as anything of the sort; not that our Brothers 

regard whores with disdain, as they call them their girls and their sweethearts; but they 

regard you as something like a god, a saint, an angel, as I do myself, one who grants 

favours and bestows grace as it pleases you. Thun is very depressed and bitter that you 

have driven him from your bed.’ 

‘He knows why,’ I said angrily. 

‘He can’t understand why you are so angry,’ said the Draper. 

‘Why?’ I snapped. ‘Do you want everyone to know I’ve slept with you?’ 

‘Yes,’ he said. ‘It is to my honour and credit that you have finally agreed to come to 

my bed.’ 

I felt nauseated. ‘I see,’ I said. ‘Have you told anyone?’ 

‘No,’ he said, ‘but Thun and his friends know how it is and they saw me ride with 

you today; they will know.’ 

‘Oh, God,’ I said heavily. ‘I can never be clean, no matter how hard I try.’ 

‘I don’t understand you,’ he said. ‘You are clean: holy, lovely, pure; there is nothing 

bad in you.’ 

‘I am a fornicator,’ I said. ‘That is sin.’ 

‘Only for those who regard it as such,’ he said. ‘for those of us who love you it is 

sweet love and desire fulfilled.’ He kissed my nose and mouth, and caressed my hair, 



29 

 

and held me close to him. Then he got up and said: ‘Get up and kneel down,’ and I 

managed to do as he said, and he caressed and kissed my back and buttocks and then 

said, ‘bend over as you did before,’ so I did, and he mounted me again. It was still very 

uncomfortable, and I was glad when he got off. 

‘You are so lovely,’ he said, ‘so perfect in your nakedness that you do not need 

clothes.’ 

‘Except for modesty and decency,’ I said drily. 

‘Why do you not accept our worship?’ he asked sadly. ‘I mean mine and your 

Brothers’.’ 

‘You mean Thun?’ I asked. ‘Perhaps I don’t respect you.’ 

‘Why not?’ he asked, in a hurt tone. 

‘Anyone who blabs like Thun or uses force like you do doesn’t deserve respect,’ I 

snapped. 

I had hoped he would repent and untie my bonds, but he did not; instead he reached 

forward and caressed my cheek. ‘You’re so lovely,’ he said again, ‘like a youth. So 

sweet and unspoiled. So pure and virtuous – yet you have half the House in thrall.’ 

‘You keep blaming me for your lust,’ I said. ‘am I to blame for your heart?’ 

‘Yes,’ he said, ‘because of your beauty.’ 

‘Then should I wear a veil?’ I retorted. 

‘No,’ he said quickly. ‘I can’t live without seeing your beauty. When you went to 

Magdeburg it was as if I had died. The whole House felt it; it was a stupid idea to send 

you. I am glad you came back.’ Then he got up and embraced me again, hot and 

passionate as ever, and kissed and caressed me for several minutes, murmuring sweet 

words into my ears. I sat like a statue, for I could not do much to return his affection. 

At last he drew back and said, ‘Promise to return to me, and I will release you.’ He 

kissed me as he said this. 

‘No,’ I said. ‘I promise nothing. You cannot hold me; I can slip through the wind.’ 

‘Then I will tie you up and chain you with enchantments,’ he said. ‘I know a woman 

in Reolt –’ 

‘If you mean Leysa,’ I said, ‘I hardly think her conjurations will hold me. No, my 

faithful knight, you will have to trust to the power of lust to bring me back to you.’ 

He regarded me solemnly, then said: ‘Very well.’ He kissed me again, long and 

lingering, then untied me. 

I sat for a while on the floor, rubbing my sore wrists and ankles. He put the ropes 

away and said, ‘Will you come to bed?’ 

At last he asked me! But I was bored with him now. ‘No,’ I said, ‘I think you have 

had me enough for one night.’ I got up, pulled on my tunic and belted it, picked up the 

rest of my clothes and said, ‘I’ll see you in Matins,’ and left the room by the door. 

I went in the wind to Karl, bending time to do so. I undressed, put my shirt and 

breeches back on and got into bed. He rolled over in his sleep to embrace me, and we 

clung together and kissed, and then he fell asleep again, I in his sweet arms. 

 

I was half asleep in Matins and Prime, but managed to stay awake throughout the 

Lenten meditation. The Chaplain asked me how I was. I said I was very tired, the 

Draper was responding to my friendly overtures but not in the right way – his response 

is sexual, I said quietly – and I was anxious. 

‘Sir,’ I said, ‘may I go to talk with the bishop and ask for his advice?’ 

The Chaplain nodded at once. ‘Of course,’ he said, ‘I’ll arrange an appointment for 

you, Brother.’ 

So it was arranged, and I and Karlot went out together. 
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Karlot had had a happy night at Totschlussen, but said, ‘I see the Draper’s still a 

problem.’ 

‘Yes,’ I said heavily. ‘And Berthol’s jealous, and Beydeluz says we should all move 

over to Totschlussen.’ 

‘Yes,’ she said. She sighed. ‘My Three will be very upset if I go and leave them 

behind. But they refuse to come to Totschlussen. I don’t think I can go yet.’ 

‘No,’ I said. ‘I know.’ 

We went back to Berthol’s room and made much of each other before going back to 

bed. 

After Terce and Chapter, I rode into town with Karlot and the Three, leaving Berthol 

to do his seneschal’s duties, to see our guests. They were already bored, and we brought 

them back to the House to practise arms on the field behind the House. I had not 

intended to arm myself and join them, but I soon realised that they expected it, so I went 

to the armoury and armed myself; Karlot and her Three joined me; and we rode on to 

the field. We rode against the pilgrims and broke lances and exchanged sword blows – 

we were using practice weapons, so we wouldn’t hurt each other. As we practised, other 

Brothers came out to join us: Berthol my dear Twin, and the novices Elred and Marc 

and the rest, and then some of the older brothers, Ulrich and Reinhold and Heinrich Heil 

and Ferdinand and the others, and of course Albrecht Thun, who is the bane of my life. 

Thun, of course, made a beeline for me. I have managed to avoid him for months, as 

he has been working in the Infirmary and the Infirmerer keeps him busy, but he could 

hardly prevent Thun from training with our guests. I had just broken a lance on a 

pilgrim and one of the squires brought me a fresh one. As I wheeled my horse, I found 

myself facing Thun on his chestnut charger. 

Oh, God! I think I turned pale under my helmet. He took his off and said: ‘Jan, I’ve 

got to talk to you.’ 

He was rather flushed, and his eyes were very bright and his mouth was rather 

defiant. I regarded him through the eye-slits of my helmet and wondered whether I 

should just ride off, but he urged his horse forward and grabbed hold of my reins and 

came up close beside me, knee to knee, and said again, ‘Jan! I’ve got to talk to you. 

Speak to me, darling.’ 

I put my hands to the laces of my helmet, untied them and removed it, shaking my 

hair free. I said carefully, ‘Are you wanting to turn amphibious again?’ 

‘No,’ he said. ‘Jan, you’re a sod and a heartless swine and a complete shit and I love 

you like hell –’ and he reached across and kissed my mouth. 

Oh, God – fortunately the rest were rather busy fighting so I hoped our guests hadn’t 

noticed. 

‘You’re a blab and a poser and a sweet-talking bastard,’ I said as steadily as I could 

as he drew off. ‘Leave me alone.’ 

He smiled and said, ‘I do love it when you get angry. Is it true you’ve bedded the 

Draper?’ 

‘Not exactly,’ I said drily. ‘Thun – go away. Get out of my life. I never want to speak 

to you again. I thought I’d made that abundantly clear.’ 

‘I adore you, you swine,’ he said. ‘You can’t do this to me. Every time I think we’ve 

got something going you break it off.’ 

‘Because you keep blabbing when you’ve promised not to,’ I retorted. 

‘What do you expect?’ he declared. ‘How could I keep quiet? All right, so I promised 

– well, what’s a promise? I’m sorry I upset you – I can’t keep quiet – you’re too 

wonderful to keep quiet – Jan, you’ve got to listen to me–’ 

‘Shut up,’ I said sharply, ‘I should think everyone on the field is listening to you!’ 
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‘No, they’re not,’ he retorted. ‘They’re too busy – Jan, for Heaven’s sake – listen to 

me – Oh, God!’ and he grabbed me and kissed me. 

A moment later he let go and fell from his horse with a yell. Osto yelled: ‘Got you!’ 

‘Thanks,’ I said, as Thun picked himself up from where Osto had tipped him, and 

Osto raised his lance triumphantly in salute. I wheeled my horse and rode off with Osto 

back on to the field, leaving Albrecht Thun to swear. 

Of course it wasn’t the end of it. I rode a couple of jousts against Osto and against 

the other Two of the Three, and then against a couple of the guests, and tipped one of 

them off but let the other one stay on, and then Ferdinand came up, yelling: ‘Jan! Teach 

me to fly!’ so I sent him flying and he landed softly, rolled over once and got up 

laughing. I was relieved he was in a good mood; I should have been suspicious. 

A few moments later, Ulrich rode up and said: ‘Brother, exchange a few sword 

strokes with me.’ 

I was feeling relaxed and cheerful, for some reason, and said unsuspiciously: ‘Of 

course, Brother; on foot or mounted?’ 

‘On foot,’ he said. ‘Let’s get out of the crowd.’ 

So we went a little further down the field and dismounted and asked a squire to hold 

our horses and drew our swords and put our shields on our arms and began. We are both 

competent swordsmen and it was a lively battle. I was totally engrossed when I was 

suddenly grabbed from behind, hoisted into the air and carried off across a saddlebow, 

flailing ignominiously with sword and shield and yelling: ‘Ow! Put me down!’ 

‘No,’ said the familiar voice of Thun, ‘we’re going for a ride.’ And he laid me across 

my stomach on the shoulders of his horse and carried me as I yelled and struggled – but 

I have fasted too much and I am not as strong as I should be, as I said earlier – down the 

field and out into the fields beyond. 

I discovered later that the squire was in the know and Ulrich, of course, was a 

leading conspirator. In any case, Thun got me well away from the House and then lifted 

me down and tied his horse’s rein to the branch of a tree and dismounted himself with a 

bound. 

I faced him, furious and fuming, sword in hand. ‘I’ll kill you,’ I said. ‘Choose your 

death, Thun!’ 

He fell on his knees. ‘Mercy,’ he said, and, pulling off his helmet: ‘Darling – Jan – 

don’t kill me. I’m dying anyway. Have mercy on me. Please take me back – please, 

darling – I can’t live without you.’ 

I wanted to kill him, but I am soft hearted and I found I couldn’t do it. I sheathed my 

sword and took off my helmet. 

He gazed up at me in open adoration. ‘Jan,’ he said plaintively, ‘I’m sorry I upset 

you. I can’t live without your love – it’s been hell, darling – please take me back – I 

love you.’ 

‘And you’ll blab,’ I said furiously. 

‘Yes,’ he said. ‘You make me so happy, I can’t help it.’ 

‘God, Thun, you really are the end,’ I said. ‘If I challenge you in Chapter for rape, 

what will you say?’ 

‘I’ll say I was incited,’ he said. 

‘By whom?’ I demanded. 

‘You,’ he said. ‘I couldn’t do anything else.’ 

‘And the rest!’ I said, thinking of Ulrich and Heinrich, who must have urged him on. 

‘Yes,’ he said, ‘but I didn’t need much persuasion. And Hellmuth isn’t here to 

protect you – I’m not scared of the others, but he’s bigger than me.’ 
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Hellmuth is at Au far too much these days. He was due back this afternoon, but it 

was already too late. 

‘We can’t do it here,’ I said heavily. ‘And we ought to go back at once, before we’re 

both in trouble.’ 

‘We don’t need to do it here,’ he said eagerly. ‘You’ve got your place – the 

sunnyland – we can go there. Berthol takes the novices there, doesn’t he? Why can’t we 

go there again, darling? Please?’ 

‘Oh, God,’ I said. ‘Thun – just get out of my life.’ I put a hand to my head and 

walked away, but he leapt to his feet and ran after me and caught my shoulder. 

‘Jan,’ he said, in tones of such tenderness I found I had to stop and look at him. 

‘Please,’ he said. 

‘You are the end,’ I said again. 

‘I know,’ he said plaintively. ‘You’re the end of me, Jan. If you won’t, kill me now; 

it’ll save time.’ 

‘I’ve promised the Chaplain,’ I said, ‘and Berthol.’ 

‘Please,’ he said, and then put his hands to my face and held my face cradled in his 

hands and looked at me with such infinite tenderness that I was astonished. 

‘Oh, God,’ he said softly, and bent forward and kissed me, at first tenderly, then 

more and more passionately, his arms tight around me, until my knees gave way and we 

fell on to the grass. 

Then I gave up and took him to Totschlussen. 

After a few minutes of wrestling me into the bed beneath him, he drew off with a 

sigh and rolled on to his back. ‘Oh, Jan,’ he said, ‘I adore you, you heartless sod. Why 

do you do this to me? I’ve been in hell for months.’ 

I sat up, and began to disarm. He looked up at me and said, ‘I’m glad you’re seeing 

sense.’ 

‘Shut up,’ I said. ‘Don’t rub it in.’ 

He sat up, got up and began to disarm himself. He stripped to his shirt and breeches 

and then looked across at me. I had stopped at my shirt and breeches and was sitting on 

the bed, waiting for him. 

‘Don’t you ever take off your shirt?’ he asked meaningfully. 

‘I don’t,’ I said. 

He leapt across the bed, pushed me on to my back and proceeded to tear off my 

clothes. I fought back. There was a great deal of tearing of good white linen and 

Albrecht Thun went for my nipples and gnawed at them so that I yelled aloud: ‘Ow! 

Thun! Stop it!’ 

‘I’m going to chew your heart out,’ he retorted, ‘if you’ve got one!’ 

‘Ow – stop it – leggo,’ I cried, and tried to push him off. He pulled my hair; I kneed 

him in the groin – he yelled and bit my nipple again, hard. 

I shoved him off with magic and he rolled across the bed and sat up, looking a little 

dazed. 

‘Jan–’ he said, shaking his head to clear it – then looked at me where I sat up on the 

side of the bed, now naked – as he was himself – and swallowed hard, and smiled 

lasciviously and said: ‘Oh, wow, Jan, you are lovely!’ 

I looked at myself quickly to check I hadn’t changed gender by mistake, but I hadn’t. 

I said suspiciously, ‘What do you mean?’ 

‘Your thing must be ten inches long,’ Thun said, drooling at the mouth, ‘Oh, Jan, 

take me in your arms and love me, darling, you are really lovely, the best thing that’s 

ever happened to me.’ And he crawled back to me, and kissed me tenderly, and pulled 

me down on top of him. 
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So I made love to him, and mounted him, and he sighed and gasped with pleasure. I 

took my time and made the most of the miserable toad that he is, and he only called for 

more. At last I got off him, and he pulled me down beside him and kissed me again and 

again. 

‘Oh, Jan,’ he kept saying, ‘my darling.’ 

I returned his kisses, but didn’t say anything. In the end he said, ‘How was it for you, 

darling?’ 

‘Fine,’ I said, smiling at him, ‘you’re fine – satisfying – obliging – I’ve no 

complaints about your performance in bed.’ 

‘Thank you,’ he said, kissing me again. ‘So why do you drive me away, darling?’ 

‘Because you always go and boast of your prowess on me to the others,’ I said 

angrily, ‘and I feel demeaned, Albrecht. It makes me feel cheap. Like a slut.’ 

‘You are the House lay, though, aren’t you?’ he said fondly, kissing me again. 

‘Think of all the people you’ve had: the constable and Hellmuth and Berthol and Karlot 

and the Marshal and the Treasurer and the Grand Commander and me and Heinrich and 

the Draper –’ 

‘All right,’ I said, sitting up, ‘what do you know about the Draper?’ 

‘He told me he was going to have you,’ said Albrecht, pulling me down beside him 

again. 

‘How long have you been sleeping with him?’ I demanded. 

‘Only once,’ said Albrecht. ‘He hauled me into his office on some pretext and 

knocked me down and tied me up. He was all right, though, and when I realised it was 

over you I decided he had due cause. You’re enough to make anyone resort to violence.’ 

‘If you say so,’ I muttered. 

‘Come on,’ he said fondly, kissing me again, ‘so now the Draper is riding out with 

you, I assume he’s done it – has he? Tell me.’ 

‘I don’t need to,’ I said angrily. ‘You know already.’ 

‘What did he do?’ asked Albrecht excitedly. ‘Is he any good?’ 

‘Passable,’ I said. ‘I don’t like him. He’s got a tyrannical mind – he likes hurting 

people.’ 

‘He adores you,’ said Albrecht eagerly. ‘He worships you – like a saint. He’s got 

pictures he draws – he showed me one.’ 

‘Which one?’ I asked anxiously. 

‘He showed you too, did he?’ asked Albrecht carelessly. 

‘Yes,’ I said. ‘I suppose you know already, so there’s no harm in confirming it.’ 

‘He draws very well,’ said Albrecht seriously. ‘I’d love one of his pictures to have on 

my wall as an icon.’ 

‘I’d rather you didn’t,’ I said. ‘I don’t like them.’ 

‘You’re so odd, Jan,’ said Albrecht. ‘You get angry when people try to love you. 

Why?’ 

‘I don’t,’ I said. 

‘You do. I’ve noticed before.’ 

I sighed deeply. ‘I don’t know,’ I said at last. 

‘Stop it, then,’ said Albrecht. ‘Accept it.’ 

I sighed again. 

‘Darling,’ began Albrecht again, ‘can I come and work for you in your new office? 

Please? Working in the infirmary is driving me insane. I’ll be infirm myself soon. And 

you must need help.’ 

I began to laugh. ‘All right,’ I said. ‘You’ll be happy then?’ 
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‘I’ll be delirious,’ he said tenderly, ‘I’ll be in paradise,’ and he kissed me again. 

‘Where is your office, darling?’ he asked. ‘I’ll move in at once.’ 

‘I haven’t got one yet,’ I said. ‘Karl says I can share his.’ 

‘No, don’t do that,’ he said at once. ‘I don’t like him: he’s so serious and intense. 

He’s made you all serious and intense too. It was his idea you go to Magdeburg. God! I 

could have killed him. It was dreadful without you. I almost went over to the Rus.’ 

I laughed, and he laid his head on my chest and murmured: ‘Darling – I’ll follow you 

like a squire – never send me away again.’ 

I stroked his hair absent-mindedly. It was thicker and much longer than it had been, 

and very strokable. 

‘You’ve grown your hair,’ I remarked. 

‘Yes,’ he said tenderly, ‘for you; I thought you might like it.’ 

I didn’t tell him I have no particular feelings either way; I just went on stroking, and 

he sighed contentment. 

‘Do you fancy the Draper?’ he asked after a while. 

‘No,’ I said. 

‘But you did have him.’ 

‘Not exactly,’ I said. 

‘Tell me,’ he begged. 

‘No,’ I said. If I do, it’ll be all over the House by Sext.’ 

‘But darling,’ he pleaded, ‘everyone wants to know. Please tell me.’ 

‘No,’ I said, ‘it’s between him and me.’ 

‘Please, Jan,’ he said. ‘I’m so jealous.’ 

‘You’ve got nothing to be jealous of,’ I said crossly. 

‘Then you haven’t had him? But I know you have – the way he was looking at you–’ 

‘Very briefly,’ I said, crossly, ‘he pleaded with me and I gave in. And he sodomises 

me but I don’t love him and I don’t even fancy him. I suppose he’s amusing in a sort of 

a way. He has some funny ideas about me and about sex.’ 

‘He told me he wanted to tie you up and do it to you,’ said Albrecht softly. 

‘He told me he did that to you,’ I said. 

‘He said it was a practice run,’ said Albrecht, ‘so I let him. And it was all right – not 

that I usually go in for that sort of thing – but I thought you might like it better than I 

did.’ 

‘Whatever gives you that idea?’ I demanded. 

‘I don’t know,’ he said. ‘It’s the way you look at your current boyfriend, whoever he 

is – it’s the way you snuggle up – it’s the way you are – I just thought you might. Do 

you?’ 

‘I don’t think so,’ I said. 

‘You don’t sound very sure,’ he said, laughing. 

I went on stroking his hair. 

‘I don’t always know what I like until I’ve done it a few times,’ I said thoughtfully. 

‘I expect you do, then,’ said Albrecht. ‘I thought you would.’ He sighed deeply. 

‘I don’t think I do,’ I said, ‘not really. The Draper’s a funny man. I don’t really like 

him – he scares me.’ 

‘He’s all right,’ said Albrecht casually. 

‘Do you fancy him?’ I asked. 

‘No,’ said Albrecht, ‘not at all. I only fancy you.’ 

We lay quietly for a few minutes, he laid on my chest, I stroking his hair, not 

thinking of anything in particular. At last he said: ‘Jan?’ 

‘Hmmm?’ I said. 
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‘Are you married?’ 

‘What?’ I exclaimed. ‘Whatever do you mean?’ Of course I am married to Gunhild, 

but none of my Brothers should know about that, except for Karlot and Berthol. 

‘Some of the lads say you married the Grand Commander,’ said Albrecht quietly. 

‘I love him very much,’ I said, ‘but that’s all.’ 

‘I wish you didn’t,’ said Albrecht heavily. 

‘Are you getting jealous?’ I demanded, ‘because if you are, you can get out now. I’m 

not dropping any of my lovers for you.’ 

‘How many do you have?’ he asked casually. 

‘I’ve lost count,’ I said carelessly. 

‘Oh, God,’ he said, and then: ‘You heartless swine! And I’m dying for you, and you 

sleep with the whole world except me!’ 

‘The whole world doesn’t blab,’ I said. 

‘But are they better in bed?’ he demanded. 

I began to laugh, and felt him snuggle closer to me, as if my laughter alone were 

enough to reassure him on that score. ‘No,’ I said at last, ‘I don’t think so,’ and I rubbed 

my hand through his hair. 

‘Oh, God, Jan,’ he whispered, ‘I wish you’d tie me up and carry me with you 

whereever you go.’ 

This was getting difficult. Why do my lovers go crazy over me? And then they die or 

drive me away –‘Albrecht,’ I said severely, ‘I’ve said you can come and work for me. 

Isn’t that enough?’ 

‘I’ll follow you round,’ he said, ‘I’ll always be just behind you.’ 

‘Good,’ I said, ‘I need a secretary. Can you write?’ 

‘Yes,’ he said, ‘my mother taught me. They say I’ve got a neat hand.’ 

‘Good,’ I said again. ‘You’ll get plenty of practice.’ 

‘I think Heinrich would like to come too,’ he said, ‘but that’s up to you.’ 

‘I’m sure he would,’ I said. ‘I’ll think about it.’ 

He sighed deeply, and ran his hand down my body and on to my groin. 

‘Jan,’ he said softly, ‘love me again. I love you so much!’ 

I began to caress his body and kiss his hair, and he turned around to kiss me, and we 

rolled across the bed, and I made love to him again. When I had finished I had an idea, 

and I put my arms about his body and cried: ‘Albrecht, ride, ride, carry me back to the 

House!’ 

And at once he was a fine grey horse, a noble and tall and well-bred beast, and I sat 

on his back and spurred him with my heels – I in my bright demon’s robes – and we 

went out of the window in a single bound and flew through the air for mile after mile in 

the sunshine and wind, until we landed in the meadow and woodland where we had left 

Albrecht’s horse, and he turned back into a man, clothed in his chain mail as before, and 

I was again in my chainmail also. 

‘Oh, heaven,’ he said, sitting down on the cold grass, ‘what did you do that for?’ 

‘You want to be in my power, don’t you?’ I asked. ‘Well, now you are, my dear. 

Come on, we must go back to the House before they come after us.’ 

He obeyed me and went to untether his horse, and we led the animal back up the 

field, walking one each side of its head. 

‘Do you ride your other lovers like that?’ he asked as we went. 

‘I have done,’ I said. ‘Some of them, at least. I haven’t ridden anyone in the House 

like that.’ 

‘It was amazing,’ he said, ‘terrible and wonderful. I was absolutely terrified.’ 

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘that’s what it’s like.’ 
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We got back up to the others – I knew that we had only been gone a few minutes. 

Ulrich said to me cheerfully: ‘Did you have a good ride?’ and I looked at him and knew 

he was in on it, and the squire too. I didn’t reply, but Albrecht Thun said, ‘Yes,’ and 

grinned broadly. 

I knew it would be all over the House by Sext. 

‘When you’re ready,’ I said to Albrecht, ‘I’m using Berthol’s office as my base.’ 

And I took my horse from the squire and mounted and rode back into the fray, 

deliberately not looking back. 

I went to break a lance on Berthol and said to him, ‘Darling, Thun has come back 

into my life.’ 

‘Bother,’ said Berthol. ‘I want you to myself, darling!’ 

‘I’m sorry,’ I said, ‘he’s rather persistent.’ 

‘All right,’ said Berthol, heaving a sigh, ‘tell me the worst.’ 

‘He wants to be my secretary,’ I said, ‘so I agreed. Can I go on using your office, 

darling, or will you evict me?’ 

‘No,’ he said hotly, ‘I want you back there. Thun will have to sit on the floor or 

something.’ 

I couldn’t kiss him because he had his helmet on, but I squeezed his shoulder and 

said, ‘Thanks.’ 

I crossed a lance with a few more of the pilgrims and then went off to disarm, so I 

could have a word with the Infirmerer. 

He was in his office, looking at his books. His job is to oversee our infirmary, which 

looks after old and sick brothers. We don’t have anyone sick now, just three very 

elderly brothers plus a couple of pensioners from the town, and Brother Wizant goes 

there sometimes for his meals because he says the cooking is better than in the main 

refrectory. Thun helps look after the old brothers, and he is not very good at it. 

When I knocked at the Infirmerer’s door – which was ajar – he looked round and 

said: ‘Ah, Brother – do come in. May I congratulate you on your new office?’ 

‘Thank you, Brother,’ I said. ‘I’ve come about a matter connected with that. I shall 

need assistance – a secretary – and your assistant is rather anxious to serve me.’ 

The Infirmerer frowned. ‘So I understand,’ he said. ‘But are you sure you want him, 

Brother? I can’t say that I’d recommend him.’ 

‘Look upon it as an act of mercy to you and your patients, Brother,’ I said. ‘I think 

you have suffered long enough.’ 

He roared with laughter. ‘Yes, I think we have!’ and then sobered and said, ‘Strictly 

speaking, this should go through Chapter. But I would be only too delighted if you’d 

take him, Brother; he is the bane of my life.’ 

‘Mine, too,’ I said honestly, ‘but I’ve decided this is the only solution; he may 

improve in my service, and he certainly does the infirmary no good.’ 

‘Well, Brother, thank you,’ the Infirmerer said, smiling. ‘I’ll speak to the Master 

about a replacement. When are you taking him on?’ 

‘Now,’ I said, ‘and I’ll try to keep him out of trouble.’ 

‘God bless you, Brother,’ the Infirmerer said, and I said, ‘and you too, Brother,’ and 

left him to his books. 

 

When I got back to the practice field I went to find one of the pilgrim leaders to say that 

we would be going into Sext shortly, and that he and his retinue could continue training 

or join us, as they pleased; and that they could dine with us in our hall or return to their 

hosts, as they pleased. 
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‘Our Rule demands that we rest after dinner,’ I said, ‘so I would suggest you return 

to your hosts for dinner and return here after Nones to talk with the Master, as you did 

yesterday.’ 

He agreed to this, and went to collect his men. I went and spoke to the other leaders, 

and at last all the guests were rounded up and packed off back into the town to eat. Then 

we all disarmed and went into Sext. 

Albrecht Thun came and stood by Berthol and Karlot and I, with her Three, and Karl; 

and the Draper came up, and then Heinrich and Ulrich and Reinhold and Ludwig and 

Ferdinand and his crowd, and so I was the centre of a large group, which was both 

flattering and worrying. 

After Sext we went to dine. Albrecht came and sat on our table, and Heinrich joined 

us. He and Albrecht chattered about the guests and the coming campaign and other quite 

innocent matters. I asked Berthol about the seneschal’s office and he asked me about the 

guests. Karlot said that the guests are quite skilled on the field and the Three talked 

about previous campaigns. All in all we were well behaved, and the Draper did not join 

us, but Karl did – late – and sat by me and listened to our conversation and said a little. 

After the meal he said to me, ‘Jan, come back to my room.’ I agreed and walked with 

him upstairs. When we got to his room he said, ‘Jan, you are angry about this new 

office – why? I meant to honour you.’ 

I sat down on the bed. ‘I know, darling,’ I said, ‘but it is a long way from the 

priesthood! I will have little time for prayer. And I have not yet recovered my strength 

from my time in Magdeburg – I am tired.’ 

He sat down next to me and took my hands in his. ‘Dearest,’ he said, looking intently 

into my eyes, ‘is that all it is? You seem restless.’ 

‘Do I?’ I said, as brightly as I could. ‘I just feel tired.’ 

‘I am sorry about your ordination,’ he said, ‘but I don’t think we can do anything 

about it at present.’ 

‘No,’ I agreed. ‘The Chaplain has agreed to make an appointment for me to see the 

bishop – I need to talk to him.’ 

‘That would be wise,’ he said, and smiled a little. ‘Dearest,’ he said, after a moment, 

‘are you happy?’ 

I was surprised. ‘You know I am upset about my ordination,’ I said. 

‘I mean – apart from that,’ he said. 

I looked searchingly into his face. What did he mean? I could not see what he wanted 

me to say, and so I spoke honestly. ‘I am worried,’ I said. ‘I feel so weak still, and the 

Draper is pestering me, and Berthol is angry with me, and Albrecht Thun has appointed 

himself my secretary.’ 

‘Is that why he was at table with you? I wondered,’ he said. ‘But of course the 

Infirmerer won’t let him go.’ 

‘He is only too happy,’ I said. ‘Thun is the bane of his life, as he is mine; but I 

believe it’s a work of charity relieving the infirmary of him! I’ve agreed to his working 

for me, darling. It seemed easiest to give in and hope he will come up to scratch.’ 

He clasped my hands tightly. ‘You don’t have an office yet,’ he said. ‘Share mine, 

dearest.’ 

‘You don’t have room, darling,’ I said. ‘I’ll use Berthol’s until I have one of my own. 

He put a hand to my cheek and brushed my hair back gently and kissed my ear; and I 

sighed contentment. 

‘I’d rather you were here,’ he said, drawing back, ‘I don’t like the way the Seneschal 

is looking at you.’ 

‘What do you mean?’ I asked. 
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‘A possessive look,’ he said, ‘as if he wants you to himself.’ 

‘Yes, he does,’ I said gently. ‘Don’t worry, darling, I won’t leave you – can we go to 

bed now? We ought to be asleep.’ 

He smiled and we kissed, and unrobed, and got into his bed. We embraced and 

kissed and made love and then fell asleep. 

 

I would have liked to have remained there, but I had to go with Berthol and Karlot to fly 

out over the Rus and to see Marinetta, who is getting steadily rounder. We can all feel 

the baby now, and Karlot is a little dazed at the thought of being a father. 

Marinetta makes much of all of us, and makes it quite clear that she wants me to 

bring my wife to her service, but I keep telling her Gunhild cannot come when our son 

is so young (and at the present rate Orani will soon be with her). We practise our arms 

and talk with the other Rus warriors in Marinetta’s service, and discover how the plans 

for the campaign are progressing. 

Marinetta expects us to fight in the Emperor’s battalion. This is going to be 

awkward, as even we can’t be in one place twice at the same time. 

‘We’ll have to do some time-dodging,’ said Karlot, ‘get as close as we can and then 

slip over to the other side. How physically close can we get before we will be physically 

pulled back?’ 

‘I don’t know,’ I said, ‘I’ve never tried.’ 

‘I’d hate to lose our links with the Rus,’ said Berthol, ‘so I think we’ll have to try it. 

We’ll stay this side as long as we can and see if we can get into battle and then swop 

over without being noticed.’ 

Karlot giggled and said: ‘What fun!’ She never takes battles seriously, because she is 

so doughty she has nothing to fear. I, although I know I can’t be killed, am still anxious 

about doing something stupid; and I know Berthol feels the same. 

Marinetta says the muster is tomorrow at the Emperor’s palace, so we got everything 

ready and set out with our retinues, travelled all day to the Emperor’s city, lodged 

ourselves for the night and then slipped back here. 

If the Rus are due to set out tomorrow, we can expect them in a couple of days; it is 

time to set out to meet them. 

* 

[Karlot] 
After Nones Jan went to fetch the guests again: Berthol, Albrecht Thun and Heinrich 

and the Draper went too. I stayed to greet Adal, who arrived back a little later with 

Hellmuth and the archers. 

I and the Three greeted them and I kissed Adal and Hellmuth and said, ‘We’ll have 

to start tomorrow. I hope you’ve warned Oglive.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Hellmuth, ‘she isn’t happy. Gayel and Baas are coming; they’ll be here 

tomorrow.’ 

‘I think she’s expecting,’ said Adal gravely. ‘She’s very anxious at the moment.’ 

‘Oh, I hope so,’ I said at once, ‘who’s the father?’ 

‘We don’t know,’ said Hellmuth, ‘until we calculate back, and Oglive hasn’t 

formally announced it yet.’ 

I wondered what to think. I knew that Adal would hope it was his. Privately, I hope it 

is Hellmuth’s. If it is Adal’s, we will never see him in the House again; he will always 

be at Au – and I really love him, despite everything. Despite my love for Jan and 

Berthol and the Three, and despite the fact that I ran off with Jan to Turkland and 

despite Adal’s bad behaviour when Jan became seneschal – and even though we hardly 

sleep together now because he’s always at Au – despite all that, I love him and I don’t 



39 

 

want him to leave the Order, even though Oglive would like him to leave it and Oglive 

is my friend. 

So I said, ‘You ought to know that the Master is very annoyed you weren’t here 

yesterday when the pilgrims came. And they’ve made Jan commander of Reolt, so he’s 

in charge of looking after the pilgrims; that’s where he is now. And the Draper and Jan 

– well, they’ve got it together – sort of.’ 

‘Tell me more,’ said Hellmuth, in a tone that mixed curiosity, disgust and anxiety. 

‘Come to my office,’ said Adal. ‘We can talk there in private.’ 

So I sent the Three off to Berthol’s office to get on with his work for him, and I went 

up to Adal’s office with him, where I explained enough of Jan’s relationship with the 

Draper to make it clear, and not too much. I explained that the Draper took the initiative 

and that Jan did not like him much, ‘but Beydeluz says he has to because the Draper is a 

good source of power.’ 

‘Hah!’ said Hellmuth. ‘Your demons are nothing but trouble.’ 

‘You’re jealous,’ I said, smiling. ‘Don’t worry; what you have to worry about is that 

Jan has agreed to let Albrecht Thun be his secretary.’ 

‘What?’ yelped Hellmuth. ‘Over my dead body!’ 

‘You’re too late,’ I said. ‘That’s what comes of being at Au – you miss things.’ 

‘Holy Mary,’ said Hellmuth, clearly very upset, ‘why? Why did Jan do it? Why?’ 

‘Thun talked to him lovingly and Jan gave in,’ I said. ‘You know what he’s like.’ 

‘If I’d been here I’d have smashed his brains out,’ said Hellmuth furiously. 

‘But you weren’t,’ I reminded him. 

Hellmuth put his head in his hands and growled to himself. Adal said: ‘I thought 

Thun was working in the infirmary?’ 

‘He was,’ I said, ‘but he isn’t now. He’s changed jobs.’ 

‘Did the Infirmerer agree?’ asked Adal. 

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘very readily.’ 

‘I’ll kill Thun,’ muttered Hellmuth. 

‘Save it for tomorrow,’ I suggested. ‘Now we should probably get to the Chapter 

house.’ 

So we went down in time to find Jan ushering in the last batch of guests. Hellmuth 

and Adal kissed him, and Hellmuth whispered to him, and Jan laughed and took his 

hand and led him into the Chapter house. But Albrecht Thun joined them at once and sat 

next to Jan, on the other side from Hellmuth. Berthol sat next to Thun, and I sat next to 

Berthol, with my Three. 

The meeting was lively. Jan reported on Rus activity and that the Rus were 

mustering tomorrow. We agreed to set out tomorrow – gently, to spare the horses. The 

guests assume we have a spy system to keep us informed on the Rus; of course we do, 

but not what they think. 

After the meeting, it was nearly time for supper. Several guests came up to speak to 

Jan, who introduced them to Adal and Hellmuth: ‘Our Constable and his assistant’. 

Meantime Albrecht Thun stuck close to him. Berthol and I had to giggle: Heinrich stuck 

close on the other side, so that as Berthol said, Jan has suddenly become a Trinity. 

But when the guests went into supper, Hellmuth turned on Albrecht. ‘Thun,’ he said, 

‘who gave you leave to accompany Brother Jan?’ 

‘He did,’ said Albrecht Thun. 

‘But I didn’t,’ Hellmuth said. 

‘What’s it to do with you?’ Thun asked. 

‘I say it’s my business,’ Hellmuth said, ‘and I didn’t give you permission.’ 

‘Get lost,’ retorted Albrecht. 
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‘Darling,’ said Jan to Hellmuth, ‘leave it, please; can we discuss this later?’ 

‘After I’ve murdered Thun,’ said Hellmuth furiously. 

‘Later,’ said Jan, ‘remember our guests, darling?’ 

So we went into supper; and Berthol and I eyed each other, awaiting the showdown. 

We sat on one table: Adal and Hellmuth, the archers, Berthol and I and my Three, 

Jan, Thun and Heinrich, and the Grand Commander, who spoke civily and calmly to 

Adal. These two conversed amicably and sensibly while Hellmuth and Thun scowled at 

each other, Berthol and I giggled, and Jan tried to pretend he didn’t know what was 

going on. 

‘After Vespers,’ said Hellmuth to Thun. 

‘Fine,’ said Thun. 

‘On the training yard.’ 

‘Fine.’ 

‘Hellmuth,’ said Jan, ‘I forbid you–’ 

‘Shut up,’ said Hellmuth, ‘this is nothing to do with you.’ 

‘It’s everything to do with him,’ said Thun. 

‘And nothing,’ said Hellmuth. ‘This is between the two of us.’ 

‘Fine,’ said Thun. 

‘Darling,’ said Jan to Hellmuth, ‘if you fight Thun I’ll never sleep with you again.’ 

‘Suits me,’ said Thun. 

‘One more word out of you and I’ll knock your brains out,’ said Hellmuth. 

‘You and who else?’ retorted Albrecht Thun. 

Hellmuth leapt up and punched Thun in the face. Thun fell over, got up at once, leapt 

over the table in a single bound and punched Hellmuth back. In a moment the two of 

them were wrestling on the floor, punching and kicking. 

What a scene, with guests present too! Berthol, Jan, I and my Three separated them 

and marched them out. Thun and Hellmuth said nothing until they were outside, then 

Thun said: ‘Jan, let us finish this. The best man gets you.’ 

‘No,’ said Jan, ‘I forbid you to fight over me.’ 

‘You can’t,’ said Hellmuth. ‘It’s too late. One of us has to maim the other.’ 

‘God, no!’ swore Jan. ‘I’ve had enough of people killing themselves over me. Kiss 

and be friends or I’ll make you.’ 

‘We don’t,’ said Thun. ‘We have to fight, Jan. We have to settle this.’ 

‘Fighting won’t settle it,’ said Jan. ‘Stop it, both of you!’ 

‘If we don’t do it now, we’ll do it later,’ said Thun. 

‘I’ll kill him one way or the other,’ said Hellmuth. 

‘God! You’re a couple of fools,’ cried Jan. 

‘They can’t help it,’ said Berthol, ‘you have an effect on people.’ 

‘I think we should let them fight,’ I said, ‘just to let them get it over with.’ 

So we took them down to the practice-yard and Berthol told them no kicking or 

biting, no hitting below the belt, no continuing after one man has surrendered, and then 

they started. They grabbed each other and threw each other down and wrestled 

furiously. Hellmuth is bigger, but he’s been getting slack – spending too much time at 

Au – Thun is fitter. They fought desperately. At last Hellmuth got Thun on his face and 

his arm behind his back, but Thun managed to get out somehow, and then the bell rang 

for Vespers. So we had to stop. 

‘Draw,’ said Berthol, and we all agreed. 

Hellmuth said to Jan: ‘You were helping him!’ 

‘I was not,’ said Jan. ‘You’re unfit, darling!’ 
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‘Don’t call him "darling",’ said Thun, taking Jan’s right hand – but Hellmuth at once 

took his left, and they walked into Vespers each one side of Jan. 

I don’t think the Grand Commander approved. After Vespers he got Jan apart and 

spoke to him in a whisper and led him away from us and glowered at any of us who got 

close. That annoyed us, and Thun said: ‘He can’t do that. We all love Jan.’ 

Then the bell rang for Compline and we filed in. We all gathered around Jan and the 

Grand Commander, who glowered at us again, but we ignored him. Jan kept his head 

bowed throughout the service, and remained in prayer at the end. We all remained with 

him. At last Jan got up and said: ‘I must escort the guests back to their lodgings.’ 

‘We’ll come with you,’ we all said. 

So it was quite a crowd escorting the guests back. I expect they thought we did it to 

honour them! 

We made sure Jan came straight back. He went off with the Grand Commander, and 

Berthol and I sent Thun and Heinrich back to their own room, saying that if Jan came 

back we’d send him down to them. Hellmuth and Adal went back to Adal’s lodging, 

asking us to join them later, which we promised to do. 

Jan did come back later, but only after he’d had a row with the Grand Commander. 

* 

[Jan] 
Karl was very angry. He said: ‘How dare they fight? And why didn’t you stop them?’ 

I said: ‘Darling, please! I tried. They ignored me.’ 

‘Then you should ignore them,’ he said. 

‘Darling,’ I said, ‘I can’t. They’re my friends.’ 

‘More than friends,’ he said, ‘to fight like that.’ 

I was silenced. I blushed. I said, ‘Oh, Karl, please – don’t be angry. I love you so 

much! I love you best of all – like my whole life – but they want my smiles and 

approval, and so they fight.’ 

‘Thun is saying he has had more than smiles,’ said Karl angrily. 

Oh God. ‘What is he saying?’ I asked faintly. 

‘He says you took him back into your favour and took him to your bed in Death’s 

Castle,’ said Karl. ‘I thought you had stopped going there, darling.’ 

‘I had,’ I said weakly, ‘but Prince Beydeluz dragged me back.’ 

We were standing in Karl’s room: he stood over me, very angry; I smaller, slighter, 

weaker, feeling like the disgraced wife. Oh, God! Help me! 

‘Is Thun telling the truth?’ demanded Karl. 

I could feel his emotion. He was very angry – hurt, jealous, angry – oh, God, Karl, I 

love you – fell on my knees. I embraced his legs. I kissed his feet. ‘Karl, my heart,’ I 

cried, ‘my darling! I love you – I detest Thun – he is a blab and a toad.’ 

‘Is he speaking the truth?’ demanded Karl. 

‘Oh, darling!’ I cried, ‘you must realise I have to feed on human emotions – I can’t 

exist without them – I have been too long among demons – it is like food to me – I can’t 

ignore those who want my love and give me theirs.’ 

‘Jan!’ he exclaimed. ‘Stop making excuses. Is Thun speaking the truth?’ 

I had to tell him, although I knew he would despise me. ‘I took him to my bed,’ I 

said, in a very small voice. ‘He begged me, and I cannot deny those who beg for my 

favours. Oh, Karl! I love only you. I know you are angry – you are right to be angry – 

but I can’t do anything else!’ 

He looked down at me in jealous fury and righteous indignation and affronted purity. 

He stepped back, out of my embrace. 

‘Get out,’ he said. 
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‘Karl,’ I whispered, ‘please! Don’t send me away – I love you, my dear heart! 

Please!’ 

‘I love you,’ he said, ‘or I did – but you have just confessed to fornication with a man 

you have told me you detest, a man of known bad character, and you say you cannot 

help yourself? Get out.’ 

‘No, Karl, please,’ I begged. ‘Don’t send me away – Karl, I love you, my dear heart, 

my whole life – don’t send me away!’ 

‘Get out,’ he said again, and turned from me, and walked away. I howled and leapt 

up and ran to him, and he turned and slapped my face, hard, on both cheeks. I recoiled, 

shocked by the pain and the hatred that accompanied it. 

‘Karl,’ I whispered, ‘darling – don’t – please – I know you’re jealous – please don’t 

be – I love you best – my whole life! Don’t send me away. Please, darling!’ 

‘Get out,’ he said again, ‘or I’ll throw you out.’ 

I turned from him and ran from the room in tears like a rejected maid. I ran down the 

passageway, and ran straight into the Draper. 

 

He told me later he had been to the privy, unable to sleep for thinking of me, and 

when I ran into him, racked with sobs and unable to speak, he gathered me into his arms 

and took me to his room, sat me on his bed and kissed me, told me how much he 

worships me, and asked me what was wrong. 

‘Karl hates me,’ I said between sobs, ‘because I’m a fornicator.’ 

‘If it’s taken him a year to find that out, he’s even slower than I thought he was,’ said 

the Draper. 

I sobbed into my hands. My world had just fallen apart. I love Karl with my whole 

self; I adore him above all others. For his sake I agreed to go to Magdeburg, for his sake 

I bore it, for his sake I returned. For his sake I work hard in the House and try to be 

worthy of his great love. He is pure and honest and utterly good. I adore him, and yet 

because I am a spirit and must live on human emotion I cannot be physically faithful to 

him, although I am spiritually faithful – I love no one like I love him. His purity cannot 

live with my physical needs, and so he must reject me. And unless I can find another 

person to love and from whom to draw such love in return I will physically die, for I 

cannot remain in the body without such love. Oh, what can I do? 

I was in despair. I did not know what I was doing. I was in a haze of misery; I could 

not control myself, I sobbed and lay helpless. And the Draper took me in his arms, and 

stripped me naked, and bound my wrists and ankles, and made love to me again and 

again. And as his strong passion flooded through me, although it was not Karl’s purity, 

yet it was passion – I grew stronger, and was able to control my tears, although I still 

felt utterly drained. 

At last he turned me on to my back to kiss my face, and noticed the scab on my 

nipple where Albrecht Thun had bitten me earlier. ‘You’re hurt,’ he said. 

‘Thun bit me,’ I managed to say, although my voice was still weak with grief. 

‘He said you took him to your bed,’ he said. 

‘When did he say that?’ I asked. 

‘He was talking about it in the armoury after the practice-session with the guests this 

morning,’ said the Draper. 

‘I knew he would,’ I said heavily. ‘And now Karl isn’t speaking to me.’ The hopeless 

grief rose to my eyes again, but the Draper’s words cut across it. 

‘Karl’s a fool,’ he said. ‘Everyone knows you’re a fornicator. He’s too hooked on 

physical purity – I call it death, not purity. He’d call a desert pure because it’s lifeless.’ 
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This was a long speech for him and I was touched. I said, ‘Yet that is what the 

Church teaches.’ 

‘Church fiddlesticks,’ said the Draper. ‘The Church is run by dried-up old men who 

wouldn’t know love if it ambushed them.’ 

I was glad he was prepared to talk, for previously he had spoken of nothing besides 

lust. I thought, ‘Perhaps we’re getting somewhere.’ 

‘So – what do you believe?’ I asked cautiously. 

‘Love purifies,’ said the Draper, ‘and you are all love; self-giving exalts, and you are 

all self-giving. Besides, it’s only necessary to look at you. You are lovely and kind and 

thoughtful and generous; in no respect could you be called unclean. Those who reject 

goodness, condemn kindness and frown on self-giving; they are unclean.’ Then he 

kissed me warmly. 

‘Is it true,’ he said at last, ‘that you have taken Thun on as your secretary?’ 

‘Yes,’ I said. 

He raised himself so both his arms were laid across the pillow above my head, 

holding my arms above my head so I was splayed out, open, vulnerable, beneath him. 

He looked down on my face and kissed my forehead. 

‘You don’t have an office,’ he said. 

‘No,’ I said, ‘I’ve said I’ll share with Berthol.’ 

‘There are rooms on this passage which are not used,’ he said, ‘and you are close to 

the seneschal and to me and to Karl if he deigns to speak to you. I’ll get the servants to 

clear one out for you – they’re full of drapery, but we can put it somewhere else.’ 

‘Thank you,’ I said softly. 

He did not reply, but only kissed my face again and again. I sighed and closed my 

eyes, and I think this pleased him, to see me relax under his kisses. My body writhed 

and squirmed under him as he kissed me, and I could feel strength rolling back into my 

exhausted body and spirit, and I began to feel some sort of pleasure from his passion, 

although nothing as sweet as when Karl makes love to me. Alas, my sweet Karl! Will I 

ever feel your love again? 

But I knew I must settle for what I could get, and take love where I could find it. The 

Draper was giving me life, quite literally, but I knew I needed much more; I was 

desperate, for my need was desperate. When at last he stopped embracing and caressing 

me and drew away I felt cold at once; I felt a fear that he would be sated, that he would 

not want any more of me tonight, and he would send me away as Karl had sent me 

away, yet I still needed power from him and I durst not allow him to send me away yet! 

In my weakness and sorrow I panicked; I cried, ‘Dietrich, Dietrich, don’t leave me. 

Come back to me, Dietrich, my strong lover.’ And I writhed where I lay, my eyes still 

closed, and arched my back, and cried, ‘Dietrich, love me again, darling, my heart.’ 

The effect on him was amazing. Of course I knew he desired me; I knew he had 

fantasized over me; I had seen his dreadful pictures. I had forgotten, however, how he 

had drawn me – only later on, thinking it over, did I remember that he had drawn me 

exactly like that. So when he saw me as he had imagined me, bound and crying out for 

him by name – for I had never spoken his own name before – it was a dream come true 

for him. He fell on me with tears of joy. He kissed me so hard I thought I would 

swallow his tongue. He held me so close I thought he would break my ribs. He poured 

out clumsy words of passion and devotion, and I realised: I had a new lover who would 

give his life for me. I need not worry about dying yet. 

But at what a cost! He loves me, but with a strange and wild love. Sometimes I think 

he would kill me to prove his love, rather than killing himself as some of my other 

lovers have done. He is dangerous and untamed. He loves to dominate and to control. I 
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can’t manipulate him as I manipulate my other lovers, but I have found ways of 

persuading him to do what I want, as I will show later. 

For that night, however, that night of darkness, sorrow and despair, I was simply full 

of relief that I had somewhere else to turn for my food. When Dietrich, the Draper, 

finally drew off me again, I cried out for him once more: ‘Dietrich, are you tired of me 

already? Don’t I please you? Come and enjoy me again; I am only here to please you, 

my lover.’ 

Then he fell on me again, and I sucked in his passion as if I were dying for it, which 

indeed I was. He kissed me ever more hotly, ever more passionately, while I writhed 

and urged him to greater efforts, and he mounted me so many times I lost count, and the 

bed was soaked with our joint seed, and he was utterly exhausted. ‘Dietrich,’ I 

murmured, as he lay across me, his knees between my thighs, my arms still above my 

head, ‘do I please you?’ 

‘Yes,’ he whispered tenderly, ‘very much.’ 

‘Grant me a boon,’ I murmured. 

‘Yes,’ he said, ‘anything.’ 

‘That I may come to your bed every night and you will love me as you just did.’ 

‘Yes,’ he murmured. 

‘Now sleep,’ I said, ‘and I will go where I must, and when you awake you will not be 

angry or distressed that I have gone, for I will return to you.’ 

He fell asleep at once, and I slipped from my bonds and left him in the wind. 

 

I bent time a long way and emerged in Berthol’s room, where Berthol and Karlot were 

waiting for me. 

‘Well?’ cried Karlot, ‘what’s happened? You look – odd, darling.’ 

I sat down heavily on the bed by Berthol. ‘I’ve had a row with Karl,’ I said. 

‘About time,’ said Berthol. 

‘Yes,’ said Karlot, ‘he’s a bad influence.’ 

I decided not to rise to the bait. ‘I’ve seduced the Draper,’ I said. 

‘I thought you’d done that before,’ said Berthol. 

‘No,’ I said, ‘he was in control. Now I’m in control.’ 

‘Makes a change,’ said Berthol. 

‘Jan’s always in control,’ said Karlot, ‘but it’s an underneath kind of control.’ She 

was smiling as she said it. 

‘Very underneath,’ agreed Berthol. ‘How much under are you this time? Have you 

ridden him?’ 

‘No,’ I said. 

‘Have you turned him into an animal and let him fuck you?’ 

‘No,’ I said. 

‘Have you let him conjure and enchant you and fuck you?’ 

‘No,’ I said. 

‘It has to be something like that,’ said Berthol. ‘I can’t believe you’re doing it 

straight.’ 

Clearly I would have to tell them. ‘He ties me up,’ I said. 

Karlot said: ‘Never!’ Berthol said: ‘I knew it would be something like that.’ 

‘Why?’ demanded Karlot. 

‘Jan likes that sort of thing,’ said Berthol. 

‘I don’t,’ I said. 

‘You do,’ said Berthol. 

‘I didn’t like this,’ I said, ‘until I found I could manipulate him with it.’ 



45 

 

‘That’s the whole point,’ said Berthol. ‘You manipulate everyone. That’s why they 

go wild over you and kill each other to have you.’ 

‘Thun says we’re to remind you he exists,’ added Karlot. 

‘I won’t forget,’ I said. ‘Are we going to see Adal and Hellmuth? We promised 

Beydeluz we would take Adal to him, if you remember.’ 

We flew over to their room in the wind and they greeted us enthusiastically. 

Hellmuth got me away from the other two and left them to make love with Adal, while 

he took me to the other side of the room, sat me on the floor and began to kiss me and 

caress my hair. I responded in kind, and we were soon wrestling as lovers do and finally 

I mounted him – I was tired of being underneath, and Berthol had annoyed me by 

saying that I was ‘very underneath’. But as soon as I was off he had me on my back and 

took me from in front. Then we sat together, kissing and embracing. 

‘Jan,’ he said at length, ‘come with us to Au! Oglive misses you.’ 

‘I miss her,’ I said, ‘but I have so much to do here. I will come soon week, but not 

while the guests are here.’ 

He caressed my hair and kissed it and said: ‘What is this about the Draper? Karlot 

said you are sleeping with the Draper.’ 

‘Yes,’ I said softly. ‘But I’ve just had a row with Karl.’ 

‘I’m not surprised,’ he said, brushing this aside with a casualness that hurt me. ‘But 

why the Draper, darling?’ 

‘He asked me,’ I said. 

‘But why do you need any other lovers? Don’t you have enough?’ 

‘It’s my demonic nature,’ I said sadly, ‘I have to, darling – it’s energy for me, life 

and strength.’ 

‘I don’t believe all this about demons,’ he said angrily. ‘You’ve been so much better 

since you came back from Turkland; it’s just your imagination, darling.’ 

‘So I imagine I fly to the Rus,’ I said, smiling. 

‘No,’ he said, ‘but can’t God give such power?’ 

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘but why should He give it to me?’ 

‘Because you’re sweet-tempered and generous and kind and good,’ he said, and 

kissed me. ‘Don’t talk of demons, Jan!’ 

‘I won’t,’ I said, ‘but you asked why the Draper – that’s why.’ 

‘And Thun too, I suppose,’ he said angrily. 

‘Hellmuth,’ I said, ‘you can kill me if you like, but I can’t stop it because when I do I 

become ill. But don’t worry whom I feed on, who gives me energy: I don’t love them. I 

do love you, darling. I love you very much: tell me you love me, too.’ 

‘Of course I do,’ he said hotly. ‘But I don’t like you sleeping with Thun. He’s a little 

squirt – he’s not worthy of you.’ 

‘Think of it like the Shee and their thralls,’ I said. ‘Some thralls they love and some 

they just use. And some of their friends and relatives they love. So I love those in this 

room, but those outside this room I just use.’ 

Note that I was lying, but I was hoping to mollify Hellmuth; and it worked, because 

he said: ‘Hmmm,’ and smiled a little, and when I kissed him he accepted the kiss and 

we rolled across the floor and I made love to him again. 

‘You look younger every time I look at you,’ he said at last as we lay together in 

embrace, ‘and more slender and lovely; more angelic, less like a human.’ 

I had already told him why, but he refused to believe me! So I laughed and said, ‘It’s 

the candle light, or your imagination.’ 

‘Perhaps,’ he said, ‘but you are very lovely, Jan.’ 
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I smiled and held him closer. I might have said more then, but Adal called to me: 

‘Jan! come to me – you’ve been ignoring me, darling.’ 

‘I haven’t,’ I said at once, and turned quickly to kiss Hellmuth and say: ‘All right?’ 

‘Yes,’ he said, ‘I’ll come too.’ 

We went across to the beds, which were pushed together for convenience. I sat down 

next to Adal – Karlot and Berthol moved aside to talk to Hellmuth – I kissed Adal and 

ran my fingers through his hair and said: ‘Welcome back, darling. You’re away too 

much.’ 

‘Oglive would like you to come out to Au,’ said Adal. 

‘Hellmuth told me,’ I said. ‘I can’t, darling, not while the guests are here – did you 

hear they made me commander of Reolt?’ 

‘Yes,’ he said, ‘are you glad?’ 

‘No,’ I said. ‘I wanted to help Berthol.’ 

‘Why didn’t you refuse?’ he asked. 

‘I tried,’ I said, ‘but they insisted.’ I know that Adal has never paid much attention to 

the commands of the House, but I try to follow them now. I kissed him, and thought: 

Beydeluz told us to bring him to Totschlussen, and now is the time to urge him. I took a 

deep breath. 

‘Adal,’ I said, ‘forget the house for the moment. Our lord the prince begs you to 

come to him. He desires you, O my love, and he bade us summon you. For Berthol and 

Karlot and I are his companions and come and go like lords of Totschlussen and we will 

ride with him in glory, but you should come too, and he summons you to his side. Will 

you come tonight? Please, Adal, we want you to come. You were the first of us to go to 

him – don’t pull back now.’ 

He stared at me in surprise and said: ‘Jan, this is unexpected! I thought you were 

going for ordination.’ 

‘I was,’ I said bitterly, ‘I am; but the House has refused permission. But that doesn’t 

matter at the moment; this is about you, not me. Oh, my sweet love! Oh, Adal, you were 

my first desire, the first person Berthol or I ever loved from the heart; I cannot bear that 

you should be left behind as we rise up. Come up with us, my sweet darling, come up 

with us into the higher realms; we are only waiting for you.’ 

Long ago I used similar words to beg Karlot to come to Aramir; I was unsuccessful 

then, and now I feared to fail again, for I saw the expression on Adal’s face and felt the 

reluctance in his heart. 

‘How can I,’ said Adal, ‘when Oglive is expecting? She needs me at Au. And we 

have a campaign in hand against the Rus.’ 

‘We will come and go in the twinkling of an eye,’ I said. ‘It will no time at all, here. 

Adal, please come. We will go tonight when everyone is asleep, and we will all be 

together with our prince; but he desires no one so much as yuo, my love, and he will be 

so saddened if you do not come. And if you do not, I don’t know when you will have 

another opportunity.’ 

But Adal was doubtful. 

‘I have promised Oglive I will go straight home after the campaign,’ he said. ‘She is 

very unwilling to let us go at all. and Gayel has made me promise not to let you three 

draw me into any sorcery.’ 

I was annoyed. I suppose I am jealous of Gayel, but we also dislike each other. He 

says I am no better than a pretty girl, and I say he is a lumbering barbarian. We both 

suspect the other’s powers and resent the other’s influence with Adal. 

‘Darling,’ I said, ‘you know it isn’t sorcery. And Beydeluz loves you – and we do – 

and you love him and us, don’t you? Please, come with us tonight, darling! we have 
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been drawing so far apart these last few months – we hardly see each other – and I miss 

you – please come.’ 

Adal sighed. He said, ‘Jan, you and Berthol were always more fully into our sorcery 

than I was. You got Karlot involved and you have gone in so far you cannot get out and 

now you want to draw me in after you.’ 

I was shocked. ‘Darling,’ I said, ‘remember your sweet prince! I thought you loved 

him?’ 

‘Oglive is pregnant,’ he said, ‘and I ought to be at her side, not even coming to the 

House, let alone going to Totschlussen.’ 

I saw his determination – determination under his prevarication – and I wondered. 

Where is my strong warrior, my lovely commander? What has become of the man I first 

worshipped? He has never risen in the Order; he is still Constable, but he does not lead 

in the field – others do in his place – he is tied to Au, to his blood brother and his wife, 

and he cannot break away. He cannot decide what to do, to be a Brother or a husband, 

and so he does neither successfully; and he is Beydeluz’s lover, yet he is only half-

hearted at that as well. All in all, he is a failure, he has achieved nothing, and I am sorry. 

Or is he a failure? He has achieved what he wanted: fame as a knight, a fine wife, a 

fine household, comfort and all his needs met and now, perhaps, a child. What more 

does Adal want? Perhaps nothing more. Adal! My dear heart – how I have loved you, 

and I must leave you behind! 

I swallowed my disappointment and said softly: ‘If you don’t want to come, darling, 

I’m sure Beydeluz will understand.’ Then I kissed him again and said: ‘Love me now, 

anyway,’ and he did. 

When we five had loved each other and Adal and Hellmuth were asleep, Karlot said: 

‘Didn’t we promise Beydeluz last night that we would take Adal to him?’ 

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘I asked him, but he won’t. We will have to go without him, at least for 

now.’ 

‘Oh, dear,’ she said, and her face fell. ‘I am sorry.’ 

‘He’s too wrapped up in his home life,’ said Berthol. ‘You can’t expect any more. 

Come on – we’ll fly – it’s more pleasant flying.’ 

So we swirled together and flew in great pleasure and delight through the night on 

the wind to Totschlussen, and landed in the gardens, and became ourselves, riding fine 

horses bedecked in rich trappings, and ourselves clad in our bright demons’ robes, 

Bright Ones indeed. We rode up to the castle, and were welcomed as we rode through 

the gate by those who guard it: ‘Hail to Lords Anathir, Aramir and Athacir, companions 

of our lord prince!’ Then we dismounted and mounted the steps to the hall, where the 

people of Totschlussen were dancing and singing their songs of love and desire. But 

when we entered, all fell silent, and every eye fell on Beydeluz, seated on his throne at 

the head of the hall. 

We bowed low, and walked up the hall side by side, hand in hand, and bowed again 

at the foot of the dais. I spoke and said: ‘Noble lord and prince, we have come at your 

summons.’ 

‘Welcome,’ said Beydeluz, ‘but where is Adal?’ 

‘Lord,’ I said, ‘I begged him, but he would not come. His thoughts are all on his 

wife, who is with child.’ 

We saw the brightness around him dim a little, as if he were sad. Then he said, ‘Very 

well.’ Then he rose and said to his attendents: ‘Bring robes and crowns and swords for 

these, my companions.’ 

The attendant spirits came and took from us our brilliant tunics and cloaks and 

dressed us in others still more brilliant, and buckled swords at our sides, and placed 
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bands of shining brightness on our heads, and we bowed before Beydeluz in thanks. But 

he said: ‘Be seated at my side,’ and chairs were brought for us to sit by him on the dais. 

Then the dancing and singing in the hall began again in celebration, and those of 

Totschlussen rejoiced at our coming, and that we had become their prince’s 

companions; and there was a great feast, and afterwards we went with Beydeluz to his 

chamber and rejoiced with him together. So we came together with him in pleasure and 

joy, and for us it was like a new awakening: we were changed again more and more into 

spiritual beings, not demons but terrestrial angels, powerful lords of the air. Now we 

know we are not merely spirits but lords of the spirit realms. But Adal, who had once 

been our leader, was absent, and we all felt his absence. Beydeluz felt it especially, for 

he had singled out Adal as his own, and Adal had abandoned him. We three humans had 

unified with our spirits, but he had lost his human. 

Nevertheless, we rejoiced together and flowed together in joy and delight. At length 

we separated, and robed ourselves in our brilliance, and then he led us out into the 

courtyard and we mounted fine horses and rode with him across the earth in the wind. A 

fair sight we must have been, our lord and us; and many others came with us to escort 

us as we rode, so a great host rode across the land, of mounted warriors and ladies, over 

hill and vale, over forest and fen. And as we went we shed fertility and prosperity over 

the land, and flowers sprang up in our wake where we had passed, and we sang songs of 

love and desire and joy. At last we returned to Totschlussen, and danced the dance of 

joy and desire in the hall, and shared the food of sweet delight in the banquet, and went 

with our prince to his chamber, and lay with him in bliss. 

At length he said: ‘Athacir, your Turks prepare for war: when will you go to them?’ 

I answered, ‘Whenever it pleases you, my prince.’ 

He said, ‘You should go now; and I will show your comrades some things you know 

but they do not.’ 

So I kissed them and parted from them and flew to Turkland, and came to the palace 

at dawn. 
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Part two 

[Jan] 

As I said, Orani is expecting my child, and I have laid protection around my chambers 

so none may enter to harm her. I have bent time so I had been gone no time at all, and I 

went to her and embraced her and bade her good morning. 

She woke and smiled on me and said: ‘Lord, I hope it will be, but I am worried.’ 

I said, ‘I can take you to a place of safety if you prefer, darling.’ 

‘No,’ she said, ‘I am not afraid for me; I know you watch over me night and day. I 

am afraid for you. The lords all want to claim this baby they claim you have and I fear 

they will kill you to get the baby.’ 

‘But there is no baby,’ I said, ‘there is only your baby, Orani!’ 

‘I know,’ she said, ‘but my baby does not matter to them.’ 

I stayed with her and we bathed and dressed. Then I went to wait on Halid, who 

greeted me by dragging me by my hair to his bed and forcing me. Then he said, ‘Djahn, 

where is this child? Why do I see no sign of it?’ 

‘Lord,’ I said, ‘there is no child! I keep telling you: I am a demon and cannot bear a 

child. And if there were you would have aborted it by now with your roughness towards 

me.’ 

He had the grace to look abashed. He said: ‘I am sorry to hear it. I wish there was.’ 

‘My lord,’ I said, ‘the way you treat me, you do not deserve a child. At least Rashud 

is gentle and respectful.’ 

He was sorry then and kissed me and caressed my stomach and said I am a vision of 

loveliness and I drive him wild with desire and that is why he is rough with me and he 

thought I enjoyed it. 

I looked at the hairs he still gripped in his hand – which had ten minutes before been 

attached to my head – and said: ‘My noble lord, I enjoy your lust, but I do not enjoy 

excessive pain, and it hurts me when you pull out my hair, throw me on the bed, hit me 

in the face and put your knee on my stomach, and if I had a child, it would be dead by 

now.’ 

‘I am sorry,’ he said, and kissed me again tenderly. ‘Djahn, you are so powerful a 

demon – can you not also make a child for yourself? for me? Then my power would be 

assured.’ 

‘I don’t think I want to,’ I said, angrily. Of course I could make a child – a spirit 

child – in fact, I realised then, I have now the power to create spirit creatures of my 

own, as Beydeluz once created Anathir, Aramir and me to serve him – but I don’t want 

to, I cannot give them body, and I don’t see why I should use my powers of creation to 

oblige Halid when all he does is push me about. The trouble is that he is a good ruler, 

whereas I don’t think Rashud would be. He would let the other princes have too much 

power. 

He began to make much of me, and asked me to dance and sing for him. He says I 

dance well; I differ, but I am happy to sing, and it soothes him and makes him more 

reasonable. 

So I rose, slipped off my torn robes and danced very slowly, scarcely more than a 

walk, in my woman’s shape as I am with Halid, and sang to him of the gentleness and 

sweetness which should be between lovers. When I had finished I knelt before him, but 

he raised me up and said, ‘Come to my bed, Djahn,’ so I went to his arms, very 

willingly for all my earlier complaints. 
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He made love to me powerfully and pleasurably, and I was very satisfied with him, 

for he is a most skilled lover and takes care that I have as much pleasure and more as he 

does himself. He says that women must be satisfied by their husbands, otherwise they 

will become ill, and he takes great care, he says, to keep me in good health. So we had 

great pleasure of each other as man and wife should, and it was a long time later that he 

called for hot water and sweet oils and we bathed and dressed again and I veiled my 

face and we went down to eat a short breakfast and then to go to the council chamber. 

Much council was exchanged, for Rashud’s army was on the march, and Halid’s must 

march against them. 

Then one of the counsellors said: ‘My lord Halid, I advise you to lock up the demon 

Djahn, for she will not allow you to hurt her lover Rashud, and we must defeat and kill 

him in this battle.’ 

I was furious. Halid said, ‘Noble sir, you know that without the lady Djahn by my 

side I have no authority.’ 

‘You have all the authority of a prince,’ the counsellor (who shall remain nameless, 

the traitor!) replied, ‘but she is a demon and a woman as well and cannot be trusted.’ 

I said, ‘I remain in this realm only because the people and the princes beg me. If I am 

not welcome I shall leave the realm at once.’ (And take Orani with me.) 

Halid said, ‘My dearest lady and spouse, you will not leave, for your wisdom and 

love are essential to me. Only promise you will not betray us in this battle.’ 

I said, ‘I promise, my lord and spouse,’ and kissed him on the cheek; and some of the 

counsellors murmured approval, but my enemy did not. 

He said, ‘I say a woman may not be trusted, and she has already fornicated with our 

enemy.’ 

I said nothing; I looked to Halid to defend me. He looked at me and I saw his 

expression was sorry: he loves me very much, although he is so rough with me. He 

enjoys rough love-making and he has discovered that I enjoy it too. 

Halid said: ‘Noble sir, you will not speak against the Lady Djahn in my presence. 

You know she is a demon and a goddess who has seen fit to honour this kingdom with 

her presence, and she is not to be spoken of as you speak of her.’ 

‘She is a witch,’ the counsellor said, ‘who bewitched our prince Ajubabel, and the 

prince Rashud, and yourself, noble prince, and half the people.’ 

I rose and bowed low to Halid. ‘I will leave this council, my noble lord,’ I said, ‘if 

my presence here disrupts proceedings.’ 

‘No,’ said Halid, ‘you will stay here, my sweet spouse, and tell us how we may trap 

this firebrand Rashud.’ 

I sat down again and said wearily, ‘He is a young fool, and will not recognise a 

feigned retreat if you try one. Perhaps his advisors will, but he will probably overrule 

them.’ 

‘That is excellent advice,’ said Prince Halid. ‘Will any disagree?’ 

No one did. 

‘And you, my dear spouse, will promise not to warn him,’ said Halid to me. 

I bowed my head. ‘I promise,’ I said, and tried in vain to prevent the tears from 

falling. 

 

Oh, my sweet Rashud! You were so dear and tender! Alas for the day we ever set eyes 

on each other! 

I could not sleep that night. I knew that Halid’s army would reach Rashud’s 

encampment the next day. I had promised not to warn my lover, and I knew that for the 

good of the kingdom Rashud must lose, but I could hardly bear it. 



51 

 

Orani tried to comfort me, but I was beyond comfort. ‘My lord,’ she said, ‘what is a 

promise given against your will? You must save him.’ 

‘I promised Halid,’ I said, ‘and it is for the good of the kingdom.’ 

‘Never mind the kingdom,’ she said. ‘I know you love Rashud, my lord. You must 

save him.’ 

‘Alas!’ I said, ‘wherever can I take him?’ 

‘Anywhere,’ she said, ‘to your demon’s country; but save him, lord, for you love 

him.’ 

So in the end I said I would, and the next day, when we were bathed and dressed and 

breakfasted, I flew in bird’s form to the plain where I knew the battle would be, and 

flew to a tree and waited for battle to commence. And in the battle I flew low across the 

field, and found Rashud, and remained close to him. When the army of Halid broke and 

ran I followed him; when Halid’s army turned back and fell on Rashud’s army, I was 

there. And when my dear lover was felled from his horse and the warriors raised their 

weapons to kill him, I threw mist before their eyes, and left them reeling in confusion, 

and snatched Rashud away. 

I took him in whirlwind and mist to Totschlussen, and laid him on my own bed, and 

became myself. 

He, who had been expecting to receive death, opened his eyes and said: ‘What? Am I 

in paradise?’ 

‘No,’ I said gently, ‘this is my realm, Rashud.’ Then he looked and saw me and 

uttered a cry of joy and threw himself into my arms. 

‘Djahn – Djahn, my darling – you know I did all this for you – oh, my dearest – are 

we together, then? May we be together at last, my darling?’ 

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘here we may be together. Oh, Rashud, Halid made me promise not to 

intervene on your behalf – but Orani urged me to follow my heart, and I have brought 

you here because here we may be together. I wish you could have been prince! But the 

other princes were using you as a tool – as soon as you had won they would have killed 

you.’ 

‘I know,’ he said, ‘yet I hoped you would come to me, my dearest, and you have. Oh, 

Djahn! Now we can be together – oh, tell me, my darling, what of this child?’ 

I almost said, ‘There is no child, Rashud,’ but I changed my mind when I saw his 

eager, anxious eyes on me. ‘It is yours, darling,’ I said sweetly, blushing as I said it. 

‘Oh, my dearest!’ he cried, and flung his arms about me, and kissed me with great 

passion. 

I have let myself in for it now. A child. I must make him a child, a spirit creature, a 

son I think, for he would desire a son most of all, and I must bear it and carry it – 

whyever did I say it? But it will be but a spirit, unless I can find some way to give it 

body. 

So I lay with him and we were happy together, and I told him all I have is his, and I 

led him through the halls of Totschlussen, and showed him to the hosts who live here, 

and fair Bright Ones, the terrestrial angels, who welcomed him warmly as ‘the husband 

of Lord Jan Athacir’. Rashud thinks ‘Athacir’ is a title, like ‘the brave’ or ‘the valiant’, 

and I have not spoilt his illusions. I showed him the gardens and horses and hounds and 

have given him the run of the place and a palace to live in and servants to wait on him – 

they obey me, now I am Beydeluz’s companion – and told him I would come to him 

every day, and he is content, I think. 

I had to leave him and go back to the battle, but I left him practising swordplay 

against some of the Bright Ones. 
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I flew back, and found the battle still being viciously fought, and Halid’s troops hard 

pressed. So I made a horse and donned armour and rode into battle on his side and 

struck down warriors and killed but could not be killed, and sought out Halid, and found 

him unhorsed and in difficulty. Then I rode up and leapt off my horse and said, ‘Mount, 

my noble lord, I beg you,’ and fended off his enemies at he did so; he did not recognise 

me, but thought that I was one of his young warriors, come to his aid in the battle. We 

fought strongly, but the enemy was well led for all that they had lost Rashud, and more 

than our side. 

Then Halid’s own bodyguard came up to him, and I made myself a new horse and 

rode among the enemy, driving them back. And they went back – and I thought, ‘Halid 

has won,’ and breathed a sigh of relief, for I love him. 

Then I felt a sudden pain in my chest, and I changed form and flew to his side. He 

has fallen – struck in the chest by an arrow – a fault in his mail: oh, Halid, noble 

warrior! How could this happen? 

I screamed as I materialised by him; I held him in my arms, I shrieked like a mad 

creature. Those around drew back; they said: ‘It is the demon goddess,’ and they waited 

in silence. I threw my spirit around him; I cradled his life in my hands; I cried: ‘Halid, 

Halid, you must not die!’ I poured myself into him and held him steady, and his heart 

did not stop beating, nor his lungs cease to breathe. 

Oh, Halid, Halid, noble prince! I have honoured you, hated you and loved you. You 

are the only one who can hold this kingdom together; you alone are respected by all. I 

cradled you in my hands, I breathed strength into you. I coaxed your failing spirit-flame 

back to life. I wept over you. ‘Oh, my dear spouse – Halid, Halid, don’t leave me.’ 

At last he opened his eyes and saw me and said: ‘Djahn, why are you here? You 

should be at the palace...’ his voice was very faint. I said: ‘Oh, my noble spouse, I heard 

your death cry, and felt the pain of the wound and flew to your side.’ 

He nodded and said, ‘I knew you are a faithful wife,’ and closed his eyes. I thought 

then he was dead and wailed: ‘Alas! Halid! Oh, my noble lord!’ but then I felt his life in 

my arms and knew he was not dead. I cradled him to me, and carried him swiftly, all but 

flying, to the camp, where I laid him down in the doctor’s tent. 

News spread through the army that the demon had come to help Halid, and the 

enemy retreated and dispersed. Halid’s army held possession of the field; and in the 

doctor’s tent, Halid was tended, and his life was saved. 

The doctor made me leave the tent. He said the last thing Halid needed was an 

hysterical wife shrieking over him. 

So I waited outside, weeping, and the rest of Halid’s generals came to encourage me 

and reassure me: ‘He is a strong man – he’ll pull through’; ‘now you are here, he’ll be 

fine.’ At last the doctor led me go back in, and I knelt by Halid’s bed and held his hand 

and kissed it and said, ‘Noble lord,’ and wept quietly. The generals crowded in also, and 

Halid said to them, ‘Note the fidelity and loyalty of my wife; let none accuse her of 

disloyalty, for she bore me from the field when I was wounded – she saved my life.’ 

They all nodded and said: ‘Yes, lord, we all saw her; she has saved you and proved her 

loyalty.’ 

‘Oh, my lord and master,’ I said, ‘I have told you, I took Rashud to my bed when Aju 

was prince and would not stir from the palace – I hoped to make a noble ruler of him. 

But then you came to me instead and I had no further need of Rashud.’ He nodded and 

said, ‘So you have told me, my dearest.’ Then he said to the generals, ‘You have all 

heard my wife speak,’ and they all said, ‘Yes, we have heard her.’ 
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Then Halid said, ‘Where is the traitor Rashud?’ The general who had been on the 

spot said: ‘He was slain on the field; I saw him fall.’ Halid said, ‘Good. What of the 

enemy?’ ‘They have fled, noble lord,’ they all said. ‘Good,’ said Halid. 

Then he dismissed them, but me he retained, and I waited on him, bringing him 

water to drink and holding his hand. I told him how much I love him and that he is the 

only man who can rule the kingdom, ‘for all respect you.’ He looked into my eyes and 

said, ‘And all respect you, my dearest wife.’ 

So we talked, and he drew me to him, weak as he was, and kissed me, and said, 

‘When I am well, my heart, I will get a child on you – I promise – and he will rule after 

me,’ and I smiled and said, ‘As you will, my lord.’ 

I can see I have let myself in for it now. I shall have to do the best I can, I suppose. 

When I was happy that Halid would be all right I left the doctor to take care of him 

and went back to Orani and reported what I had done and said, ‘And I have promised 

both of them a child; I have never made children before, but I will have to do so now.’ 

She smiled and said, ‘They will not be as perfect as ours, lord.’ 

‘No,’ I said, ‘their mother will not be so perfect,’ and I kissed her tenderly, and we 

made much of each other. 

 

They brought Halid back in a litter the next day, and I went out to meet him with the 

officers of the palace. I dressed plainly and kept my face veiled, and knelt by the litter 

and wept over him and gave thanks that he was alive. Those escorting him said that I 

was a noble and faithful wife and that were it not for me Halid would be dead, but I 

said: ‘My noble lord, all this came upon the kingdom through me; I am at fault, and it is 

for you to do judgement on me.’ 

But he waved this aside and said, ‘My dear wife, I know that all this happened 

because of Aju and before you ever came to me; do not distress yourself any longer, but 

stay by me.’ So the litter was brought inside the palace, and Halid addressed his officers 

from his litter, and thanked them for their service and said the kingdom should rejoice 

because he had won the war against the rebels. 

So he gave gifts to his generals and leading warriors, and then dismissed them, but I 

remained my him day and night and nursed him. If I also spent time with Orani and 

Rashud, he knew nothing of it; so far as he knew, I never left his side. We talked 

together and for the first time I could see him without his bravado, his violence and his 

pride; and I saw the real man, a man of courage and integrity, who holds me far more 

dearly than I deserve. For of course it is not true that I have been his faithful wife. I 

slept with Rashud as well as Halid, even after the rebellion began. 

Surely he must know this! But he chooses to overlook it. He talks to me sweetly and 

tells me I am the fairest and wisest woman in the land, and that he loves me dearly, 

which I now see is true. I am sorry he loves me, for I do my lovers no good at all. But I 

remain with him and try to comfort him and nurse him. 

After a week or two when he felt much better, he asked me to lie with him in his bed 

and hold him in my arms, which I did willingly, and he said: ‘In your arms, Djahn, I 

feel strength flow into me; the sight of your flawless white skin alone is sufficient to 

enflame a man. I promised you a son from me; I feel it is long since time for me to fulfil 

that promise.’ 

How strange he should assume that my dearest desire is a child! But men are strange: 

Karlot has often said so. ‘Whatever you desire, my noble lord,’ I said. 

‘Djahn,’ he said, ‘I wish you would tell me what you really want! You always hide 

your heart from me. I believe you love me – you seem to love me – yet you never show 

me your whole heart.’ 
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‘Noble lord,’ I said quietly, ‘I am a demon, and my whole heart is too great for a man 

to bear; be content that I am with you in your bed and give you my love.’ 

‘Let me give you a son,’ he said, almost plaintively, ‘nothing else would please me 

so much, and I believe it would be the greatest honour and glory for you.’ 

‘Let it be as you wish, my noble lord,’ I said, kissing him sweetly. 

He was still weak, but he got on to me and into me and filled me with his seed; and I 

held the seed within myself; later I would use it as I had already used Rashud’s seed for 

a similar purpose. 

So we lay together and he was happy. I made out I was happy, but I am still anxious: 

for Orani and our child, and for Aju’s children, whom I protect in this palace, and for 

the land, which is not yet at peace. Lord Barazan is angry for the death (as he thinks) of 

his son, and Jelihad, the son and heir of Aju, is twelve and will soon be old enough to 

challenge Halid for his father’s throne. But I keep him out of Halid’s way, and try to 

keep him out of Halid’s mind. 

In any case, after I had lain with Halid he slept and I went to Totschlussen and took 

Halid’s seed and created a spirit plant, which as Beydeluz’s companion I now have the 

power to do. I poured Halid’s seed and my own seed together, and stirred the two 

together to form a coloured ball of swirling mist, and then poured the swirling mist into 

the seed pod of the plant, and sealed it up, and left it to grow into a physical creature, a 

creature of spirit and body, a baby in fact. I imprinted it with a human form, and after 

nine months it will be born from the plant, like a ripe seed – although there is no time in 

Totschlussen as there is in the physical world, nevertheless its growth will take an 

equivalent period. I had already done the same with Rashud’s seed, so now I have two 

babies growing. 

Then I felt oddly sad and tired, as if a great deal of power had been taken from me to 

create these beings; but I suppose that making babies is very exhausting, for my wives 

are often very tired and sad. So I went to find Beydeluz and my Twin and my wife, and 

found them in the room I call the library, where much learning is to be found. When 

they saw me, they greeted me with love and kisses, and asked how it is in Turkland, and 

I poured out all my troubles – or rather their troubles that I have caused – and explained 

that I have promised to make two children, and what I had done. 

Then they all laughed, long and merrily, which both annoyed and comforted me. 

Berthol said, ‘Can you really make children, Jan? Can we come and look?’ I said, ‘Not 

completely real: humans call them “changelings”. But they will act much the same, I 

hope.’ 

So they all three came to see my two little plants growing in the sunshine in the 

garden. Karlot asked: ‘Are the babies boys or girls?’ 

‘I don’t know,’ I said. She found that very funny for some reason. 

‘I haven’t decided yet,’ I said, a little annoyed at her for laughing. ‘Halid’s has to be 

a boy, but Rashud’s could be a girl. I don’t need to decide yet.’ 

‘Are you sure it will work?’ asked Berthol. 

‘Oh, yes,’ I said, ‘I’ve been thinking about it for a while, and now Beydeluz has 

given me the power I decided to try it out.’ 

Beydeluz put his arms about me, drew me to himself and kissed me passionately, and 

I returned his kiss. 

‘If it works,’ said Berthol, ‘we may all be parents if we wish – but watching 

Hellmuth, I wonder if all the worry is worth it.’ 

I thought of my little Jorge and said: ‘Yes! Definitely it is,’ and my companions 

laughed merrily, but our prince was grave. 
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‘You three are my creations,’ he said quietly, his lovely face tender and solemn, ‘and 

you have grown into fair young creatures and are fulfilling my hopes for you.’ 

We all glowed with pride, and Berthol said: ‘Should we all create, then? Is creation 

part of growing?’ 

‘Yes,’ he said tenderly, ‘you also should create in return, as you were created.’ 

Berthol was suddenly pale, and I thought: ‘My poor shy reserved Twin is afraid,’ and 

I put my arms around him and said: ‘we will see how mine turn out and then we can all 

try.’ 

He grinned, reassured, and said ‘yes’, and kissed me. 

‘I’m going to be a father soon,’ said Karlot, ‘which is odd! But we’ll see how your 

little plants grow, Jan. Are you going to grow a bulge when you are with your Turks?’ 

Berthol said, ‘Yes, and you must wear voluminous clothing to cover your bulge!’ 

I blushed and said, ‘Yes, I know this is going to be rather difficult. I’ll ask Orani and 

Gunhild – they can advise me.’ 

We stayed a little longer together in Totschlussen, but then I had to go back to tidy 

up in Turkland. First I went to see Rashud, to make sure he was all right; I invited 

Berthol and Karlot to meet him, but they refused: he is my lover, they said, and he 

would be intimidated by so many great spirits descending on him. 

But I went to Rashud and found him sleeping after a day of hunting and fighting with 

the young warriors I had introduced him to, and I woke him gently, all glorious in my 

Bright One form, and climbed into bed with him, and we made love for a long while. 

‘Rashud, my dearest,’ I said, ‘are you happy?’ 

‘Yes, my sweet love,’ he said. ‘Your servants and warriors are most faithful and 

attentive, and I have been waited on and entertained most pleasantly. I only lack you.’ 

‘Come out into the garden,’ I said, ‘and let us walk together.’ 

So we walked out together, and I dressed in Turk robes for his benefit, but without 

any veil. My people of Totschlussen know me whatever form I take – form does not 

matter here – but Rashud prefers my female form as I have it in Turkland. 

We walked and sat together and kissed and laughed together, and made love in the 

sunshine. Then we took horses and rode out together through the woods and fields, and 

all was most fair, as it always is here. At last we returned to dine and sit together while 

music played and dancers danced, and finally we retired to bed. 

As I undressed, Rashud said: ‘Dearest, may I touch your stomach? Can I feel the 

child yet?’ 

I said, ‘Yes, darling – but I don’t think you will feel it yet.’ 

I must find out from my wives how it should feel. Oh, dear! Making children is so 

difficult!’ 

 

I went back to Turkland between being with Rashud and I will tell it all here before 

going back to how we got on fighting the Rus. 

With Halid, I allowed my body to change gradually. Gunhild sat me down on our 

bed at Hochstark and talked me through pregnancy, while Jorge played on the floor and 

laughed at us as Gunhild said: ‘No – no – sit like this – you’ve got a big weight on your 

front.’ She must find it strange to be telling her husband how to act as if he is pregnant, 

but she takes it all in her stride. I love her very much. She is my sanity and reality. 

‘Your breasts will get bigger,’ she said, ‘have you thought of that?’ 

‘No,’ I said, horrified. ‘Really?’ 

‘Yes. Oh, Athacir! Didn’t you notice mine?’ 

‘No,’ I confessed. ‘Not really – you are just you – always lovely.’ 
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‘Oh, silly one,’ she said merrily. ‘Well, they’ll get much bigger; and your face will 

swell – and perhaps your ankles – and you must rest and not go riding, because that can 

cause miscarriage. And your hair will grow thicker.’ 

‘I see,’ I said. 

‘And you’ll get pale in the face. Are you sure you want to do this?’ 

‘No,’ I said, ‘but I’ve promised them; how fast should all this happen?’ 

We worked out a timetable, and then stopped to play with Jorge, who was getting 

bored of his mummy and daddy talking to each other instead of to him. 

So, back with Halid, I got slowly larger and more tired and preferred to rest than 

walk and did not ride. I also expressed a preference for fruit and fine wine and milk, and 

Halid was very anxious that all my requests should be met. He himself got well and 

active again. 

One afternoon, while I rested in my chambers with Orani – who knew it is all a game 

and is helping me – her time grows closer and closer – a servant came to say that I had a 

young visitor who desired to speak with me. 

‘Show him in,’ I said, and rose to receive my visitor, while Orani withdrew to a 

window seat. 

Jelihad entered, dark haired and slender and tall for his age, a fine young warrior at 

twelve, his sword at his side. He bowed formally to me, and I to him; and I asked him to 

seat himself, which he did. 

‘Sir,’ I said, ‘you are most welcome. Will you have some fruit, or sherbet, to refresh 

yourself?’ 

‘No, noble lady,’ he said firmly, ‘I have not come to eat or drink but to talk.’ 

‘Very well,’ I said, ‘please, tell me why you have come.’ 

‘Noble lady Djahn,’ he said, ‘you have guarded me and watched over me, yet I 

should have no love for you, for you bewitched my father so he could love no other 

woman and forgot my mother the noble princess and all his other wives, and you bound 

him so he could not go out to fight, and then you helped Lord Halid overthrow him, and 

you betrayed his bed and stood by while Lord Halid killed my noble father.’ 

I felt tears rise to my eyes. ‘Noble prince,’ I said, ‘it was not by my will or advice 

that your father died – I tried to save his life.’ 

‘You tried badly, then,’ he said, his face quite red with anger, ‘and now you have led 

the kingdom into war again, and Lord Rashud is dead and my people scattered because 

of you; and now you are carrying Lord Halid’s child I shall be supplanted. Noble lady, I 

come to declare my defiance of you; you and I are enemies.’ 

Orani drew in her breath, and I was very distressed. ‘Noble prince,’ I said, ‘I came to 

this land because your father brought me as a prisoner and a slave, and many times I left 

him and he begged me to return. I did not return by my own will but by his. And I urged 

and prayed him to go out and fight – but he would not.’ 

‘He was besotted by you,’ said Jelihad. ‘You bewitched him, demon woman!’ 

‘Jelihad,’ I said, ‘noble prince – it is my will that you should succeed Lord Halid as 

prince of this realm.’ 

‘What of your child?’ he cried. ‘I shall kill it.’ 

‘I will take it away and we shall leave this realm,’ I said sadly. ‘And as for Rashud, 

he is not dead, but I will not tell you where he is. Jelihad – Lord Halid cannot harm you 

because I do not allow him to harm you. Noble prince, wait a little longer; when you are 

of age you may challenge Lord Halid for the throne.’ 

‘That will be six years,’ he said angrily. 

‘And if I leave now,’ I said, ‘Halid will kill you at once; and he would have killed 

your father much more quickly if I had not stopped him.’ 
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He scowled at me and cried: ‘You are a witch and a murderess. You killed my father 

and when I am old enough I shall kill you.’ 

I regarded him with sorrow, not hatred. I was so sorry for him, and I did not know 

how to reach him – I cannot cope with hatred. 

‘Jelihad,’ I said, ‘I cannot bring back your father, and I grieve for him daily, and 

Lord Halid abuses me for it. I will continue to protect you, and Halid cannot touch you. 

I salute your courage, but be wise, young warrior: don’t rush against Halid until you are 

ready; he is a wise and seasoned warrior.’ 

He hesitated then. Perhaps something in my voice swung him; perhaps he saw my 

tears. I was not wearing my veil. 

‘But how can I attack him?’ he said bitterly, looking away. ‘He has just defeated 

Rashud, and I am only a child.’ 

‘If you bide your time a little,’ I said, ‘until you are of age, and win the lords of the 

land as your friends, then they will support you. But you must act carefully and 

remember Halid is wise.’ 

‘Will you support me?’ he asked. 

‘Yes,’ I whispered, ‘for what it is worth!’ 

‘Thank you,’ he said, and bowed and went out without another word. 

I sat and cried after he had gone. He is so like Aju, but more so. 

 

The second painful interview I had was with Lord Barazan, Rashud’s father. He came to 

pay his respects. By this time I was five months gone (supposedly) and spent a great 

deal of time resting, and Orani was due to give birth. Orani withdrew to her chamber 

and I received Lord Barazan, who bowed low before me, and with tears flowing down 

his face, said: ‘I see a sight my son longed to see and did not, the love of his heart 

carrying his child.’ 

I rose and embraced him, with tears in my own eyes, and said: ‘Noble sir, do not 

weep; Rashud is safe in my own country, and I have his child safe; I will explain, if you 

desire it.’ 

When he heard this he was staggered and said: ‘What do you mean? I saw my son’s 

dead body, covered in blood.’ 

‘Sir,’ I said, blushing, ‘I am sorry; I had to pretend he was dead – I put a semblance 

in his place – but Rashud is safe and well, and I will take you to him now if you wish.’ 

‘Yes,’ he said at once, ‘yes, noble lady, I want to see him; there is nothing I desire so 

much.’ 

I took his hands and said: ‘Come with me, sir,’ and led him across the room; but as 

we walked, I slipped us into Totschlussen, and we were in the gardens of the castle, and 

the sun was shining warmly. As we stood, horses galloped across a meadow nearby; and 

I called and waved, and one rider separated from the rest and came towards us. 

Then Lord Barazan saw the young man who rode it, and ran towards him with cries 

of joy; and Rashud (for it was he) leapt off his horse and ran to his father, and they 

embraced with tears. 

‘Father,’ said Rashud, ‘welcome! I am so glad you have come.’ 

‘Oh, my dear son,’ said Lord Barazan, ‘I feared you were dead – I believed you were 

dead. Oh, my dear son – I am so glad to see you well and happy. How did you come 

here?’ 

‘Lady Djahn brought me,’ said Rashud, and turned to smile on me, and I stepped 

forward and he put his left arm round me and kissed me and said: ‘Isn’t she beautiful, 

father? She is the loveliest creature in existence.’ 



58 

 

I smiled on him and leaned against him – he is very handsome and strong and good 

to me and I love him. Rashud’s father glowed with joy to see us and said: ‘Rashud, I 

can hardly believe this. When did you come here?’ 

‘My sweet lady rescued me from the battle, Father,’ said Rashud, ‘and brought me 

here, and here we live in comfort and joy.’ 

Lord Barazan looked at us, and now I thought he would weep with joy. Then Rashud 

put his hand on my swelling stomach and kissed me again, and I smiled and blushed and 

returned his kiss. 

Lord Barazan must have wondered then whose child it really is; and perhaps he 

decided it is Rashud’s child. In any case he was happy. I led them both into the palace – 

a squire took Rashud’s horse – and I gave them a fine meal, and we entertained Lord 

Barazan and he stayed the night in one of our fine rooms with my servants to wait on 

him, while Rashud and I slept together. 

In the morning I showed Lord Barazan round the castle, and he wondered much at all 

its beauty. Rashud walked with us, and some of the younger Bright Ones in male form 

as Rashud’s companions. They crowd around Rashud because he is a physical being 

and they all want a physical being – like salt wants water – but they know they cannot 

have him for themselves because he is mine. Still, they can win his friendship and 

approval and learn the ways of humans, and so hope to win a human for themselves 

later. 

At last I said I must take Lord Barazan back to Turkland, and Rashud and I embraced 

fondly, and I caught Lord Barazan thinking that he had never seen me so much devoted 

to Aju or Halid. Then I took Lord Barazan’s hand, and led him back to Turkland. 

After that Lord Barazan often came to pay his respects to me. Halid should be 

suspicious, but he is so much in love with me at the moment – because I am pregnant, 

or supposedly so – that he never questions it. 

Anyway, at this point I shall drop this narrative and go back to the battle against the 

Rus. 

* 

[Karlot] 
We went back to the House rather reluctantly, and left Adal and Hellmuth sleeping, and 

went back to Berthol’s room. Jan said: ‘I supposed I’d better go and see my two would-

be assistants,’ but he found them asleep, and left them to sleep. He came back and slept 

in Berthol’s bed with Berthol and me; it was a squeeze, but it wasn’t the first time. 

We got up for Matins, and dressed and washed faces and hands and went down to 

chapel. The Draper was there and the Grand Commander, and Albrecht Thun and 

Heinrich had managed to drag themselves out of bed, but Hellmuth and Adal were 

conspicuous by their absence. Elred and Marc were there with the Marshal. 

We three stood together, and I don’t know about me, but my two Brothers were 

glowing visibly, and so, I guess, was I. It makes a change from the days we came back 

from Totschlussen with death in our faces – but we are past all that now. 

My Three came and joined us, and Thun and Heinrich came up and stood up and 

Berhol said: ‘Hopping somewhere?’ 

Thun scowled at him and said, ‘Yes – here.’ 

‘Jan forgot us last night,’ said Heinrich. 

‘He didn’t. You went to sleep,’ said Berthol. 

‘He could have woken us,’ said Thun. 

‘He’s tired,’ I said. 

‘He’s had a row with the Grand Commander,’ said Berthol. ‘He’s not in the mood.’ 
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‘So the wedding is off?’ asked Thun hopefully, and the Grand Commander looked 

around from talking to the Marshal and gave us such a look. Oops! 

The Chaplain came back in and one of the servants started the bell for Prime. A few 

more Brothers came in, including Hellmuth and Adal, who came and joined us. Jan 

remained on his knees throughout – I’m not sure he was “with it” at all throughout the 

service. 

After the service came the Lenten meditation, and only after that did Jan say 

anything. Berthol stayed for once – he said he’d rather be with us two just at the 

moment, even if it meant braving the Chaplain. The Chaplain was amazed, but he took 

it very calmly and never said a word, only greeted Berthol kindly, and at the end he 

asked us all if we wanted to give our confessions before we went into battle. 

The other brothers did, and Jan said: ‘We three should say something before we go,’ 

so we waited. Berthol said: ‘Jan, don’t be silly! What can we say?’ Jan said, ‘I’ll do the 

talking – you just sit by me.’ So Berthol agreed, rather reluctantly. 

Anyway, at last it was Jan’s turn and he said the three of us wanted to talk to the 

Chaplain together. So we all sat on the floor in front of him and Jan said we had been to 

Death’s Castle with the terrestrial angels and the prince of the angels had taken us into 

his retinue and company, ‘and it is for you, sir, to judge whether that be good or bad.’ 

Then he talked about the Draper and Turkland, very briefly, and then I said I was still 

sleeping with the Three, and Jan and Berthol, and (last night) Hellmuth and Adal. Then 

the Chaplain looked at Berthol, who blushed scarlet and said: ‘Sir, you know I can’t 

bear to give my confession. But I guess you know I sleep with Jan and Karlot and Adal. 

And I sleep with Elric and Marc occasionally. And I go to Death’s Castle and fly with 

Jan and Karlot to look at the Rus. and sometimes I am rude to Albrecht Thun and 

disparaging about the Grand Commander and the Draper.’ 

The Chaplain tried to look grave, but really Berthol’s confession doesn’t amount to 

much. So he gave us all penances and absolved us, and Berthol looked very relieved. 

Afterwards Berthol was very cheerful, which for a man who claims not to have a 

soul was quite funny! 

* 

[Berthol] 
We all set out after Terce. The guests came along – Jan mustered them in the front and 

rear and our baggage, what we had, in the middle. 

We knew that the Rus were setting out and we knew where we planned to meet them. 

The Lith and Shee were due to meet us at an appointed place to advance together. We 

were all quite cheerful, but I was sad because I was missing the pleasures of 

Totschlussen. I can understand now why Jan is so wild over Beydeluz: he is stunning 

and glorious. 

Elred and Marc rode beside me and tried to cheer me up. Elred said: ‘What’s wrong, 

sir?’ I said: ‘I’m missing Totschlussen.’ Marc said: ‘Oh, it’s lovely there. Do you 

remember when we picked flowers and made ourselves coronets? Let’s do that again 

next time we go.’ 

‘When can we go again?’ Elred asked me. 

‘When this campaign is over,’ I said. 

‘Are you worried?’ Elred asked. 

‘I’m not sure,’ I said. I was a bit worried, but I wasn’t sure why. 

Now, you will remember that we three were supposed to be in two places at once, 

but of course we were on the march all that day and could not get away to the Rus. I had 

Elred and Marc with me, and Jan had Albrecht Thun and Heinrich and other hangers-

on, and Karlot had her Three, and so we were never alone or able to slip away. When 
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we pitched our tent that night we found that our companions were very eager to separate 

us, and the novice master came to fetch Marc and Elred away, and the Draper wanted 

Jan to go to his tent, but Jan said he would stay with me – except that Thun and 

Heinrich insisted on coming into our tent too. Karlot went to her Three, but we all 

agreed – silently – to meet later, when everyone was asleep. 

So we met and flew away to the Rus and joined them and saw all their forces and 

saw how they set out to attack us, and we went with them as Rus warriors. But as we 

went, we were called aside by one of the commanders and told to take our forces (for 

we had Marinetta’s forces under our command) by a different route. Then we realised 

that the Rus were planning an ambush, to come on our people from the rear and attack 

them unexpectedly. 

Well, we did as we were told, but we were anxious, and when we slipped away at 

last, when we had bent time enough, we rushed back to the camp and ran to the 

Master’s tent to warn him. 

The Master, as it happened, was awake and discussing matters with two of the 

pilgrim leaders, and when we three dashed in, so excited that we had scarcely 

remembered to take on our proper forms and put on our habits, so that we looked more 

like angels than three Brothers, he was not much pleased. We all bowed and Jan said: 

‘Sir, forgive our discourteous interruption, but we have news which you should know.’ 

The Master said, not very pleased, ‘What is it, commander?’ 

‘Sir,’ said Jan, ‘the Rus are coming by a different route – their plan is to fall on us 

from the rear.’ 

The Master blinked and swallowed as he took in this news, but the two pilgrim 

leaders said: ‘What? How do you know?’ 

‘We have our spies, sirs,’ said the Master, ‘and clearly they have just returned to 

report.’ 

‘I would like to speak with them,’ said one of the leaders. 

‘No need, sir,’ said Jan shortly, and then, to the Master: ‘what are your orders, sir? I 

am reluctant to divide our forces.’ 

‘I will call Council,’ said the Master. ‘Go and summon the commanders, Brother, 

and the leaders of our guests.’ 

So we called Council, as quietly as we could so as not to wake the other Brothers. 

The leaders of the Shee and Lith were there, and our commanders, including Adal, who 

was not happy at being woken so early, and the pilgrim leaders. We all sat in the 

Master’s tent by candlelight, and Jan made our report, because he speaks well: his 

training at Magdeburg has helped. 

Then one of the pilgrim leaders said: ‘Are you sure this report is correct? Perhaps it 

is a trick.’ 

‘No, sir,’ said Jan quietly, ‘I am sure it is correct.’ 

‘It could easily be a trick,’ said another leader. ‘I would like to talk to these spies of 

yours.’ 

Jan shook his head and said, ‘No, sir: they do not speak Tiutsch.’ 

‘On the contrary,’ said Prince Gayel, ‘they speak it well – too well.’ 

Jan jumped with shock, and so did Karlot and I, and we stared at Prince Gayel – we 

had not expected him to speak. 

‘All right, Gayel,’ said Adal soothingly. ‘Leave it.’ 

‘No,’ said Gayel. ‘Your sweet-tongued maiden has said enough. Don’t 

misunderstand me – I am sure he is speaking the truth about the Rus – but he has run 

circles round you long enough. Why the Order which claims so much for itself puts up 

with his sorcery and lechery I cannot imagine.’ 
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‘Gayel,’ said Adal again, more firmly, ‘leave it.’ 

‘We come to fight for you,’ said Gayel, warming to his subject, ‘and you call us 

“pagan” and “barbarian”, although we are religious and cultured people, because we do 

not fit your ideas of culture and religion. But he – or should I say that  – is neither one 

thing nor another, a seducing demon, and you tolerate him. Give me leave to remove 

him from your midst and this campaign will go more smoothly.’ 

Jan did not move – Karlot and I did not move either – but our spirits, if you like, 

moved together, and we three eyed Gayel calmly but warningly. I don’t think he knew 

he had us two to deal with as well – he only saw Jan. I wasn’t watching Jan and Karlot, 

but Hellmuth was glowering at Gayel, and so were the Draper and Treasurer, and the 

Marshal was looking grim, and the Grand Commander was looking at the floor, and the 

pilgrims were looking bewildered. 

‘Noble Prince Gayel,’ said Jan at last, and his voice was calm and clear and noble, ‘it 

is true we do not love each other, but in speaking as you do, you only throw dishonour 

on yourself. Why should I boast before this throng of what God has pleased to show 

me? They have all seen me pray in chapel and can judge for themselves on my piety. 

Noble prince, I pray you, let us defer this quarrel until after the battle and decide what 

we are to do about the Rus’s new strategy.’ 

‘My advice,’ said Gayel, ‘is that we divide our forces in two.’ 

‘That is not my advice,’ said Jan quietly, ‘for our forces are small in relation to the 

Rus.’ 

‘So what is your advice, sweet maiden?’ retorted Gayel, and his tone was definitely a 

sneer. 

Jan sighed, and suddenly seemed very distant and remote, as if he were looking into 

the beyond. I felt Karlot shiver – I shivered myself – I thought: ‘He is reaching out, as 

he does when he prays; he is opening that door he spoke of.’ Then Jan said, ‘We must 

draw up our forces so as to be ready to meet attack from any side.’ 

‘I think that is our only option,’ said the Draper, ‘given the paucity of our forces as 

compared to the Rus.’ 

Jan looked at him and met his eye and smiled a smile of gratitude and affection, and 

suddenly the atmosphere in the tent was relaxed, and the pilgrim leaders began to talk 

and to give their advice. 

After the meeting, when all was decided, the Draper came up to Jan and said: ‘What 

is the matter with that mad barbarian?’ 

Jan smiled ruefully and said, ‘He regards me as a rival for the affections of the 

Constable.’ 

‘I see,’ said the Draper. ‘I can see it is a pity I did not claim you at the very start – 

then you would never have gone with Ludwig to Au and run foul of him. I thought just 

now he was going to split the army in two.’ 

Jan smiled sweetly and said, ‘So did I.’ 

I said, ‘I think we should all get some sleep – tomorrow is going to be a long day. 

Are you coming, sir?’ and I led the way out of the tent, Karlot at my side. 

The Draper, however, led Jan away to his own tent. I thought it better to let them go. 

At least the Draper was on our side. Jan gave me a grin as he went, and I knew he 

would be back soon, and somehow I didn’t mind so much after all. 

* 

[Jan] 
Karlot went back to the Three and Berthol to our tent, and the Draper led me off to his 

own tent. Once inside, he closed the flap firmly, and took me into his embrace. Then he 
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said, drawing back for breath, ‘What did that barbarian mean about withdrawing you 

from our midst, my heart?’ 

‘He can’t,’ I said lightly. ‘He is a priest of his people, but I am more powerful than 

he is.’ 

‘What did he mean?’ said the Draper again, kissing my mouth tenderly. 

‘He wants to exorcise me,’ I said lightly. ‘But I cannot be exorcised – or at least, not 

by him.’ 

The Draper laughed and kissed me again and said: ‘Come to bed, my heart.’ 

So I let him undress me and lead me to his bed, and let him make love to me – he 

didn’t try to tie me up, as it was very late (or early in the morning) and we were both 

tired. 

I fell asleep quite quickly and slept soundly, and was woken by Berthol saying: ‘Jan 

– Thun is fretting over you. You’d better come back.’ 

‘Bother,’ I said, and kissed the Draper awake. ‘Darling,’ I said, ‘I must go back to 

my own tent – my comrades are asking for me.’ 

He blinked and said: ‘They can wait.’ 

‘Darling,’ I said, kissing his cheek, ‘if I don’t go back, people will talk; our Brothers 

already know, but I don’t think our guests do.’ 

‘They will if you go through the camp in that state at this time in the morning,’ he 

said, yawning. 

‘I won’t,’ I said quietly, getting up and picking up my clothes. ‘I’ll see you in 

Matins, darling.’ 

Then I slipped through space to Berthol’s tent. I thought the Draper wouldn’t mind – 

at least, not too much. 

 

I had hardly materialised when Albrecht Thun threw his arms about me and said: 

‘About time! Why do other people get all the attention?’ 

‘It isn’t fair,’ said Heinrich. 

‘You’re supposed to be asleep,’ I said, pushing Thun gently off. 

‘So are you,’ said Thun, ‘and you’ve been loitering with the Draper.’ 

‘I was asleep,’ I said firmly. 

Berthol said, ‘Oh, give them a cuddle and then come to bed.’ He seemed very calm, 

compared to his explosion of the other day. I think going to Beydeluz has made a big 

difference to him; he is far more confident in himself now. So I said: ‘All right,’ and 

kissed Thun and then Heinrich, but they dragged me to their beds and rolled me up in 

their blankets and made much of me, so in the end we were making love. Then we went 

back to sleep. 

We woke for Matins and dressed, and Thun and Heinrich shaved, and we went into 

the chapel tent. The Draper was there and the other high officials, including Karl, except 

Adal, who never gets up for Matins now. I am sorry. He has fallen back in all sorts of 

ways. 

I will let Karlot take the pen because the rest of the day is chronicler’s business. 

* 

[Karlot] 
In March in the fourth week of Lent in the thirteenth year after the Great Sack of Reolt, 

the House and the guests and the Lith and the Shee and the Est and the people of the 

land rode out to meet the Rus. The Rus had many forces but the forces of Our Lady 

were few, and the Rus had set ambushes and divided their forces so as to lead Our 

Lady’s forces into a trap. 
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Now, fortunately the Brothers were aware of this and guarded themselves well. And 

when they met the Rus there was fierce fighting and much bloodshed, but the Rus were 

not able to overcome them. 

Now, in the thick of the fight were Brother Karlot who wrote this and his comrades 

Brothers Berthol Posen and Jan Posilje. And as the battle raged, it happened that Prince 

Gayel of the Shee came on them. Now, he was jealous of us because of our friendship 

with his comrade Brother Adal, and when he saw us he cried out a challenge. 

Then Berthol cried: ‘We are your allies, Gayel! Save your strength for the Rus!’ 

Prince Gayel answered, ‘You are worse enemies to me than the Rus.’ 

Then he charged down on us, and killed our horses, so we were left on foot. 

Then as we battled to protect ourselves from the Rus, our Brothers came up and saw 

what had happened and fell on Gayel of the Shee and tried to kill him. So the Brothers 

fought their allies and the Rus fell on them and the battle grew more bitter still. 

Then Jan said, ‘This is ridiculous: Gayel will lose us the battle,’ and he reached out 

his arms and cried: ‘Fenir!’ and a lot of other names I recognised vaguely from what 

Beydeluz told us. Then he said to us two, ‘We can’t stay down here, and Fenir will 

expect us to look impressive,’ and he made himself a horse by enchantment and gave it 

to me, and one for Berthol and one for himself, and we mounted. Then across the 

battlefield flew Fenir, the little red demon, and a host of his comrades, and they 

gathered about us in the air, for they are naturally airborne. Fenir bowed and scraped to 

Jan and said, ‘Greetings, mighty prince – I came as quickly as I could. What is your 

command?’ Jan said, ‘Fenir, faithful servant, you see my comrades hard pressed by the 

Rus. Help us to drive them back, as we drove back the heretics in Magdeburg.’ 

Fenir was delighted, and Jan said to us, ‘Now we become invisible and fly.’ Berthol 

said, ‘We’ll follow you.’ Then Jan slipped out of the view of humans – and Berthol and 

I did the same – and drove his horse, which was really only a semblance, into the Rus 

ranks, but a little above them, so we were flying above the ground. Then, at the head of 

Fenir’s troop, we swept across the Rus, not so much killing as casting dismay and fear 

into all as we went. 

And the Rus broke and fled. Not all of them – only that battalion – but they fled, and 

we were left in possession of the field. 

We swung back to deal with our quarrelling comrades, and found that they had taken 

Gayel prisoner and were threatening to cut off his head. Osto had his hands tied behind 

his back, and Heinrich had a sword at his throat. 

Jan leapt from his ‘horse’ and cried: ‘Stop! Don’t kill him.’ 

‘He’s a traitor,’ cried Heinrich, ‘he attacked you in the middle of the battle.’ 

Jan faced Gayel and the two looked at each other. I had always thought that Gayel 

was a ferocious figure of a man, massively built and strong, bearded and with long hair 

golden with wax. But now I realised he is weak compared to Jan. Jan is lordly, 

handsome, straight-limbed and strong, and cool and calm and noble, and next to him 

Gayel looks like a grubby barbarian – even though he is slightly taller than Jan. And 

Gayel feels his inferiority, and does not realise how it has happened. 

Jan said: ‘Prince Gayel, you attacked us in battle and tried to kill us, but you failed, 

and our comrades came to our help. Go back to your own forces – I release you.’ 

Gayel would have spat, but Jan’s power was too great for him. He could only say, ‘If 

I failed this time I will succeed another.’ Then Osto let him go, and he walked away. 

‘You’re mad,’ said Heinrich to Jan. ‘He hates you and he’ll try to kill you later. He’s 

failed this time but he’ll have another go.’ 
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‘He can’t kill me,’ said Jan calmly, ‘or Karlot or Berthol; but thank you for coming 

to our rescue.’ He smiled at Heinrich, who threw his arms about Jan and hugged him – 

he couldn’t kiss him because he was wearing his helmet. 

Thun said, ‘I think that barbarian’s dangerous. You need a bodyguard.’ 

Jan looked up at Fenir and his demons, who were circling overhead, and said 

sweetly, ‘Don’t worry, Albrecht. Let’s go and help the rest of the army, now our Rus 

have run away.’ 

So we rode off to deal with the rest of the Rus, and Fenir and the others came with 

us. 

It was a bitter battle, but with the help of Jan’s demons we drove the Rus back and 

held the field. Then we ourselves drew back and set up camp. 

We held a council of war. Jan said we must send scouts to see what the Rus were 

doing. He said he would go with me and Berthol. The Brothers agreed, but Gayel 

muttered. He did not (fortunately) speak. 

So we three set out, leaving our comrades to sweat; but we told them we would be all 

right. And of course we were, for we took our Rus forms and went to attend on the 

Emperor of the Rus. 

The Emperor of the Rus was not happy. He needed a victory to keep his forces 

happy, and he could not understand why his people had fled before inferior forces. 

‘Sir,’ said Jan, all innocence, ‘it is like the Tiutsch flee before the heretics of Boeme. 

They say the Boehme are sorcerers and devils and no one can fight them.’ 

The Emperor frowned and said, ‘And why did you flee, sir knight?’ 

‘My lord Emperor,’ said Jan sweetly, ‘I followed you, as is my duty.’ 

‘I put you in charge of the wing which was to fall on the Tiutsch from the rear,’ said 

the Emperor testily, ‘what happened?’ 

‘My lord Emperor,’ said Jan, ‘we attacked, and made good progress, and then our 

forces panicked for no reason and our horses turned and fled without any command 

from us; and that is why I speak of sorcery. But once from the field we regrouped and 

came to your support, and you, my lord, know what happened.’ 

The Emperor ‘humphed’ and got up from his chair and walked up and down the tent. 

‘I don’t believe in sorcery,’ he said shortly. 

‘My lord,’ said Jan quietly, ‘it is not our habit to flee, as you know.’ 

‘Then we will attack again at once, tonight,’ said the Emperor. ‘Unless they have 

retreated – scouts? Where are they?’ 

‘They are encamped on the other side of the field, my lord Emperor,’ replied one of 

the Emperor’s scouts. 

‘So we will go at once,’ said the Emperor. 

This was awkward, but we saddled up horses, donned our armour and followed him. 

At some suitable point the three of us crossed time back to our camp to arouse the 

host and warn them of the impending attack, before returning to the Rus. I was 

wondering what we could properly do, but Berthol said: ‘This is it. I don’t see what we 

can do except get ourselves killed.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Jan, ‘we’ll have to pretend to be killed – otherwise we’ll end up fighting 

ourselves!’ 

Something in me simply hated the idea of letting myself get killed, but in the end I 

just fell down and pretended to die with the other two, and left semblances in our 

places, and flew back to join our comrades in the camp, fighting for our lives against the 

Rus. 

It was a bitter battle, but Jan called up his demons to help us, and we charged into 

our attackers and fought ferociously. I broke several lances and lost my horse again, but 
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I made myself another – not as good as the ones Jan makes, but I haven’t had the 

practice – and fought on desperately. I rescued my Three a few times and then we ran 

right into Gayel’s regiment – if I can call his band of barbarian cut-throats that – and 

Gayel saw me and yelled: ‘Ah! Another of these demons!’ – and swiped at me with his 

sword. 

Now, I know I can’t die because I am with Aramir, but it scared me, and I stabbed at 

him with my lance, and caught him in the arm. He gave an almighty yell and tried to kill 

my horse, but when his sword went in and out without making any difference, he 

panicked and began to yell things in Shee, which of course I can understand now and I 

realised he was calling me an evil demon, which sounds much worse in Shee than it 

does in Tiutsch. 

So I yelled at him in Shee, ‘Prince Gayel! Remember your lady Oglive and recall 

that I am her friend!’ 

‘A curse on your friendship,’ he swore, ‘one or the other of us will die here,’ and he 

took his sword in his good hand and swiped at me again. 

‘It will not be me,’ I said, and I left him there and took my horse and went back to 

my Three, so that I vanished before his very eyes. 

Well, we drove the Rus off at last. The next day the Master sent a small troop to look 

for the Rus and we found that they had retreated. 

‘This is awkward,’ I said to my Brothers, I mean the Twins, ‘because if I’m dead I 

can’t go back to Marinetta.’ 

‘That’s no good,’ said Berthol, ‘we will have to be severely wounded rather than 

dead.’ 

This wasn’t difficult, as there were plenty of Rus wounded and dead as well as our 

own, and we spent the next day embalming our dead to take back and sending the Rus 

back their dead and wounded. So the three of us made sure our Rus personalities were 

among the severely wounded, and so we were able to keep up our double existence 

which has been so useful, and not distress Marinetta. 

And the Brothers and guests went back to Reolt, and the Lith and Shee and Est went 

back to their places, and the people of the land to their homes. But I and my Brothers 

the Twins were anxious because of what Prince Gayel had said, and we saw that it had 

come to a fight for Adal’s soul, and neither side was willing to lose him. 

 

We were scarcely back at Reolt before Brother Adal the constable went back to Au with 

Brother Hellmuth his companion, and the three of us, my two brothers Brothers Jan 

Posilje and Berthol Posen and I, begged them to stay, but they would not. It was a bitter 

parting for us. 

But Jan had to go to see the bishop of Reolt. Berthol and I insisted on accompanying 

him, because we were rather afraid that he would get himself ordained without the 

House’s leave – and when Brothers Albrecht Thun and Heinrich Heil saw Jan was 

talking to the Chaplain after Terce and heard the word ‘bishop’ they came sidling up 

and listened and insisted on coming too. 

So in the end we were quite a party, Berthol and I, and my three, Brothers Thietmar, 

Rudolf and Osto, and Thun and Heinrich. Elred and Marc, the two novices Berthol is so 

fond of, are not allowed out except on House business, and we didn’t ask anyone else. 

We knew we must be quick because Jan had to go and call on our guests in their 

lodgings and make sure that they were all right after the campaign, visit the wounded 

and invite everyone to supper at the House – which would be a celebration for an 

expedition successfully concluded. So really we only had an hour to spare between 

Chapter and doing our rounds of the guests. 
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Well, Jan was annoyed by the escort, but he put up with it. When we got to the 

bishop’s palace he left us all in the bishop’s hall and went into the bishop’s solar to 

speak to the bishop in private. He shut the door, but of course we all listened on the 

other side, and Berthol and I, when we concentrate, can hear almost every word Jan 

says. 

So Jan went in to the bishop. Well, I suppose he will have to write this bit – oh, Jan, 

my darling! You will be the death of me yet! 

* 

[Jan] 
Yes, I went in to the bishop. I was dressed in the habit of the Order and my hair was 

tidily swept back over my shoulders and down my back, and my skin no longer glowed 

with Shee wax as it once had but with health, and I was as presentable as I could make 

myself. 

So I went in, and bowed low and said: ‘My lord bishop, I have come to speak to you 

on the subject of my proposed ordination, which as you know my Order has forbidden 

at the present time.’ 

He said, ‘Sit down, Brother Posilje. Yes, your chaplain told me all about this. I am 

sorry – your Order is lacking in good priests.’ 

‘Yes, sir,’ I said sadly, and sat down on the stool to which he waved me. He himself 

sat on a folding chair. 

‘Now,’ he said, ‘Why have you come to see me? Are you thinking of disobeying 

your order?’ 

‘Sir,’ I said, leaning forward and clasping my hands earnestly on my knees, ‘I came 

to ask your advice. I am in great agony of heart – I long to progress, and my Order 

forbids it. What should I do?’ 

He sat and pondered. ‘Why did your Order oppose your progression?’ he asked 

thoughtfully. 

‘The Brothers say we need knights more than priests,’ I said soberly. 

‘Yes,’ he said, ‘that is what your chaplain told me. But I have heard rumours in the 

town, Brother, and it occurs to me that there might be something else.’ 

I kept my eyes on his face. ‘What sort of rumours?’ I asked calmly. 

‘They say,’ the bishop said quietly, ‘that you are a sorcerer who led your brothers 

into sorcery, a sodomite who sleeps with the high officials of the House, and a demon – 

I am not sure how all these stories fit together, but could you explain their origin?’ 

I bit my lips and felt my cheeks grow red. I looked at the floor. ‘Yes, my lord 

bishop,’ I said quietly, ‘if you have a day or two. It was not by my will I was dragged 

into sorcery – although it was by my lust I fell into sodomy with the lord constable, but 

he learnt it from the Shee – and as for the demon, I desire the priesthood is order to be 

sure of my salvation – so ordained, I will be secure from evil.’ 

The bishop regarded me in silence. Then he said, ‘I have heard about a papal legate – 

the archbishop of Lubuk.’ 

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘he it was who taught me sorcery, against my will.’ 

‘Do you have records of this?’ he asked thoughtfully. 

‘Yes,’ I said. ‘The previous bishop had a record made. We have a copy in the House 

– I believe we kept the bishop’s copy also.’ 

‘Send it to me,’ he said. 

‘Yes, my lord,’ I said, thinking quickly. ‘It is all by Brother Adal the constable, sir – 

shall I add what you need to explain what I was doing?’ 

‘Add whatever you think necessary,’ he said, smiling at me, and suddenly I felt 

lighter of heart. I flung myself on my knees before him. 
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‘Oh, sir!’ I said, ‘Is it then possible that I might progress?’ 

He rose to his feet and put his hands on my head, and I bowed my head and shut my 

eyes, and he spoke words I identified as Greek – for Pieter has been teaching me. As he 

spoke, I felt peace surge through me, and I was all at once sure that my way would be 

cleared. At last he removed his hands from my head and stepped back. 

‘Peace be with you, my son,’ he said kindly. 

‘And also with you, Father,’ I said, and rose, and bowed low, and left him. 

My comrades were waiting outside the door – Thun and Heinrich angry, the Three 

amused, Karlot and Berthol anxious. 

‘Well?’ Thun demanded. 

‘I’ll tell you later,’ I said. ‘Now we have to visit the guests.’ 

I swept out and they all followed me. Karlot and Berthol kept their eyes on me. Thun 

and Heinrich kept asking questions, which I ignored. The Three talked among 

themselves. When we got outside, I spoke to my two companions, Berthol and Karlot. 

‘The bishop has asked me for a copy of Adal’s account of the legate Bertrando,’ I 

said, ‘and I have promised to provide one. Will you help me copy it out?’ 

‘God!’ Berthol exclaimed. ‘Does he really want to read about everything?’ 

‘No,’ I said quickly. ‘Not on my life – never will I let anyone read all our lord Adal 

wrote – it was disgusting. But we can edit it – he really wants to know how we came to 

go to Totschussel.’ 

‘I see,’ Karlot said. ‘Jan – darling – promise me something.’ 

‘What?’ I asked, smiling at her. 

‘Don’t do anything which will upset our prince,’ she said earnestly. 

I kissed her mouth quickly. ‘I might,’ I said quietly. 

‘If you are going to, I won’t help you copy Adal’s chronicle,’ Karlot said firmly. 

‘And neither will I,’ Berthol said. 

I looked from one to the other – anxious, determined, and blithely innocent of what I 

already know. 

‘I’ll try not to upset him,’ I said sweetly. ‘I promise.’ 

Thun muttered something to Heinrich, who nodded. I knew what it was: ‘And if you 

believe that, you’ll believe anything.’ 

Clearly Berthol and Karlot thought so too, but they nodded solemnly and said, ‘All 

right.’ 

Then we mounted our horses and rode to find the guests. 

 

The next few days were a whirl of administration and guest–cosseting. They have to be 

flattered, fed, kept out of the townspeople’s hair and generally given a good time. I was 

on the go all the time and was glad of having Albrecht Thun and Heinrich to help me. 

Whatever their standards of moral behaviour, they can work when motivated. Apart 

from that, we were copying and rewriting Adal’s chronicle. Reliving those dreadful 

days is extremely painful, to say the least. 

We finished it at last, and Karlot took it to the bishop with her Three as escort. He 

took it with thanks, apparently, but made no other comment, and Karlot came straight 

back. 

Meanwhile I was sitting working in my office while Thun and Heinrich were down 

at the port running an errand for me – and I heard a rustle and a flap and looked up from 

my desk. 

‘Greetings, Fenir,’ I said kindly. ‘What brings you here?’ 

‘Noble prince,’ the little spirit gabbled, ‘I and your humble servant Liranth have 

come to pay our humble respects to your sovereignty.’ 
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I smiled at his enthusiasm and said, ‘Thank you, Fenir; I am grateful for your 

attention.’ 

‘Noble prince,’ said Liranth – he was another war spirit, red and spiky like Fenir, but 

a paler shade of red – ‘it is no less than our duty to wait on you. Indeed, we are anxious 

that you have not summoned us and fear we have displeased you.’ 

‘No, faithful servants,’ I said gently, ‘I will call you when I have need of you, but at 

present I have none, so by all means roam as you will.’ 

They shook their spiky heads. ‘Noble prince,’ said Fenir, ‘we find you here bent with 

cares when you should be riding the wind in glory. Tell us, what is wrong? Why are you 

here?’ 

‘We would gladly escort you wherever you go,’ added Liranth. 

Of course they would, for they hope to gain power and status from serving me. As 

usual, I hadn’t thought of this happening: powerful I am, but very young and 

inexperienced. I have gained power too quickly, as Beydeluz says – but even he doesn’t 

know how much power. 

‘My faithful servants,’ I said, ‘I remain in this House because it is my power base – 

but if you please, remain here, but let no one see you.’ 

They cheered up at that and stationed themselves by the window. Demons usually 

enter and leave buildings by the window, so for them this was like guarding the door. 

I forgot to mention that I was now in my own office again. As he had promised, the 

Draper had cleared out a room for me to use. I was close, therefore, to Berthol (and 

Karlot, when she is helping him), and opposite to the Draper and not far from Karl – but 

Karl is still not speaking to me, to my great grief. 

‘Lord,’ said Fenir, ‘most noble prince – you are sad – why are you sad? We will do 

anything to help you if we may, noble prince.’ 

‘It is a matter of no importance,’ I said briskly. 

‘If it makes you sad, noble prince,’ said Liranth, ‘it is a matter of great importance; I 

beg you, let us help you.’ 

I had to smile at their eagerness – they are as bad as Thun and Heinrich – but they 

want power from me and status rather than physical satisfaction and status. However, all 

in all there is not much difference. 

‘It is nothing you can assist me with,’ I said, smiling fondly at them – they are very 

sweet – ‘but I thank you for your concern.’ 

‘Noble prince,’ said Liranth, ‘is it a certain noble lady who lives near here? She has a 

great brick house on the east road.’ 

I hesitated, and realised he couldn’t mean Gunhild or Orani, so who did he mean? I 

had to scan his mind and then I saw he meant Lady Oglive. 

Of course I gave myself to her when I returned from Turkland, but I have not seen 

her for several months, since I went to Magdeburg. I have been trying to live chastely, 

and I think Gayel is trying to keep us apart; so Oglive does not come to the House, and I 

do not go to Au. 

‘I have not seen her for a while,’ I said, ‘for she has her own slaves and servants.’ 

‘But you do not even go to look at her,’ said Liranth. ‘Noble prince, I don’t 

understand you. You are so great a prince –’ 

‘Hush!’ I said sharply, and the little creature was silent at once, its eyes great and 

staring, its hair stuck our stiffly, its whole attitude one of fear. The poor thing thought I 

was about to strike it in anger – and it is only a minor demon, and such a blow would 

destroy it. 

‘All right, Liranth,’ I said quietly, getting up from my desk and laying down my pen, 

‘I will go to look at Lady Oglive and you two will accompany me.’ 
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They relaxed and cheered up at once at that. 

So I changed my form to a great bird and flew out of the window, and they flew with 

me, and none saw us go. We flew straight to Au, and landed in Oglive’s chamber, 

where she lay resting. I left my two servants to watch the door and window, and I went 

and knelt by her bed, in my own form, as young and as handsome as I can make myself. 

‘Lady Oglive,’ I said quietly, ‘I understand that you wish to see me.’ 

Oglive opened her eyes and rolled on to her side and looked at me and smiled. ‘Jan,’ 

she said, ‘why didn’t you come before? I told Adal to bring you.’ 

‘I’ve been so busy,’ I said, ‘and I didn’t realise you particularly wanted to see me.’ 

‘I told him he must bring you,’ Oglive said angrily, ‘but he didn’t.’ She paused, then 

said: ‘He’s out hunting with Hellmuth, so we can talk in peace.’ 

I eyed her swelling stomach and said, ‘I heard you are expecting again.’ 

‘Yes,’ she said anxiously, ‘and I think it’s Gayel’s child, and he is going to be 

completely unbearable. If it’s a girl he will want to disinherit Cara. Jan, tell me – is it a 

girl?’ 

I was taken aback by her easy acceptance of my powers, but she has lived long 

among the Shee and they believe in magic, unlike the Tiutsch. So I said ‘Let me put my 

hand on the place,’ and I did so and felt the child move and felt its thoughts and said: 

‘It’s a boy.’ 

‘What a relief!’ she said, and her face cleared, and she smiled. ‘Oh, dear; I’ve been 

so worried for Cara.’ She looked at me and said, ‘Are you happy or angry?’ 

‘Why should I be angry?’ I said. ‘Of course I am happy for you – I hope all will go 

smoothly for you.’ 

‘Adal and Hellmuth will be jealous,’ she said anxiously. ‘Adal so wants it to be his.’ 

Poor Adal. But I am very relieved. ‘I am not jealous,’ I said cheerfully. ‘I am the 

least of your slaves, and I have a son already and another child coming.’ 

‘Adal says you get about,’ she said thoughtfully. ‘I wish you would come here more 

often.’ 

‘I thought you were well provided for,’ I said, ‘and Gayel does not love me.’ 

‘No,’ said Oglive, ‘he doesn’t. In fact last night he was calling you a demon and a 

seducer. I was wondering what brought that on.’ 

‘I want Adal back,’ I confessed. ‘He has left the House and he has effectively left 

Totschlussen. And I miss him and want him back. Gayel does not want me to have 

him.’ 

‘No,’ Oglive said, ‘of course not, Jan! You wouldn’t take him from me? You know 

he is my first husband – I mean, my first love.’ 

I hesitated. Of course that was exactly what I wanted to do. 

‘Oglive,’ I said quietly, ‘you know I love him too.’ 

‘I know you do,’ she said desperately, ‘but, Jan, I helped you return – I helped save 

you – you owe me a life – I claim Adal’s.’ 

Of course she saved me, but it did me no good in the end. I thought longingly of 

Adal – the lovely, bold warrior I had known – and how he had changed to a quiet, 

workaday man who thought only of his wife and domesticity. I shook my head. 

‘Oglive –’ I said, ‘he is declining here. He is not the man you loved – the man we 

both loved. He is hardly even a knight. He is growing old. I want to revitalise him – 

give him back his youth.’ 

She looked at me solemnly and said: ‘How old are you, Jan?’ 

‘Nearly thirty-eight,’ I said. ‘Why?’ 

‘You don’t look it,’ she said. 

‘No,’ I said. ‘That’s because –’ 
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She interrupted me with a raised hand. ‘I know – it’s because of Totschlussen. Jan, 

since Karlot unified with Aramir I have lost my demon lover, and I don’t love 

Totschlussen. Don’t tell me you want Adal – you’ll take him away to Totschlussen, and 

I’ll never see him again.’ 

‘Oglive,’ I said, ‘Karlot can still come to you, and so can I, if you desire it – but we 

thought you did not. I will take you to Totschlussen.’ 

‘No,’ she said, ‘not me, and not Adal. Please, Jan.’ 

I considered. She was expecting a child. I should not take her anywhere. But I 

desired Adal so much – and I need him. Like Beydeluz, I need human worshippers. On 

the other hand, there was Oglive herself, reproaching me for not loving her as I 

should.... 

‘Oglive,’ I said softly, and rose from my knees and put my arms about her and sat on 

the bed next to her. ‘Oglive, don’t be afraid,’ I said tenderly, ‘I won’t hurt you or Adal – 

I only want your love, sweet Oglive –’ and I kissed her long and warmly, and she put 

her arms about me and returned my kiss. 

What a fool I am! I had never realised she wanted me back so much. She has three 

husbands and I never thought she wanted me too. 

Pregnant as she was, I pressed her gently down on to the bed and made much of her, 

very gently, and made love to her, soaking up her love in return. I had just finished 

when I heard Fenir squeak, and at the same moment I realised danger was coming. I sat 

up quickly and protected myself and Oglive (my two spirits could cope alone). Then the 

door flew open, and in strode Gayel, with Adal and Hellmuth. 

We were both clothed, but dishevelled, and it was perfectly obvious what we had 

been doing. It was also perfectly obvious from the expressions on the three husband’s 

faces that they were not happy about it. 

‘Jan?’ cried Adal, ‘what are you doing here?’ 

‘Jan,’ exclaimed Hellmuth, ‘how did you get in?’ 

‘You miserable slave,’ shouted Gayel, ‘how dare you lie with our lady when she is 

carrying our child?’ and he leapt at me, but could not touch me, because I was 

protected. His hands hit something painful, and he recoiled. 

I jumped to my feet. ‘You will not touch our lady,’ I said angrily, ‘she is lady here 

and acts as she pleases. And you will not touch me, for I am out of your power.’ 

‘Jan,’ said Hellmuth angrily, ‘you don’t know the law here. You have no business 

sleeping with Oglive now – she is carrying a child of one of us three, not yours.’ 

‘She does as she pleases,’ I said, ‘and I act to please her – what is that to you? I came 

at her request and I will depart when she pleases.’ 

I felt Oglive’s emotions sharp in my own breast, and realised with a shock that she 

wished it was my child. Of course, I thought, it can’t be – I haven’t seen her for so long. 

‘You’re too busy to come,’ retorted Hellmuth, ‘remember?’ 

‘Oglive herself summoned me,’ I returned, ‘so I have come out of time.’ 

‘Demon,’ exclaimed Gayel, ‘evil creature, have you come to abort our lady’s child?’ 

– and to my astonishment he picked up a bronze knife from the table by the window and 

flew at me, thinking to damage me with a weapon not of iron – but of course I only 

brushed it aside. 

‘I have come to bless, not curse,’ I said. ‘Lady Oglive, is it your will I depart? I will 

leave you if you desire.’ 

‘Perhaps you’d better,’ she said sadly. ‘Goodbye, Jan.’ 

‘Until we meet again,’ I said, and kissed her cheek, and vanished from their sight. 

Then Fenir, Liranth and I flew away. 

‘She is very unhappy, noble prince,’ said Liranth. 
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‘She loves you, noble prince,’ said Fenir. 

‘I know,’ I said, and wondered what on earth had gone wrong to make her want me 

rather than her husbands. 

I went back that night after making love to Berthol and Karlot – sending them on to 

Totschlussen, promising to follow later. I found Oglive alone in her room, having sent 

her menfolk away. She was sitting writing at her desk by candlelight; when I appeared 

and bowed to her she put down her pen and said: ‘Thank goodness.’ 

[And I, Adelheide, know what she was writing, although Jan did not; it was a letter 

to Jan, telling him all her love. She kept the letter but she did not give it to him because 

there was no need.] 

‘Lady,’ I said quietly, ‘I must ask you: what has gone wrong?’ 

‘Not here,’ she said, ‘my men will hear.’ 

So I took her to Totschlussen, to the garden there. Fenir and Liranth frolicked in the 

grass while she and I sat under a tree and talked. I could hear Berthol and Karlot with 

Beydeluz somewhere near and Rashud riding with the spirits of Totschlussen, but for 

now all my attention was on Oglive. 

‘I haven’t been here for ages,’ she said sadly, ‘since Aramir brought me – years ago. 

Before you even came to Au with Adal.’ 

‘I did not know you wanted to come,’ I said as gently as I could. ‘Aramir did not 

know whether you loved him or not.’ 

‘I know,’ she said sadly, ‘I didn’t know myself. And I have so many responsibilities 

– but I am getting so tired. I hate being pregnant. Cara is difficult – she’s jealous – and 

Gayel is throwing his weight about. He’s sure the child is his. He’s worked it out.’ She 

sighed heavily. ‘And you and Karlot never come now,’ she ended. ‘Hellmuth says you 

have a new lover: the Draper.’ 

‘Yes,’ I said softly. 

‘So you forget your old ones,’ she said. 

‘I don’t,’ I said, ‘but I really didn’t think you needed me – and I know Gayel hates 

me.’ 

She gave me a wide-eyed, sorrowful look. ‘I miss Aramir,’ she said. ‘He doesn’t 

come anymore, now he is Karlot.’ 

‘I’m sorry,’ I said quietly, and then I knew what I must do, and I knew what she 

wanted. I said: ‘A lady of the Shee should have a demon lover – someone above and 

beyond her human men.’ 

‘Yes,’ she said. ‘I enjoyed Aramir’s love; I didn’t know how much until he left me 

for Karlot.’ 

‘I am your slave,’ I said softly, ‘but I will be your lover too, if you desire.’ 

‘Yes,’ she said, ‘and come when I call you.’ 

‘Of course,’ I said, because I know I must, and I can go out of time – bending and 

twisting time around myself. Then I bent a little and kissed her tenderly, and she 

responded so sweetly that I made love to her, very gently because she is expecting. And 

as I did so, I felt the child in her womb reach out to me, and I heard it call out: ‘Daddy!’ 

Daddy? How could I be the child’s father? I had not been to Au for so long ... I drew 

away from Oglive with a jolt, and said: ‘Darling, did you hear the child? He spoke.’ 

‘Yes,’ she said, and – reaching out one hand to stroke my hair – ‘he called you 

“Daddy”. I dreamt that you were his father, but I thought it was a dream.’ 

I looked into her thoughts and saw the dream, and said: ‘But I can’t be – I didn’t 

come to Au that night.’ 
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‘You did,’ she said, ‘I remember you came. I was all alone – the men are so wrapped 

up in each other that they hardly ever come to my bed now. I was so lonely, and I was 

longing for company, and you came.’ She smiled tenderly at me. 

I was completely bewildered. How could I have been there? I had been at Reolt, or 

perhaps in Turkland, or with Gunhild, or even with Pieter in Magdeburg. Because I am 

a demon I can step in and out of time, and time is nothing to me. Then I realised: if time 

is nothing to me, then I can stop back now, and go to her now, as she was that night, and 

comfort her … 

‘I can go now,’ I said. ‘I’ll go to you now, darling’ – and I reached out, and stepped 

across, and I was standing by her bed in her room at Au, and she was all alone and 

weeping into her pillow. I didn’t stop to ask what was wrong; I could sense that 

Hellmuth and Adal were together in another room, and Gayel was playing with a new 

squire he had got. I simply stepped up to the side of Oglive’s bed, and bent and touched 

her shoulder, and said: ‘Darling.’ 

She turned her head, and opened her eyes wide, and said: ‘Jan!’ 

‘Darling,’ I said, ‘Don’t cry. I’ve come to comfort you.’ 

‘Jan,’ she said, and sat up; ‘I’m so glad you’ve come. It’s so difficult here – the 

harvest – the taxes to pay the Rus – and Adal doesn’t care – and all Gayel wants to do is 

hunt and drink, and Hellmuth only wants to play with Cara and none of them care about 

me …’ 

I was shocked to see her so unhappy; it isn’t like Oglive to get depressed. She is 

always so determined and outward-looking. But I know that the land is hard-pressed 

now, because of the heavy taxes to pay the tribute we have to pay the Rus to stop them 

attacking us. And Oglive’s men are all very romantic but not much practical use. 

I sat down on the bed and took her in my arms. ‘Don’t worry, darling,’ I said, ‘I’m 

here, and Karlot and I and Berthol will come over in a few weeks and help you, when 

the guests have been and gone.’ And then I kissed her, and she welcomed me into her 

bed. 

We played a long time, and then we slept; and when we woke, it was nearly dawn. I 

kissed her and said, ‘I’ll come back in a few weeks, when the guests have been and 

gone,’ and then I left her to sleep longer, and stepped back across to Totschlussen, to 

where I had left her in the future, and kissed her again (so far as she could tell, I had 

never let go of her), and said, ‘I’ve been and returned, darling.’ 

She sighed softly and smiled at me. ‘Jan,’ she said, ‘is Gayel telling the truth? Are 

you a demon?’ 

‘Yes,’ I said softly, ‘I am – or a terrestrial angel, whichever you wish.’ 

‘Lady,’ said Liranth indignantly, ‘our prince is not – he demeans himself.’ 

I sat up, angry. ‘Silence, Liranth!’ I cried. ‘Who gave you leave to speak?’ 

He coiled up on himself and quivered with fear, but Oglive caught at my arm – flung 

out to rebuke him – and said: ‘Jan, don’t be cross with him! He’s only little.’ 

‘He lacks respect,’ I said angrily. 

‘I think he’s very sweet,’ said Oglive. ‘Like a little dog. He follows you everywhere, 

does he? Don’t be angry with him.’ 

I subsided. ‘All right,’ I said, mollified. ‘Liranth, you may speak.’ 

Liranth uncurled and looked anxiously at me. ‘Noble prince, mighty one,’ he 

gabbled, ‘forgive me for speaking unbidden, but it is true. You are not true to yourself – 

you are a mighty prince and you act like a servant and it is not right. You should be 

riding the Earth in glory and you cower in the little house in Reolt – it is all wrong, 

noble prince. And you should not call yourself a demon, for that is a word humans use 
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for the likes of us, weak and feeble creatures, but you are a great prince, a mighty spirit 

who wields great power when you care to use it, noble prince.’ 

Oglive eyed me carefully. ‘I think he is telling the truth,’ she said, ‘so don’t be 

angry.’ 

‘It is the truth,’ I said, ‘but don’t talk about it, please, Oglive! Beydeluz does not 

know – or has not noticed – or is not aware – and I don’t want him to know.’ 

‘I don’t think you can avoid it,’ she said carefully. ‘I’m sure he must know.’ 

I nodded silently. 

‘Does it matter?’ she asked. 

‘I can break away from him whenever I choose,’ I said, ‘but I don’t want to until I 

am ready.’ 

‘Does it matter?’ she asked again. 

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘I think so. When he knows – I will go beyond, or go away, or depart – 

I will go to God.’ 

‘What do you mean?’ she asked. ‘You are with God already.’ 

‘Of course I’m not!’ I exclaimed. ‘I can’t be.’ 

‘Why not?’ she asked. ‘You are good and kind – Jan, don’t you realise? You glow 

with God. Of course you are already with God.’ 

‘But I am a – a – one of the rebels,’ I said, ‘not an obedient angel. How can I be with 

God?’ 

‘I haven’t noticed,’ she said calmly. ‘Jan, don’t you understand? You are a good 

spirit. Not an evil one. Don’t you see? You already work God’s will – if you still have 

to work at being godly, then you are only like the rest of us. But you don’t need to break 

away. You are already going to God.’ 

Fenir and Liranth nodded vigorously as she spoke, and fixed me with their eager 

eyes; and I suddenly realised that Oglive was right, and that I had been wrong. I am 

already going to God: I have to work out my salvation like everyone else, but salvation 

is as open to me as to everyone else, for like humanity I am a created being and I too 

can be saved, if only I seek God. 

Oglive and I sat for some while making much of each other and talking. She told me 

about what has been going on at Au; Adal’s continued jealously of Baas: ‘so I can never 

have her to stay, I have to go to her,’ and Gayel’s bullying of Adal, ‘He drags him away 

– I don’t know why Adal puts up with it,’ and her love for Hellmuth and Cara, and her 

relief that this child was mine, and  boy, so that it would not replace Cara. I comforted 

her as best as I could. But the main thing she said – the thread running through 

everything – was her need for advice and support: ‘I only have Baas to turn to, and Adal 

hates her.’ 

I put my arms about her and held her close, and she laid her head on my shoulder. 

Fenir and Liranth frolicked in the grass, and Oglive laughed to watch them: ‘just like 

little dogs,’ she said again. Some other spirits came up to pay their respects to me, ‘Lord 

Athacir’ and I presented Oglive to them. Of course they knew her name, and they were 

all very respectful, because not only is she a human and has physical existence but she 

is growing a child within herself, something none of them can do. So they regard her 

with awe and wonder and great respect. 

They sat around us and talked politely with us, and as we talked Berthol came up, 

bright and handsome and diffident, and I rose to meet him. 

He bowed to Oglive and kissed her hand and said, ‘Lady, I am glad to see you here! 

Aramir said you would not come.’ 

‘I thought it better not,’ she said, ‘but I changed my mind.’ 
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‘I am very glad,’ he said, smiling his broad boyish smile – but he is more noble than 

boyish now – ‘Aramir would like to talk to you; he’s nearby.’ 

Oglive blushed and said, ‘That would be nice.’ But her expression belied her casual 

words. 

‘Lady,’ said Berthol, ‘may I borrow Athacir? And I will send you Aramir in 

exchange.’ 

Oglive agreed, and the spirits crowded round, eager to make her feel at home – partly 

in honour of me, but mostly in honour of herself and her child. I kissed her and said, 

‘I’ll be back soon,’ and Berthol took my hand and led me away. 

‘I see you’ve got an escort,’ he said, as we went. 

Fenir and Liranth trotted along on all fours behind us. ‘Yes,’ I said, ‘and they aren’t 

anxious to leave.’ 

Berthol shrugged. ‘All right,’ he said, and kissed me. 

When we arrived in Beydeluz’s chamber, we found him with Karlot. As we entered, 

I felt my face grow pink, and I cast down my gaze and stood before him confused and 

embarrassed. My brother and sister were puzzled, but I said: ‘Oh, my lord prince! I have 

deceived you, but now I come to you with a full heart, and I will deceive you no longer. 

I thought I could not love both you and God, but now I see I can.’ 

Berthol and Karlot made remarks to which I paid no attention, for Beydeluz took me 

in his arms and held me close and kissed me very passionately, and drew me into 

himself as two spirits together; I think my sister and brother joined in, but my love was 

only for Prince Beydeluz. 

Karlot left to go to Oglive – as there is no time in Totschlussen, she was with Oglive 

a moment after I had left her. I don’t know what Berthol did; perhaps he stayed with 

me. But I remained in Beydeluz, pouring out my love for him. I opened my heart and 

mind entirely to him, and told him that I laid before him all my power, all that I am; for 

I was more than I had ever admitted. And Beydeluz replied that he had known that I 

was more than I admitted, and had been waiting and hoping for me to admit it. And he 

said, ‘When I gave you leave to go after Jan Posilje, Athacir, I did not expect you to go 

so far.’ I said, ‘My lord and prince, must I leave you and ride alone with my entourage?’ 

‘No,’ said Beydeluz. ‘Stay with me, Athacir, all three of you, and be my companions. 

My power is greater for your presence, and yours for mine.’ 

So we of Totschlussen were in perfect happiness – except we regretted that we had 

lost Adal. 

 

So it was that Oglive became my lady-love, and I visit her regularly now, out of time; 

and I opened my heart to Beydeluz, and admitted to him and to myself that I am a great 

spirit, his equal in power if not in experience. Yet my heart still mourned, for I still 

loved Karl. 

A few nights later I was in the Draper’s bed – I will not explain how I was there, 

only that I was, and that the Draper had stripped me naked and bound my ankles and 

wrists and made love to me, and now he was kissing my chest. And I enjoyed his lust, 

but as I lay there I thought of my other lovers, and of Karl my sweet heart, and I felt 

very sad and heaved a sigh despite myself. 

‘What is it?’ asked the Draper, kissing my mouth tenderly. 

‘Nothing,’ I said, and tried to smile. 

‘I don’t believe you,’ said the Draper shortly. ‘What’s wrong? Shall I untie you?’ 

‘It’s not that,’ I said, bringing my hands down from above my head, so that my arms 

were around him, ‘but I was thinking.’ 
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‘Dangerous,’ said the Draper. ‘So I don’t measure up to some of your other friends? 

Is that it?’ 

‘No,’ I said sadly, ‘you measure perfectly well, my dear. But – I do miss Karl.’ 

The Draper snorted. ‘I hoped you were well quit of him.’ 

‘No,’ I said sadly. ‘I love him very much, Dietrich.’ 

‘And you don’t love me,’ he said. ‘Don’t try to deny it – I can tell.’ 

‘If I didn’t love you,’ I said crossly, holding him tightly, ‘would I keep coming back 

to your bed? I’m sorry I sighed, Dietrich. Perhaps your sweet kisses reminded me of 

Karl for a moment – perhaps Karl is thinking of me – I don’t know.’ 

He kissed me again and said, ‘I love you, whether you love me or not.’ 

‘Oh, Dietrich!’ I exclaimed, and shed my bonds and kissed him passionately, and we 

rolled across his bed, and all but fell on the floor. 

Still, when we had done – and torn the sheets, which made me laugh at the thought 

that Dietrich would have to apologise to himself as Draper for the damage – Dietrich 

said: ‘I cannot understand what you and Karl saw in each other.’ 

I sighed deeply and said, ‘Karl is so sweet.’ 

‘I don’t know what you mean by “sweet”,’ said Dietrich shortly. ‘Karl is a hard-

hearted idealist. He’s so virtuous it’s obnoxious. He’s proud and complacent and he 

thinks he’s always right. He makes me sick.’ 

This outburst made me smile. I said quietly, ‘Perhaps it’s his virtue I love in him – 

his purity in comparison to my sin.’ 

‘I’ve told you before that you are pure,’ said Dietrich. ‘There is nothing filthy in you 

– it is Karl who is disgusting in his self-satisfied virtue.’ 

I laughed tenderly and stroked his face. ‘You’re very sweet,’ I said softly, and kissed 

him on the mouth. 

He laughed shortly and self-deprecatingly. ‘As I said, I don’t know what you mean 

by “sweet”,’ he said. 

‘Lovable,’ I said simply. 

He gave another short laugh. 

‘Don’t laugh,’ I said earnestly. ‘You have reproached me for running myself down, 

but you are no better.’ 

He laughed shortly again and said, ‘No.’ 

I put my arms about him and said, ‘Are you very jealous? My relationship with Karl 

is – was – quite different from my relationship with you.’ 

‘I am jealous,’ said Dietrich. ‘I could never understand what attracted you to him.’ 

I giggled and said, ‘I told you: I love his virtue, which you detest – but I don’t come 

to you for virtue.’ 

‘You wouldn’t get it if you did,’ he said; and, picking up the ropes I had magically 

tossed aside earlier, he again bound up my wrists and ankles and said: ‘Now tell me you 

want me.’ 

I lay down on my back, raised my arms behind my head, opened my legs and 

squirmed as if in pleasure, stretched myself and sighed pleasurably, while he watched, 

stony-faced; but I knew he was drooling with desire. I squirmed and stretched for a few 

moments, sighing and moaning to myself, as if simply being naked and bound on his 

bed was arousing; and then I began to murmur sweet words to him, urging and begging 

him to come and make love to me, and calling him ‘my strong lover’ and so on. A few 

moments of this was all he could stand, and he flung himself upon me and embraced me 

so hotly he knocked all the breath from me, and then rolled me on my stomach and 

mounted me so vigorously I cried out. He was quite rough, so much had I aroused him, 

but I drew his passion into myself and absorbed it, and felt strengthened and more 
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powerful. Then at last he said: ‘My heart, let’s sleep; I am drained and you are full,’ and 

closed his eyes. I snuggled up to him and waited until I heard him breathing regularly, 

as one who sleeps. Then I shed my bonds and slipped away. 

I knew what I must do, and I hoped that, strengthened by Dietrich’s passion, I would 

be able to bring it to a successful conclusion. I dressed myself in my habit and went in 

the wind down the corridor to Karl’s office, and there – rather as I expected – I found 

Karl on his knees before the crucifix on his bedroom wall. 

His head was raised, although his eyes were closed, and his lips moved silently. I 

wondered what he was saying; I did not wish to pry into his head. I waited a little, then 

said softly: ‘Karl! Oh, Karl, my dearest beloved! Will you never let me return to you?’ 

He jumped, startled, and opened his eyes, and turned his head, and saw me, pale in 

the darkness of the room – but the moon was bright outside the shuttered windows, and 

some moonlight got into the room – and I stood in my white habit, all innocence and as 

pure as I could make myself appear, and held out my hands to him in supplication. 

‘Jan,’ he said wonderingly, and I heard his love in that word, and uttered a gasp of 

joy; but he raised a hand and said: ‘Stop – how did you get in? I barred the door.’ 

‘Oh, my darling,’ I cried, ‘bars and locks cannot keep me from you, oh my sweet 

heart. Don’t send me away, Karl, I beg you. I love you with my whole heart – you are 

my dearest desire on Earth – please, Karl, don’t send me away.’ 

I was telling the truth for once; but he held me back with his raised hand. 

‘Thun says you have been deeper in sorcery than ever,’ he said. ‘He speaks of some 

marriage to a demon king.’ 

However does Albrecht know what I have been doing? Who tells him? I certainly 

didn’t! And no doubt he is jealous, even though I make love to him every day, and to 

Heinrich too – and I thought they were quite happy, but evidently not. 

‘Why do you believe Thun?’ I demanded. ‘You know he lies and exaggerates.’ 

‘So you say,’ said Karl, ‘but he seems to speak essentially the truth.’ 

‘Karl,’ I said, my voice low and desperate, ‘my darling – never mind what Thun says 

– I love you – please take me back – I’m dying without you.’ (This is true, for his pure 

love keeps me strong and healthy; Dietrich, Thun and Heinrich simply can’t compete.) 

He looked me in the eye, and I saw the agony in his face, and knew he loves me, and 

saw also his hard-grained purity, that tough inner integrity that means he cannot allow 

himself to love a demon. 

‘Oh, Karl,’ I whispered, ‘please – don’t send me away. Why do you keep sending me 

away, when I love you so?’ 

I stretched out my arms to him pleadingly, and tried to grasp his arm, but he made 

the sign of the cross, and drew back from me. 

‘Karl,’ I pleaded, ‘why do you do that? The cross is my salvation,’ and I crossed 

myself as devoutly as ever he has done. 

That shook him, and he gave me a long stare. I hastened to follow up my advantage. 

‘Karl,’ I said, my words fast and low, ‘I adore you, my heart; I never loved anyone as 

I love you. I have been in strange places, and they have changed me, and I am not able 

to live as chastely as I wish at present, but I love only you. Oh, my sweet darling! Since 

you drove me from your side I have been bereft – and my office besets me, and I get no 

rest, and I long for you, oh my sweet. Please, please, Karl! Take me back.’ 

He swallowed and said hoarsely, ‘Thun says you are sleeping with the Lord Draper.’ 

‘He raped me, if you must know,’ I said, ‘the day Karlot met you – we didn’t want to 

tell you the full details, because you would be angry, but that is what happened. And 

now I – I – oh, God,’ and I burst into tears. 
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Why was I weeping? I had thought I was in control of it – but all at once I was 

overcome by the thought of my degradation in Dietrich’s bed, and the fact I could not 

leave him because I have to have human worship to stay alive here. I found I was 

sobbing on my knees, my face in my hands, and my hands and sleeves soaked with my 

tears, and then – oh, joy! Karl’s arms about me, and his face next to mine, murmuring 

words of comfort in my ear, and I flung my arms about him and wept, ‘Karl,’ and 

buried my face in the comfort of his broad chest. 

What followed is a blur: I wept and clung to him and told him I love him and I love 

only him and if he wouldn’t have me back I would go away and never come back, 

which was true; and he wanted to know what the Draper had been doing to me, and I 

wouldn’t tell him, and he pressed me, and I refused and said, ‘No, darling, it’s too 

dreadful – I can’t tell you, you’ll despise me,’ and he said, ‘Why should I despise you 

for something that was forced on you? Tell me.’ 

‘Oh, God,’ I said, and swallowed my tears with a horrible gulp, ‘he ties me up.’ 

Then Karl was really angry, and said he would accuse the Draper in Chapter, and I 

begged him not to, and said it was shame on me and I would not be able to bear the 

shame, and Karl asked how I could bear to have him walking about the House when he 

had assaulted me and humiliated me, and I said: ‘He’s my superior officer. What can I 

do? I have to obey.’ 

Then Karl drew back and gave me a long, careful stare, and said: ‘Jan, I shall never 

understand,’ and put his arms about me and held me tight, and I hugged him as tightly 

as I could and laughed between my tears. 

‘Oh, Karl,’ I said, ‘oh, Karl, my darling! Oh, my sweet love!’ 

We hugged and embraced and smiled and kissed and hugged again, and at last he 

took me to his bed, but we didn’t make love – we only lay in each other’s arms and fell 

asleep there. 

So Karl and I went into Prime next morning hand in hand, and many people were not 

pleased, but I was ecstatic. I could feel Berthol’s jealousy, and Karlot’s irritation, and I 

knew Dietrich was jealous, and Thun and Heinrich, but I didn’t care because I was with 

my dear darling again. 

Karl stayed with me for the Lenten meditation, and we went back to his room 

together to sleep until Terce, hand in hand, all smiles and sweet glances, and I distinctly 

heard Thun mutter (he and Heinrich had stayed as well, to keep an eye on me!) ‘I see 

the wedding is on again.’ 

But I didn’t care. 

They say pride comes before a fall, and it certainly did for me. I felt on top of the 

world that morning, and when I kissed Karl goodbye to ride down to the harbour to 

meet the next sailing of guests I thought nothing in creation could change my love for 

him. 

I had Berthol and Karlot and her Three and Thun and Heinrich with me, and all of 

them were annoyed with me, but I only shrugged and said, ‘Oh, Karl is so sweet, and I 

love him so much! Stop nagging me – I won’t forget any of you, my dear friends, but 

Karl is the love of my heart.’ 

‘God!’ said Berthol, ‘I’d kill him if I dared.’ 

‘You wouldn’t,’ I said sharply, ‘I wouldn’t let you.’ 

‘I know,’ he said, and gave me a hard look, and fell silent. So we rode down to the 

harbour, I very happy and the others angry. We also had six sergeants of the Order with 

us, who thought we were all being very childish. 
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So we rode to the harbour, and waited on horseback for the ships to come in. How long 

ago it seems! And trumpets blew and the banners were raised, and we bared our heads 

and waited to greet the ships. The first came up and came alongside the quay, and ropes 

were thrown and caught and made fast, and the latter put in place for the leaders of the 

pilgrims to come ashore, and I looked and saw them waiting to climb down. And the 

first was an elderly man, with white beard and hair, and by his side – oh wonder! – a 

woman, who I realised was his daughter. Her hair was brown, and her skin was pale, 

and her eyes were great and dark. 

And suddenly I forgot Karl and all else, as if they had never been. 
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Part three 

[Adelheide] 

We have been five days at sea. I have never been at sea before, and I feel quite ill. The 

land is all flat, mile upon mile of flat marsh and reed bed. I see few trees, but perhaps 

there are more inland. 

My father says yes, there are great forests and mountains beyond; but here the land is 

flat. He speaks of rivers and wide pastures. It is many years since he was here, however. 

We arrived at mid-morning. The town is small and most of the buildings are of 

wood. It is all very small scale after our home. I do not know what we will do here. 

Father says we are here to fight the enemies of our faith and God will help us. Of 

course, I will not fight. I am here only to accompany him, for he could not leave me 

behind. 

As the ship went in to the harbour I heard trumpets and saw banners waving and 

wondered why. The ship’s master said to my father: ‘Hear the trumpets, sir? The 

Brothers are here to greet you.’ 

I looked at the quayside; I could see figures on horseback. As we got closer I could 

see that they were all quite young. Oddly, I expected them to be older. 

We came up to the quayside and there was a lot of shouting and ropes thrown and 

poles shoving and finally the men on the quayside put up a ladder and my father 

climbed down and I followed. They did not tell me to follow but I go everywhere with 

my father and I was not going to let him leave me behind now he has insisted on 

bringing me here. So we came at last on to dry land, thank goodness! I almost fell over, 

though, so used had I become of the movement of the ship. 

One of the Brothers dismounted and bowed to my father (the Brothers had all bared 

their heads) and gave him the kiss of peace, and bowed to me, and gave the kiss of 

peace to the others who had followed us on to the quayside. He welcomed us to ‘Our 

Lady’s Land’ and thanked us for coming to aid the Order of the Star in their wars. Then 

he gave orders for our baggage and horses to be unloaded and asked if we had had a 

good journey, and my father and his friends asked lots of questions, which he answered. 

I looked around. It was a cold, sharp, sunny morning. Seagulls flew in the air; the 

people were all dressed warmly and I shivered, for I do not have a thick cloak. Then one 

of the Brothers got off his horse with a bound and said to me, ‘Lady, I see you are tired; 

please take my cloak,’ and put it round my shoulders. I was very grateful and thanked 

him. 

He did not mount again but stood holding his horse by the rein. The first Brother was 

still talking to my father. Then he said to the Brother who had given me his cloak, 

‘Karlot, Lord Philip cannot go to the lodging we had planned because there is nowhere 

for the lady. Will you ride to the Mayor and ask if he will lodge them?’ Brother Karlot 

said, ‘Yes, at once,’ and bowed to me and said, ‘God bless you, lady,’ and got on his 

horse with a single bound and rode away down the quay. 

I was touched that they did not expect me to rough it as my father does. I stood aside 

while the baggage was unloaded, and another Brother dismounted and said, ‘A lady 

should not be without an escort; if you will permit I will stand here to ensure no one 

troubles you, lady.’ So I thanked him calmly. But I do not think he meant it in any way 

dishonourably; I think they were very anxious that no one would trouble me. 

I did not look at him, however. It would not be proper, and Father would be angry. 

After a while, Brother Karlot came back with the Mayor’s seneschal, and our 

baggage was loaded on to carts and our horses were led, and Brother Karlot dismounted 
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and let me ride his horse, while Father rode one of our horses, and the rest of our party 

followed. So Brother Karlot and the mayor’s seneschal escorted us to the mayor’s 

house. 

It is built of stone and is clean and dry but quite small. I am to sleep in his wife’s 

chamber with her daughter and maids. I hope we will got on well together. 

I am tired now. I will stop. 

* 

[Jan] 
We rode back to the House in a daze. Karlot was saying: ‘She’s very quiet, her name’s 

Adelheide, she reminds me of Marinetta. I can’t think why her father brought her except 

– ’ 

‘Oh, no,’ I said, ‘no, no! Don’t say it, Karlot!’ 

‘Oh, God,’ said Berthol. ‘Jan, if you fall in love with one more person I shall follow 

the Draper’s example and chain you up.’ 

I tried to laugh, but I couldn’t. I was completely overthrown; bewildered, confused. I 

could hardly think straight. I am sure my face was red and white by turns. 

‘Thank you for looking after her,’ I said at last. 

‘Well, clearly you couldn’t,’ said Berthol in a grumpy voice, ‘and she was standing 

there like a lost waif.’ 

‘Is she coming to the house to dine?’ I asked. ‘I really think she shouldn’t but we 

can’t leave her all by herself in the Mayor’s house.’ 

‘Didn’t she bring any maids with her?’ asked Heinrich. 

‘No,’ said Karlot. ‘She says she’s accompanying her father. I think they’re quite 

poor.’ 

‘She can’t come up to the House,’ said Thun. ‘No one will do anything; they’ll all 

just stare.’ 

‘But we can’t leave her alone,’ I said. ‘I suggest we invite the Mayor and his wife 

too, and then she can come with them.’ 

This was agreed, and we rode on quietly. Then Heinrich said, ‘Well, at least it’s a 

change of faces. I do like a change. And she’s prettier than me; at least I don’t feel I’ve 

been dumped for a man twice my age and with half my looks.’ 

The others laughed, but I found I couldn’t laugh. 

Back at the House, I went to talk to the Master to arrange for the Mayor’s wife and 

the Mayor to be invited to dine at the House, ‘so Lord Philip can bring his daughter’. 

The Master said: ‘Why on Earth has he brought his daughter?’ 

‘We don’t know, sir,’ I said. ‘I think he had no one to entrust her to safely, and so he 

had to bring her with him or not come at all. I believe he’s been here on crusade before; 

years ago, before the Great Sack.’ 

The ship’s master had said as much to me as we stood on the quay. 

‘Well, he is most welcome,’ said the Master. ‘But as for his daughter, this is most 

irregular – very well! We will invite the Mayor and his wife. And if you invite the 

aldermen and their wives, then it will look more respectable.’ 

So I agreed, bowed and retired. 

After dinner and Sext I missed my afternoon sleep to ride back into town with Thun 

and Heinrich, and, all unseen, my spirits who escort me now everywhere. I went to 

invite the aldermen and Mayor to dine with us that evening, with their wives, and 

explained to the Mayor that this was so that Lord Philip’s daughter could accompany 

her father honourably. The Mayor agreed quite happily; he has never dined at the House 

before. I had hoped to catch a glimpse of Adelheide, but she was presumably shut away 

in the lady’s rooms. 
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I rode back to the House in a daze of romantic musing, and Thun and Heinrich teased 

me gently all the way. 

‘We don’t mind a lady,’ said Thun. ‘She’s fair competition.’ 

‘She’s pretty,’ said Heinrich. ‘I can see what you see in her.’ 

‘You have our permission to love her,’ said Thun. ‘We’ll even act as go betweens.’ 

‘We don’t mind that,’ said Heinrich. ‘It’s natural.’ 

I let them chatter on, while I thought of Adelheide. I had hardly been able to look at 

her, but she was lovely, lovely beyond dreams. 

* 

[Adelheide] 
The mayor’s wife, whose name is Meera, came to tell me that she and I have been 

invited by the Brothers to dine at the House this afternoon in honour of my father and 

the other pilgrims. She said I must put on my best clothes, but I have none, so she has 

lent me a dress, which is a little large but wonderfully warm, and a lovely shade of blue. 

She combed out my hair for me herself and adjusted my veil. She herself has two maids, 

who helped her dress. We brought the maids with us, to attend us. Meera said we should 

not go unattended. The maids are Resa and Olga. 

We set out for the House of the Brothers at Nones, and arrived just as the Brothers 

came out of chapel. I forgot to write that my father did not want me to come, but the 

Mayor told him I had been especially invited. So when we arrived my father spoke to 

the Master, who came to welcome us, and said it was hardly right for women to come 

into the House. But the Master said it was hardly right not to invite me, as I am a 

pilgrim too although I cannot fight. I was very glad to hear him say this, but my father 

was surprised; too surprised to say anything. 

So the Master led my father into the hall, and some of the Brothers helped myself 

and Meera dismount. I recognised them: there was one of the Brothers who met us on 

the quay this morning: he has red hair and he helped Meera dismount, and she slipped – 

she is quite a large woman – and apologised, and he laughed it off and said: ‘It’s a 

pleasure, my lady,’ which made her laugh. I liked him. The Brother who helped me 

down was the one who met us on the quay who talked so long with my father. He is 

very handsome indeed. I could not look at him for fear I would blush. 

He was very kind, and asked me if the Mayor and Meera are looking after me, and I 

said they are very kind indeed. He asked one of the Brothers in black to take our horses 

– I believe they are the servants – and he offered me his hand to lead me into the hall, 

and I accepted, but I dare not look at him at all. The red-haired brother led Meera, and 

she was chattering to him and saying, ‘What a fine building you have here,’ and he said, 

‘Yes, but it needs a lady’s hand to improve it,’ and she laughed. 

Our two maids followed behind us and the other Brothers escorted the other pilgrims. 

There were many other important men from the town and their wives. I asked the 

Brother with me who they all were – I tried not to look at him when I asked – and he 

said they are the aldermen and their wives. Then he led me to the top table on the dais at 

the head of the hall and seated me, but he did not stay, for my father sat on one side of 

me and the Mayor on the other, and my handsome Brother bowed and took his leave 

politely and left me, wishing me a good meal, and went down to join his companions at 

a lower table. 

So we all sat down and one of the Brothers said grace, and we began our meal. There 

was a great deal of food, mostly excellent, but some strange dishes I hadn’t eaten 

before. My father would not speak to me because he did not think I should be there, but 

the Mayor was very jolly and made me feel welcome. Once or twice I looked over at the 
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lower table where the Brothers who had welcomed us sat. They were eating quietly, and 

sometimes spoke in low voices, but little. 

There is ‘my’ handsome Brother, and Brother Karlot who came with me this 

morning and who lent me his cloak, and a third Brother, the one who stood by me on 

the quay. They sit together. And then there is the red-haired Brother and another with 

curly brown hair who sat next to him, who seem to be the attendants of ‘my’ Brother. 

And there are three Brothers who are much the same height and build. And there are 

two other much younger Brothers who wear a different habit – perhaps they are novices 

or associates. 

So these sat on one table and ate quietly, while all around me there was laughter and 

talk. I was glad ‘my’ Brother and his friends were quiet – they were like an oasis of 

quiet in the chaos of the world, I thought. 

I was tired when the meal finally ended and we all rose from the table. I was waiting 

for my father to lead me back outside, but he was talking to the Master. Then the 

Brothers came up, and Brother Karlot spoke to the Mayor, and the red-haired Brother 

spoke to Meera, and ‘my’ Brother asked if I would do him the honour of allowing him 

to escort me to my horse, and I agreed gladly. I’m afraid I looked at him – I couldn’t 

help it. His other companion, who stood by me on the quay that morning, smiled at me, 

and it was such an honest smile I was glad. There was no lust or fear or dislike in it. My 

father never looks at me like that; sometimes I think he fears me, and often he sees me 

only as an irritation. 

So I walked outside with ‘my’ Brother, his companion on his other side, and Fr. 

Karlot with the Mayor, and the red haired Brother with Meera, and our maids behind 

with the two young Brothers, and then the other three. In the courtyard we stood 

waiting; the horse were ready but my father was late. I was cold; Meera’s cloak was not 

enough to warm me in the cold March night air. Then ‘my’ Brother said to the Mayor, 

‘Sir, if you will agree, you will go ahead with your lady wife and Lady Adelheide and 

the young girls; and I will escort Lord Philip myself later. Brother Karlot and Albrecht 

and Heinrich will come with you.’ 

The Mayor nodded and said, ‘I agree it’s too cold to wait out here, even for honoured 

guests.’ So we went to mount our horses, and Meera was helped up by the red haired 

Brother, who is either Albrecht or Heinrich, and ‘my’ Brother helped me to get up. 

Then he sent us off with his Brothers, and as we rode out of the courtyard I looked 

back, and saw him looking after us, his remaining companions by his side. I was sorry 

to leave him standing there in the cold and dark. 

My father came back much later. I heard him come in, and stamp on the stairs. I 

wanted to get up and look out of the window to see whether I could see ‘my’ Brother, 

but I dare not. 

 

That night I had a rather frightening dream. 

I dreamt I was asleep in my bed, next to Meera’s bed. And as I slept, ‘my’ Brother 

came and knelt by my side. He said: ‘Adelheide, are you awake? Speak to me.’ 

I said, ‘Yes, I am awake.’ 

He said, ‘I had to come to speak to you; I could not sleep. Most beautiful of women, 

tell me, why are you here? We are all amazed that you should have come to our land.’ 

I said, ‘It was my father’s decision to come as a pilgrim, and I have nowhere else to 

go.’ 

‘I am sorry,’ he said, ‘sorry for you but – glad to have seen you and spoken with 

you.’ 
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He is so handsome it is impossible to describe. He has big grey eyes, dark grey, and a 

long nose, beautifully formed, and a lovely mouth and clear skin and thick dark hair, 

rather long for a religious but very lovely. In everything he is graceful and noble – he is 

very handsome indeed. 

Then he said: ‘Are you comfortable?’ 

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘Meera is very kind. It is pleasant to be with other women.’ 

‘I am glad,’ he said, ‘we were anxious for you.’ He was silent a little, then said: ‘We 

cannot speak during the day; at least, very little. But tell me, lady, I beg you, if I may 

have the honour of escorting you when it is appropriate and fitting?’ 

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘please do. I would be glad.’ 

He smiled then, and oh! how lovely his smile is! It was as if the room was filled with 

light! 

‘I must leave you,’ he said, ‘you must sleep. Tomorrow I will come to ask your 

father to attend our training session – will you come? And bring the lady Meera?’ 

‘If she will accompany me I will gladly come,’ I said, ‘but my father will not like it.’ 

‘I will try to persuade him to allow you to come,’ he said, and then he bowed over 

my hand and said, ‘Sleep well, lady Adelheide,’ and I fell asleep again and slept 

soundly until I was woken by Meera for Mass. 

After that I wrote my journal, as I have done. 

* 

[Karlot] 
We all urged Jan to go to see Adelheide that night – he was quite crazy about her (not 

surprisingly) and it seemed the easiest solution. When he came back he explained he 

had not even kissed her, but had parted with sweet words, and I was quite surprised. I 

had thought he wouldn’t waste any time, but he acted rightly, in my opinion. 

Berthol is taking it stoically. He says (as do Thun and Heinrich) that he prefers Jan 

going crazy over a woman because he doesn’t see her as competition. Berthol has never 

fancied women except me, and he didn’t know I am a woman when he fell for me, so he 

regards love of women as something quite separate from love of men. 

Meanwhile, Jan has hardly spoken to the Grand Commander all day. His excuse is 

that he’s busy with the new guests, but really it’s Adelheide. Jan is completely smitten. 

He’s almost incoherent. 

After he had got back from escorting Lord Philip to his lodgings we dragged him 

back to his office and Thun and Heinrich made much of him while Berthol and I left 

them to it, and Thun said Jan performed but not as if his mind was on the matter in 

hand. Then Berthol and I dragged him off and he performed but again like a man in a 

trance. So we sent him off to see Adelheide. He came back a little more sensible, but 

not much. 

There will be trouble, I feel. The Grand Commander will be jealous, and the Draper 

will be angry. I am more than a little worried. 

* 

[Jan] 
I am deeply in love, as deeply as I have ever been, over a woman I have hardly spoken 

to. I went to see Gunhild to ask her advice and she laughed at me and told Jorgie: ‘Your 

father is a fool.’ 

I said, ‘Gunhild, do you mind? I mean, my loving her?’ 

‘No,’ she said archly, ‘I know I can wind you round my little finger whenever I 

choose, dear Athacir. For I have my arts and your arts and you can’t resist me.’ 
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This is true, and I laughed. I said, ‘I feel such a fool; I feel like a youth again. How 

can it be like this, when I’ve loved so many people?’ 

‘Why not?’ she said, ‘it’s only animal behaviour. It will blow over, when you’ve 

slept with her a few times.’ 

I winced, and she laughed fondly. 

‘Dear Athacir,’ she said, ‘poor innocent demon angel.’ 

‘I know,’ I said, ‘I don’t know myself and you do. That’s why I want your advice.’ 

‘You’ll have to sleep with her,’ she said, ‘but take your time. A little romance will do 

you good. And there’s the father – he could make things awkward. From what you say, 

she’s attracted to you, too; so I would say you needn’t worry. You only have to take 

every opportunity.’ And she sung softly to herself and then said: ‘Don’t worry, my dear 

– but don’t break your heart over her. I’m tired of nursing your broken hearts.’ 

‘Oh, dear,’ I said, ‘do I have so many?’ 

‘Rather a lot,’ she said idly. ‘Poor sweet Athacir. You are so lovely and innocent. 

Come and kiss me.’ 

So I did, and then Jorgie interrupted us to play with him, and I tried not to brood over 

Adelheide. 

 

The next morning I joined Karl in Matins, and gave him a smile and held his hand, but 

my mind was elsewhere. After Prime he stayed for the Lenten meditation, and took me 

back to his room and we lay together, and I tried to be affectionate, but my mind and 

heart were all on Adelheide. Still, I am used to acting and he didn’t complain. After 

Terce and Chapter I rode down into town to bring the guests back to practise in our 

practice field, and I asked the Mayor if his wife would do us the honour of coming to 

watch our practice, and he himself if he had time. I didn’t mention Adelheide, but he is 

a clever man and knew at once why I was asking. 

‘I’m far too busy,’ he said, ‘but by all means Meera may go. Let her take the young 

lady and those two girls of hers – they’ll enjoy themselves.’ 

Then I asked Lord Philip to let his daughter come, and he was not at all willing. He 

said: ‘Where can she sit? I don’t want her on the field.’ 

‘She may stand on the balcony of the Infirmary,’ I said, ‘which overlooks the field, 

and there she will be safe from harm.’ 

At last he agreed most unwillingly, and the ladies were sent for. The lady Meera was 

delighted at the prospect of an outing to watch us train and hurried her party to get 

ready. Somehow her daughter became included as well, a girl of twelve, very merry and 

bright, named Lisa; and the five women rode in the centre of our party as we rode back 

to the House. Albrecht escorted Lady Meera, for he says he is keeping an eye on 

Adelheide for me through her, and Berthol, bless him, rode by Adelheide. I rode in front 

with Lord Philip. 

‘You are very attentive to my daughter,’ he said after a while. 

‘My lord,’ I said, shocked, ‘I do not intend to offend you – but the Master insists she 

be treated as pilgrims should.’ 

He was silent a little, then said: ‘You should not worry yourself over her, for she is 

not really my daughter.’ 

‘Sir,’ I said, ‘what do you mean?’ 

‘I don’t know who her parents are,’ he said. ‘I found her as an abandoned baby in a 

burning town, many years ago, and rescued her from the flames and took her home to 

be nursed by my wife. Our plan was always to put her into some religious house. Since 

my wife died she has been useful to me as a secretary, but I brought her here to find 
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some religious house to put her into. She is not of noble blood, and no one will want to 

marry her.’ 

I was shocked to the core. ‘Sir,’ I said, ‘no one would know she is not of noble 

blood.’ 

‘Well, she is not,’ he said. ‘Are you sorry?’ in some unpleasant tone of triumph. 

‘Yes, sir,’ I said sorrowfully, ‘I am sorry you do not have the affection of a father for 

her, as she so obviously has the affection of a daughter for you.’ 

He was silenced at that, while I thought furiously. Poor Adelheide! And she so sweet 

and beautiful! 

‘I have decided,’ he said, after a few minutes of riding in silence, ‘to put her into the 

house of Our Lady of Seven Sorrows, at the city south gate.’ 

‘Who will pay her dowry?’ I asked. ‘For you told me you have brought little money 

with you.’ 

‘She will go in as a servant,’ he said. ‘She will not need one.’ 

‘The House will pay,’ I said at once, ‘for she came here as a pilgrim and deserves 

better than to be a servant.’ 

He gave me a sideways glance and said, ‘Who are you to decide what the House will 

pay, Brother? When I was last in this country, the House would not even allow a 

woman within its gates.’ 

Clearly he knew nothing about Oglive, but I did not bother to tell him. ‘The Order 

has changed,’ I said. ‘We are a secular order now. Women may enter the House as 

guests and we honour all our friends. I am sorry to find you do not love this young lady 

who names you “Father”, sir, for the Master was much taken by her grace and courage 

last night; he says if only all our guests were so noble of heart, God would surely give 

us every victory.’ 

Lord Philip was silenced again, and I rode on seething in my anger. The Master had 

indeed spoken as I said; but I myself would have spent all the gold my arts could create 

to save Adelheide from the life of servitude her ‘father’ proposed for her. 

I thought rapidly. I would take her to Totschlussen; I would hide her with Gunhild; I 

would make her my mistress; anything to keep her with me. I would not let this man 

who did not love her, ruin her. She is not a servant: she is a lovely, gracious and gentle 

young woman who has been brought up to expect a life of dignity. I thought furiously to 

myself that if Lord Philip died in the next raid on the Rus it would be to Adelheide’s 

benefit. 

I realised that he was looking at me, and I rallied my thoughts with an effort. ‘Sir,’ I 

said, ‘I beg your pardon: I should have asked if your lodgings are to your liking.’ 

‘Well enough,’ he said, and so we changed the subject. 

Back at the House, Thun escorted the ladies to the infirmary balcony and left a 

sergeant brother with them to wait on them, while he came out to train. I was 

supervising the guests arming themselves. Thun came up and whispered in my ear, 

‘Shall I take the father down?’ 

I jumped; I said, ‘Albrecht, what do you mean?’ 

‘I saw you were looking annoyed,’ he said. ‘I won’t ask what he said but if you want 

him unhorsed – ’ 

‘No,’ I said, ‘no, don’t annoy him. Flatter him. Make him feel happy.’ 

‘God, Jan,’ he said, ‘you’re a sly devil,’ and he went off grinning. 

This conversation had been in whispers; I went back to supervising the guests, and 

Thun went off to train. 

I didn’t get much practice myself because I had to look after the guests, who can be 

hard work. They are very fussy, complain about the hard ground, or mud, and about the 
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weather and the state of their horse/ armour/ weapons, etc. I just think they want my 

attention –  it makes them feel important. One knight was particularly attentive, and I 

began to suspect he fancied me. After a while Berthol came up and unhorsed him and 

then engaged him in a sword fight on foot, which got him out of my hair, and I was able 

to ride off and unhorse Albrecht and Heinrich and Ulrich and Reinholt and Osto without 

being nabbed by some whining guest. 

At last it was time for Sext, and we Brothers went in, and the guests returned to their 

lodgings escorted by some of the sergeants. But Thun and I fetched the ladies ourselves 

and escorted them back to the Mayor’s house, with Berthol, Karlot and Heinrich. 

Heinrich chatted to young Lisa, and Albrecht to Lady Meera; and I rode beside 

Adelheide, with Berthol and Karlot in front of me. Lord Philip had gone on ahead with 

three of our sergeant brothers. 

I asked Adelheide, with a friendly smile, whether she had enjoyed watching her 

father; and she blushed and said: ‘I did not watch him, sir; there were too many other 

fine deeds to watch.’ 

I said, ‘Some of our guests are very doughty.’ 

‘Yes,’ she said; then, after a pause, ‘but the Brothers are more doughty, I think.’ 

‘You are very kind,’ I said, smiling my gratitude, ‘to whom, lady, would you give the 

prize?’ 

Then her lovely face became scarlet and she did not reply. So I was sorry I had 

embarrassed her and said gently, ‘I beg your pardon, lady, if I spoke amiss.’ 

‘No, no,’ she said, ‘you did not, sir.’ 

‘Of course I tease you,’ I said, ‘for Brother Karlot wins the prize –  he is the most 

doughty knight in the House.’ 

‘Yes,’ she said, ‘he was most doughty, but I would not give him the prize.’ 

All around us was the bustle of the street. Thun and Meera were a little behind, 

Berthol and Karlot ahead; we two rode between as if we were the only people in our 

own world. 

‘Lady Adelheide,’ I said softly, ‘please tell me: to whom would you give the prize? 

Unless I ask what I should not.’ 

She swallowed and looked me in the eye. ‘You,’ she said, and looked away at once. 

‘I am very honoured,’ I said quietly, ‘to win your approbation, when I was so short a 

time on the field.’ 

‘Oh, yes,’ she said, ‘Lord Amalric tried to keep you off the field, but he failed –  

your Brother distracted him –  and when you came on the field there was no one like 

you.’ 

‘Noble lady,’ I said, as quietly as I could and still be heard, ‘I am very happy to hear 

you say so. I was –  I hoped you would be watching me; the knowledge you were near 

inspired my lance to boldness and greater skill.’ 

‘You are very kind,’ she said softly. 

‘I say only what your beauty demands,’ I said. 

‘I have no right to demand anything,’ she said. 

‘You have every right,’ I retorted warmly. 

She looked at me – her face was quite pink – she said: ‘My father did not want me to 

come this morning.’ 

Her father! She is so faithful, and he is so faithless! 

‘You will come whenever you wish,’ I said indignantly, ‘for I desire it, and so does 

the whole House, but I most of all.’ 

‘You do?’ she asked, in a hushed whisper, as if she could not believe her ears. 
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‘Certainly,’ I said, and if I had dared I would have taken her hand – but I did not dare 

because there were too many other people around. ‘Lady,’ I said earnestly, ‘accept my 

love if you will – I beg your pardon if I speak too boldly.’ 

This tumbled out in a sort of confusion, and I was blushing as I said it. She blushed 

even more and did not look at me, but I heard her reply: ‘Gladly, sir.’ 

She stole me a glance then and we smiled at each other, but did nothing more, 

although I longed to draw her to myself and kiss her –  I told myself I could do this 

later, tonight, when I could go to her in her bed. 

We were back at the Mayor’s house; Lord Philip was speaking to the Mayor’s 

seneschal; Meera and Lisa were laughing and giggling; Rasa and Olga exchanged 

whispers; I helped my lady Adelheide dismount and for a moment I held her hand and 

was about to kiss her when I felt Berthol say: ‘You’re being watched,’ and I turned and 

saw Lord Philip looking at me. So I bowed to Adelheide and wished her good day, and 

she bowed in return and thanked me for my escort, and I handed her over to Lady 

Meera and bade her daughter good morning. They bowed and smiled and laughed once 

me and led Adelheide inside; and I gave Lord Philip good day and turned to go. 

He said, ‘The ladies will not accompany us to supper today.’ 

‘Sir,’ I said, ‘that is up to the Master.’ 

He said: ‘I don’t wish my daughter to come.’ 

I said, ‘Sir, the master will decide. Now, I pray you, rest yourself after your exertions 

of this morning. God save you, sir.’ Then I departed with my companions. 

Thun said, as we rode away, ‘Did you see his face? He knows.’ 

‘A blind man could see,’ said Berthol. ‘Our Jan is as transparent as good glass when 

he’s in love.’ 

‘He can’t do anything,’ Heinrich said. ‘Anyway, he ought to be honoured, because 

our commander is an important man.’ 

‘Jan can’t marry her,’ said Karlot, ‘he’s taken vows.’ 

‘It’s never stopped him before,’ retorted Berthol. 

‘But he isn’t married to anyone in Reolt,’ said Karlot. ‘He can’t marry her because 

he’s a Brother.’ 

‘He doesn’t have to marry her,’ said Thun. ‘Besides, I object. I saw him first.’ 

‘I saw him first,’ said Berthol crossly. 

‘All right, all right,’ said Thun hastily. ‘But I saw him before Adelheide did.’ 

‘You’re a man,’ said Heinrich. ‘That’s a basic problem.’ 

‘It’s never stopped him before,’ said Berthol again, grinning at me. 

‘Give me your advice,’ I said, ‘seriously! You see how it is.’ 

‘As I’ve said,’ said Heinrich, ‘I don’t mind – she’s not competition.’ 

‘So what do you advise?’ I said. ‘For you see her father does not want us to see her.’ 

‘I can’t blame him,’ said Karlot. 

‘It’s not that,’ I said. ‘He told me he wants to put her in a religious house.’ 

‘Why?’ cried Karlot. ‘Perhaps she doesn’t want to?’ 

‘No,’ I said, ‘that is not an issue for him. It’s what he wants – he has decided what he 

wants to do.’ 

‘Then you must stop him,’ said Thun. 

‘But what can she do?’ I asked. ‘Even if I carry her off, where can I take her?’ 

‘Oh, that’s easy,’ said Thun. ‘Your summer land, of course.’ 

‘No,’ I said, ‘she’s too pure.’ 

‘I would have thought that the obvious place to take her would be Au,’ said Karlot. 

‘Oglive would like the company. If she goes as your lady and Oglive’s friend, the others 

will not touch her.’ 
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Thun and Heinrich were not sure, and Berthol was doubtful, but I remembered 

Oglive’s loneliness and said: ‘Yes, that is good advice –  I will do that.’ 

So we rode back to the House. 

* 

[Adelheide] 
I so enjoyed the second day of my time in this country, until dinner time. I was 

delighted to be invited to the Brothers’ House to watch the deeds of arms, and Meera, 

Lisa, Rasa and Olga were so delighted to come with me. I rode up the the House next to 

my Brother’s friend Brother Berthol, who is handsome and kind and asked me about my 

father and my voyage here and how I like Lady Meera and Lisa. He made me feel 

welcome and comfortable. 

Once at the House we had a wonderful time. My Brother gave us a servant Brother to 

attend to our needs, Brother Notwig, who told us stories about all the Brothers and made 

us laugh. Meera teased him about his freckles and asked him to tell us about the Master 

and about my Brother and his friends. Brother Notwig said, ‘Oh, lady! I can’t tell you 

anything, because it’s not suitable for your ears. But Brother Karlot is the most doughty 

knight in the field in the world, and Brother Jan’ (that is myBrother) ‘is the most 

doughty off it.’ Oh, Meera laughed so loudly, and so did Lisa and the maids, and Meera 

said to me, ‘Oh, Adelheide, do be careful with your friend, you heard what the Brother 

said,’ and I said, ‘Really, I disagree, for he seems most doughty to me onthe field.’ Oh! 

How they laughed! 

‘But is he a kind and generous man?’ Meera asked the Brother, and she indicated me, 

‘for I have detected that he has a liking for Lady Adelheide here.’ Then Brother Notwig 

went a little pink and said, ‘Yes, I have heard as much; he is certainly kind and generous 

and patient – some people say far too much.’ Then I said, ‘Oh! Lady, don’t ask such 

questions, for he is a Brother.’ But Lady Meera said, ‘Oh, really, Adelheide, you know 

these religious are the best lovers of all.’ 

Oh! We all laughed, and I was so embarrassed, but Lisa hugged me and said, ‘Don’t 

blush, Adelheide, I wish my Brother could be my friend and admirer.’ 

‘Oh, Lisa,’ her mother said, ‘really! I am only just starting to plan your marriage – I 

can see I have been too slow.’ 

Then Lisa giggled and went pink and Rasa said, ‘Who is teh red haired Brother who 

talks with our lady?’ And Brother Notwig says, ‘That is Brother Albrecht Thun, and he 

is a close friend of Brother Jan Posilje, and he is a doughty Brother but not so doughty 

as the Twins or Brother Karlot, and he is a good laugh and a good friend, but Brother 

Jan says he cannot hold his tongue.’ 

‘Who are the Twins?’ Olga asked, and Brother Notwig said, ‘Brother Jan and 

Brother Berthol – for you see that they look very alike.’ 

‘Brother Berthol is very sweet,’ said Olga, and Rasa said: ‘Yes, and he is very kind.’ 

‘He has never loved a lady for all I ever heard,’ said Brother Notwig, ‘but there! You 

may be the first, ladies, certainly I would say you have a good chance with him.’ 

They laughed, we all laughed, and Brother Notwig asked me who all the pilgrims – 

were he called them ‘guests’ – so I told him. We were all very merry. 

So we rode back at last to the Mayor’s house. My father went on ahead – he was very 

angry with me for being so immodest, but I was so happy I did not care. I rode with my 

Brother and he was so gracious and kind and asked me for my love which I granted 

gladly. I wanted him to kiss me, but he couldn’t because of the people around us. 

So I went inside with Lady Meera and Lisa and the girls, and we went upstairs and 

got ready for dinner. But when we came down my father was there. He said: 

‘Adelheide, get your cloak; we are going for a ride.’ 
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‘Sir,’ said Meera, ‘it’s dinner time; it can wait.’ 

‘No,’ my father said, ‘we must go now. Adelheide, fetch your cloak.’ 

‘I don’t have one,’ I said. ‘Only the cloak Brother Karlot gave me.’ 

‘Is that the name of the man you rode back with?’ demanded my father. 

‘No, sir,’ Lisa piped up, ‘Brother Karlot is shorter and slighter and has darker hair 

and he is the best knight on the field in the whole world.’ 

My father gave her a black look, but she only stared back at him. 

‘Get your cloak,’ said my father to me, but Rasa ran to fetch it. She set it on my 

shoulders and fastened the clasp. I was puzzled by my father’s behaviour, but he is often 

short with me so I knew better than to argue. I followed him out to the stable yard and 

we mounted our horses. Meera said to me, ‘We will not eat until you return, dear.’ 

I smiled at her, and Lisa and the girls waved, and we set out into the street. My father 

said nothing until we were clear of the Mayor’s house; then he said, ‘You will wonder 

at my acting so suddenly; I had intended to wait until later, but your behaviour this 

morning gives me no choice.’ 

‘What do you mean?’ I asked. ‘I have only acted as my lady Meera asked.’ 

‘You know very well what I mean,’ he said. ‘You know that for a long time it has 

been my intention that you should enter a religious house.’ 

My heart went cold. 

‘No,’ I said, ‘I did not know that.’ 

‘Well, it has,’ he said, ‘and we are going there now.’ 

I reined in my horse. ‘No,’ I said. ‘Father, I love and respect you; but I cannot obey 

you now. I have no vocation. It would be a travesty.’ 

‘Who spoke of a vocation?’ he retorted. ‘You will go in as a servant. It is all you are 

fit for.’ 

I was horrified that he should speak to me like that, when I thought he loved me; he 

is a cold man, but I had truly believed that he loved me. I cried: ‘No! No, you cannot. It 

would be too cruel. How could you do this to your only child?’ 

‘You are not my child,’ he said. 

‘What are you saying?’ I cried, ‘of course I am.’ 

‘You are not,’ he said. ‘You are some orphan girl of low birth I rescued from death 

and raised as my own. And now you will go back to your own, before you shame me by 

running off with that Brother.’ 

Then he seized my horse’s rein and led my mount on, while I shrieked and cried: 

‘No, no! Father, no!’ He did not stop – I realised I must leap off my horse and run, if I 

was not to be led inside some stone walls forever; and as I realised this, and prepared to 

jump off, I heard a shout from ahead of us, and a horse came up the street at speed, and 

I saw on its back my Brother. 

‘What are you doing?’ he said, ‘Are you mad?’ and as my father – for I have to call 

him that, I have no other word for him – opened his mouth to speak, he swung his horse 

about so he was alongside me, and put a hand on my rein and jerked it from my father’s 

hand. 

My father said, ‘Brother Commander, leave me. I told you this morning that this was 

my intention.’ 

‘And I told you not to do it,’ he said. ‘Lord Philip, are you mad? How can you act in 

this way to the lady who calls you “father”? Whether you are her father or not, she is as 

a daughter to you. Surely you owe her a father’s care.’ 

‘What care are you thinking of,’ he retorted, ‘to let her become a Brother’s 

concubine?’ 
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‘Better that and loved and honoured than a life of servitude,’ my Brother said, and 

then he said, ‘Lord Philip, if you are of a mind to sell your daughter, I will buy her; you 

can tell the world you sent her to serve in a nunnery, and I will take her.’ 

‘Where will you take her?’ demanded my father. 

‘What do you care?’ replied my Brother, ‘but give her to me, and I will buy her from 

you. I will pay her dower.’ 

My father was silent. My Brother winked at me, and then went on, in a voice of 

deadly earnest. ‘If she is not your daughter and you wish to be rid of her, why not have 

a dower for her at least? Look, I will give you gold and silver – mine, not the Order’s, 

for I am a lord of independent means; but give her to me.’ 

He spoke, and I felt suddenly uneasy – but he smiled at me, and I relaxed again. 

‘Are you suggesting I sell my daughter into slavery?’ demanded my father. 

‘What else were you intending to do?’ my Brother asked. 

‘I refuse,’ said my father. 

‘Why?’ asked my Brother. 

‘It is not honourable,’ my father said. 

‘She will be honoured and loved and treated as a great lady,’ said my Brother, ‘you 

have my word on it – and here is the gold.’ 

And he held out a bag, so large I did not know where he had got it so suddenly – and 

my father took it in both hands, and opened it, and took out a gold piece, and looked at 

it and bit it and said, ‘But this is a great man’s ransom.’ 

‘I will give you that for your daughter,’ my knight said. ‘Do you accept?’ 

My father hesitated a long while – then he looked away and I wondered if he were 

crying, for he said nothing and a curious air was about him. But at last he said quietly, 

‘You drive a hard bargain – but I cannot look after her, I am a poor man; I will accept 

your offer.’ 

‘Thank you, sir,’ my Brother said, and at once he led me away on my horse. We rode 

down the street and never once did I look back. When we were far away – almost back 

at the House – my Brother turned to me and said, ‘Adelheide, he will be sorry now – he 

will be in deep distress – but we will let him weep a little, for he has been harsh with 

you. Meanwhile, will you come to my office? – and we will make you welcome and 

keep you safe until he comes to repent and ask for you back.’ 

‘What will you do then?’ I asked. 

‘What do you want to do?’ he asked. 

‘I don’t know,’ I said. ‘At the moment I only want dinner.’ 

 ‘Me too,’ he said, ruefully. ‘I had to leave mine to rescue you. Don’t worry, Thun 

will find us something. Come in,’ and he led me in through the gate and we gave our 

horses to the servants and he took me up to his room and no one even turned a hair. 

Once in his room, I expected him to kiss me; but he only said, ‘Lady Adelheide, 

make yourself at home, and Thun will bring us something to eat, and Heinrich will 

bring the water. If you need anything personal, there is a door in the corner’ – and he 

pointed to the door which leads to the privy. I took his hint and went. 

When I came back into the room, Brothers Thun and Heinrich were just coming in. 

Brother Thun said something about ‘Don’t do that when I’m trying to pray,’ and then he 

put a tray on the table, and Heinrich had a jug of water and basin and towel, and we 

washed our hands and sat down to eat. 

‘Can you serve yourselves?’ said Thun, ‘because we need to do some work.’ 

‘Go on then,’ my Brother said, ‘and thank you,’ and he gave them a smile, at which 

they both smiled rather odd, silly sweet smiles, and went out into the room next door, 

where my Brother does his work. 
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We had one dish between the two of us, a dish of fish and vegetables in a milky 

sauce, and he helped me to it and then helped himself and ate a little, and I ate too, 

because I was very hungry. At last he said, ‘Lady Adelheide, have you eaten enough?’ 

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘thank you.’ 

‘Good,’ he said, ‘then we can talk. Let’s sit on my bed – the servants will take the 

dishes later.’ 

So we washed our hands and sat side by side on his bed. He then at last took my 

hands in his and said, ‘Lady, I am sorry to take you by force as I did – but I don’t think 

you are angry.’ 

‘No,’ I said, ‘I am most grateful. I thought I would have to leap off my horse and run, 

and I didn’t want to have to do that.’ 

‘No,’ he said, ‘you might have hurt yourself.’ He sighed, then said, ‘Oh, sweet lady! 

You most graciously accepted my love this morning.’ 

‘Yes,’ I said. 

‘Then, Lady Adelheide,’ he said, ‘will you allow me to kiss you?’ 

‘Certainly,’ I said blushing. I had not expected him to ask. He bent and kissed my 

lips most tenderly and then moved back. 

I was blushing and my heart was pounding. He regarded me with an odd expression 

on his face. 

‘Adelheide,’ he said suddenly, ‘I’ – then he stopped. 

‘Yes, sir?’ I prompted him. 

‘Oh, Adelheide,’ he breathed, ‘you are so lovely. Oh, sweet lady, I would gladly – 

but you are so pure – I must not – I mustn’t touch you.’ 

He got up and moved away. I stared at him in horror. 

‘Please,’ I said, in agony of heart, ‘what have I done?’ 

‘Nothing,’ he said, ‘but be your own perfect self.’ 

‘Then why did you get up?’ I demanded. 

 ‘Because if I continue to sit by you I will do something you will not like and I will 

regret,’ he said, all at once, in a great rush. 

‘I won’t,’ I said, ‘nothing you could do would be unpleasant to me. Please sit down, 

sir! Don’t run away from me. You have rescued me from a life of servitude I owe you 

my freedom, my life.’ 

He looked at me, and smiled such a lovely smile that I thought my heart would 

break. 

‘Please sit down,’ I said again, and he was back beside me in an instant, and seated 

by me. 

‘Now, what is this you want to do?’ I demanded. ‘You should tell me, instead of 

running from me.’ 

He looked at me, his lovely eyes wide with amazement, I think. ‘Oh, Adelheide,’ he 

said softly, ‘is it possible that you do not know?’ 

‘No,’ I said. 

‘I will not do anything you do not wish,’ he said. 

‘I would like you to kiss me,’ I said firmly, ‘as you have given me your love, please 

show me.’ 

‘Yes,’ he said at once, and put his arms about me and set his lips on mine and 

sweetly, tenderly, he ran his tongue across my lips, so that I opened my mouth, and then 

ran his tongue into my mouth, and held me so close I thought he would devour me. 

‘Oh, Adelheide,’ he breathed, and kissed me more and more passionately – then at 

last released me and turned away blushing. 

‘Sir,’ I said again, ‘what is wrong?’ 
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‘Sweet Adelheide,’ he said, ‘I asked you to take my love – please give me yours.’ 

‘I thought it was understood,’ I said, ‘of course, sir; it is here for your taking.’ 

‘Thank you,’ he said quietly. 

‘Then take it,’ I said, ‘why do you turn away? Is something wrong?’ 

‘Yes,’ he said wretchedly, ‘I am. Oh, Adelheide’ –  then he stopped again. 

‘Please,’ I said, ‘tell me what is wrong.’ 

‘Nothing,’ he said, ‘nothing but that I love you,’ and he turned and kissed me again, 

sweetly and intensely, for a long time. Then, murmuring, ‘Adelheide, sweet lady,’ he 

gently pushed me backwards, cradling my head on his arm, until we were on his bed in 

each other’s arms, and still he kissed me and he rolled on his back so that I lay on him, 

and still he kissed me. 

‘Adelheide,’ he murmured at last. 

‘Yes?’ I prompted him. 

‘Stay with me and be my lady – and I will look after you and honour and guard you 

and love you, oh, my sweet love – but you know I am bound by vows – I cannot marry 

you legally – but I will love and cherish you – oh, my sweet lady – but you are so pure – 

you should refuse me.’ 

But I was angry with my father for his behaviour of earlier, and it seemed to me that 

it were better to present him with a deed done. I said, ‘No, sir – I don’t refuse you – you 

are kind and generous and you saved me when my father would have made me a servant 

forever, and you are very handsome and I would gladly stay with you.’ 

‘Adelheide,’ he murmured, and kissed me passionately, and rolled me on to my back 

and put his hands to my gown and pulled it up. At first I didn’t know what he was doing 

– then I realised, for I was very innocent – then I was glad because he is so handsome 

and I was greatly taken with him. How could I give myself to this man so easily? You 

may well ask! – but I haven’t regretted it yet. 

So he took my girlhood, very sweetly and tenderly, and for me it was most pleasant. 

For others it is not so, but my lover is special, I later discovered. In any case I was very 

happy with him and he with me, and we lay kissing and embracing most tenderly for 

long time. 

At last there was a knock on the door from the office, quite a timid knock, I thought. 

My lover got up slowly, gently, kissed me, straightened his habit, and straightened my 

gown, stroked my hair and kissed me again and then said, ‘Sit up, darling; I had better 

let my Brothers back in, if you do not mind.’ 

‘No,’ I said, ‘no, I don’t mind.’ In fact I was rather proud to be his lady, because I 

was sure he did not have a lady already. He is so handsome and seems so pure. 

So I sat up and then got up and took his comb and combed my hair, and my lover 

went to the door and let his two subordinates back in. They did not say a word but came 

in and shook his hand and hugged him, but they did not speak, which I should have 

found odd, but I was too happy to notice. 

Then the one with red hair Albrecht Thun said: ‘Lady, may I congratulate you?’ 

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘thank you.’ 

I was smiling and so was he; and the other Brother, Heinrich, said: ‘God give you 

joy, lady,’ and I said, ‘Thank you.’ 

Then my lover said, ‘The bells will soon be ringing for Nones; and we must go down 

to chapel, but you, my darling, stay here and rest. No one will disturb you.’ As he 

spoke, I heard bells begin to chime. 

So I said: ‘Yes, I will rest here,’ and he kissed me tenderly and they left me to rest. 

I went to the privy and then laid on the bed – his bed – and lay in the pool of 

dampness where we had poured out our love and thought of him, so handsome and clear 
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faced and kind and full of love. I did not expect to sleep but I did, and then I heard a 

voice say: ‘Shhh. She’s asleep.’ 

‘I’m awake,’ I said crossly, and opened my eyes. Brothers Karlot and Berthol stood 

by the bed. How had they got in without waking me? 

‘Are you all right?’ asked Karlot anxiously, kneeling by the bedside. ‘Does it hurt?’ 

‘No,’ I said. ‘Why?’ 

‘Oh – nothing,’ said Karlot, ‘except I – sometimes it does,’ he ended; oddly, I 

thought. 

‘Lady Adelheide,’ said Berthol, ‘I know the others have congratulated you, and we 

have come to offer our commiserations, and to make sure you are all right.’ 

‘Of course I am,’ I said angrily. What did he mean? 

‘Our Jan is a great prince,’ said Karlot, ‘but sometimes rather feather-headed.’ 

‘He is wild over you,’ said Berthol, ‘and about to get into serious trouble over it.’ 

‘From the Master?’ I asked anxiously. 

‘No,’ said Karlot, ‘from the Grand Commander and the Draper.’ 

‘So he may be a little delayed,’ said Berthol. ‘But he’ll be back shortly. Meantime 

may we sit down?’ 

‘Please do,’ I said faintly. 

‘Meantime, your father will be here shortly,’ said Berthol. ‘What do you want us to 

tell him?’ He sat on the bed end. 

‘I’m not sure,’ I said. ‘What shouldI tell him?’ 

Karlot sat down next to Berthol. 

‘I’ve been thinking about this,’ he said thoughtfully. ‘If he finds out Jan has had your 

girlhood he will be upset and demand compensation.’ 

‘But he’s had compensation,’ I cried. 

‘Yes,’ said Karlot, ‘but he’ll want more.’ 

‘But if he doesn’t know then he’ll want you back,’ said Berthol. 

‘And meanwhile I know two people in this house who want to kill you,’ said Karlot, 

‘because – well, anyway, the Grand Commander and the Draper. So I think the best 

thing is for you to stay here out of the way while the excitement is going on, and then 

we’ll decide where the best place is for you to stay. Somewhere nearby, but out of the 

way of our great officials.’ 

I nodded wordlessly, then said: ‘Whatever my lord says.’ 

Karlot suddenly smiled, a lovely broad smile that made me smile too despite myself. 

‘Oh, you are lovely!’ he said, ‘Jan is quite right – of course he is – I’m only a bit 

worried about our great officials.’ 

‘Suits me,’ said Berthol. ‘They ought to know better.’ 

I wondered what was going on downstairs. Was my lover in serious trouble? What 

would happen to him?’ 

‘Don’t worry,’ said Berthol kindly, ‘Jan can talk his way out of anything.’ 

‘Almost anything,’ said Karlot quickly. 

‘I think he should be able to handle our great officials,’ said Berthol. ‘He handles 

them pretty efficiently most of the time.’ 

I didn’t really know what he meant, but I waited for him to explain. 

‘It’s no good,’ said Karlot, ‘I have to know what’s going on.’ 

‘Jan told us to stay here,’ said Berthol. 

‘I know. I know – I’ll use that bowl of water.’ 

And before my very eyes, Brother Karlot of the Order of the Star, one of the sweetest 

and kindest men I have ever met, leapt up, went to the table, passed his hands over the 

basin of water left over from dinner’s handwashing and looked into the water. 
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‘Oh, Jan!’ he said, ‘oh God, Berthol! Adelheide, don’t look. Jan is in fine form – but 

I don’t think you want to see this.’ 

‘Of course I do,’ I said, and ran with Berthol to look over his shoulder – and there in 

the water, as clear as any window, I could see a room – presumably the Chapter House 

– and my lover on his knees pleading and weeping and other men shouting – I couldn’t 

hear what they were saying, but the sight of my lover so upset made me really worried. 

‘Oh, no,’ I said in tones of horror. 

‘Lady Adelheide,’ said Berthol, ‘you should realize that Jan is one of the best actors 

in the world, and he has had plenty of practice in manipulating the great officials of the 

House. He is now manipulating them. To judge by all the shouting, I think it’s 

working.’ 

I watched, heart in mouth. If only I could help him! If only I could hear! 

* 

[Jan] 
Nones was hardly over when a servant came to say that Lord Philip was outside craving 

an audience of the Master. 

I realised at once of course what he wanted, and sent Berthol and Karlot off to look 

after Adelheide. I didn’t need to say anything – a thought was enough. The Master 

agreed to speak to him and went outside; and I followed at a distance. 

As I got outside, Karl just behind me, the Master said: ‘Brother Jan, what is this? 

Lord Philip says you have his daughter?’ 

‘Yes, sir,’ I said. ‘He was going to make her a servant in the House of Our Lady of 

Seven Sorrows, and she did not wish to be such, and I was unhappy that he should treat 

her so and paid her dower to him and took her to safety.’ 

‘Brother,’ the Master said, ‘she is his daughter and as such under his authority.’ 

‘No, sir,’ I said, ‘with respect, he has told me that she is not his daughter, but a 

foundling, and as she is of age I do not believe he has the right to force her to anything 

beyond her will.’ 

Lord Philip stared at me, the Master looked thoughtful and Karl said: ‘So where is 

the girl, Brother?’ 

‘She is no girl but a lady, sir,’ I said, ‘and she is somewhere safe.’ 

‘You must hand her back,’ said Karl. 

‘I have paid her dower,’ I said, ‘she is mine.’ 

The Master laughed. Karl said, ‘You paid with the Order’s money?’ 

‘No, sir,’ I said, ‘with my own; I brought back money from Magdeburg.’ 

‘But all you have belongs to the Order,’ said Karl. 

‘That is true,’ I said, ‘but I used it is an act of charity – would the Order disapprove?’ 

Karl hesitated and the Master said: ‘We need to discuss this in Chapter.’ 

‘I want my daughter back,’ said Lord Philip. 

‘Sir,’ I said, ‘you told me this morning that she is not your daughter. Are you now 

saying that you lied to me?’ 

He hesitated. ‘No,’ he said at last, ‘she is not mine by by blood, but I have cared for 

her many years, and I have great affection for her.’ 

‘That is not the impression you gave me this morning,’ I said, ‘nor this afternoon 

when you were dragging her along on her horse, and she in tears and crying for help, 

when I happened on you.’ 

‘Jan,’ said Karl, now totally bewildered, ‘when was this?’ 

‘During dinner,’ I said. ‘You will remember, I went out of the hall.’ 

‘But – ’ began Karl. 

I heard the Draper cough, and knew the game was up. 
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Oh Karl, did you ever really love me, my darling – or just you idealised image of me 

as the Draper draws his pictures, you draw images in your mind? 

‘We will go into Chapter,’ said the Master. To Lord Philip, he said: ‘Sir, this servant’ 

– he indicated one of the serving brothers – ‘will show you to my parlour; I will be with 

you as soon as we have made a decision on the matter.’ 

So we went into Chapter. 

‘It seems to me,’ the Master said, ‘that the question is whether or not the commander 

should hand over Lord Philip’s daughter to him. Given the circumstances of the case it 

appears the commander took her into his guard on the father’s permission and took legal 

possession by paying the dower and did so from motives of charity, to protect her. The 

question is whether she should be given back despite all these factors.’ 

‘My opinion,’ said Karl, ‘is that she should; the Rule states that no woman should be 

under the roof of the House.’ 

‘That Rule has been broken before,’ said the Marshal, ‘in the case of the Lady 

Oglive, and as it turned out was the saving of the Order.’ 

‘Nevertheless,’ said Karl, ‘I still believe the Rule should be enforced.’ 

‘Only because you’re jealous,’ said Ferric. 

‘What?’ retorted Karl. 

‘You’re jealous because Jan has a new girlfriend,’ said Ferric cheerfully. ‘We all 

know, you needn’t look so shocked. And I say, you can’t expect to keep him to 

yourself, and you may as well put up with it. I say we keep the girl.’ 

‘Is she still a girl?’ asked the Almoner. 

They all looked at me. 

‘No,’ I said, blushing. 

‘I’d have been more surprised if you had said she was,’ said the Almoner, ‘to be 

honest.’ 

‘I paid her dower,’ I said, ‘and she was willing and she does not wish to return to her 

father.’ 

‘Jan,’ said Karl, ‘how can you stand there and confess to having committed 

fornication with a woman?’ 

‘Makes a change from men,’ said Ferric. ‘I should say: “Thank God,” and catch up 

with your sleep.’ 

‘Chapter is for confessing faults,’ said the Almoner, ‘according to the Rule, that is,’ 

he added drily. 

‘The girl has led our Brother astray,’ said Karl. ‘She should be handed back to her 

father at once.’ 

‘No,’ I cried, ‘I led her astray. She is innocent. She has nothing to do with this – she 

is only the victim.’ 

‘Women are never innocent,’ said Karl. 

A chorus of protests went up all round the Chapter House. 

‘Karl,’ I said, ‘how can you say that? You will make Our Lady weep. You’ve seen 

Adelheide. She is so innocent ‘ 

‘Women are the spawn of Satan,’ said Karl, ‘who lead men astray – ’ 

‘No,’ I cried, ‘you don’t know yourself, Karl – you only say that because you’ve 

never loved one.’ 

Our eyes met – I fell on my knees. 

‘My Brothers,’ I said, ‘please have mercy on Adelheide. Do whatever you like to me 

but don’t send her back to her father.’ 

‘It must be love,’ said Ferric. ‘How sweet.’ 

‘She can’t possibly stay in the House,’ cried Karl. 



96 

 

‘Then let her go to Au, to Lady Oglive,’ I cried, ‘but don’t send her back to her 

father.’ 

‘Jan,’ exclaimed Karl, ‘you forget yourself. You know – we have read – carnal love 

is nothing in God’s eyes.’ 

‘That’s why you’re currently so cool and calm about this,’ said Ferric. 

‘I say she may stay,’ said the Draper. ‘She will do no harm in the House, if the 

commander keeps her under his guard.’ 

‘I will not have a woman in the House,’ declared Karl. 

‘I say it will make no difference,’ said the Draper. 

They glowered at each other; one on each side of me. I said, ‘Sirs, let me take the 

lady to safety at Au, and all will be well.’ 

‘No, let her stay,’ said the Draper. 

‘I say she should be given back to her father,’ insisted Karl. 

‘But, Karl, he is not her father,’ I cried. 

‘He is in loco parentis,’ declared Karl, ‘he has authority over her.’ 

‘Not now,’ I said desperately. 

‘You heard the commander,’ said Ferric, ‘He has authority over her now.’ 

‘He has a responsibility to her under God,’ said the Almoner. ‘The two made one 

flesh, and all that.’ 

I blushed scarlet. Karl grabbed my arm. 

‘Jan,’ he said intensely, as if we were alone there, ‘remember your vows. You love 

God and His Mother – don’t betray them.’ 

‘I don’t,’ I said, staring into his face with intense feeling of my own, ‘but what could 

I do? Her father would have walled her up – ’ 

‘What is that to do with you?’ said Karl, ‘Jan, remember what you are and your plans 

and ambitions – don’t let yourself be led astray.’ 

‘What are you saying?’ I exclaimed. ‘Karl I seduced her. I know I should not have 

done it, but she is so lovely and I couldn’t bear not to do it, and she is so sweet and I 

can’t abandon her now.’ 

‘Confession time,’ murmured the Almoner. 

‘Jan,’ said Karl in agonised tones, ‘remember all we have said – how can you do 

this? What of your calling?’ 

‘It doesn’t matter,’ I said. ‘Oh, Karl – can’t you try to understand? I have sinned – 

but I don’t try to deny it. I won’t cast her off. Please don’t ask me.’ 

His expression was one of complete agony: the lover who is forced to see that his 

love is not what he has thought her, yet finds he still loves her. As he held my arm and I 

reached out my other hand to him, the Draper grabbed it. 

‘Brother,’ he said, ‘why waste words? This fool doesn’t listen to a word you say.’ 

‘Dietrich,’ I said, ‘let go – he will listen – let me speak.’ 

‘You’re just wasting your breath,’ he said. ‘He will never understand what you are or 

why you acted as you did – his view is too narrow.’ 

‘Dietrich,’ I said desperately, ‘let me go.’ 

‘No,’ he said. ‘You can keep the girl – whatever you do cannot affect anyone else. 

You will always have enough to give any who asks. But this fool thinks he can keep 

you for himself.’ 

Karl’s expression was agonised. I tried again to pull my arm from Dietrich’s grip. 

‘Karl is no fool,’ I said. ‘His love is precious – but I cannot give Adelheide back – 

Karl – ’ and I pulled against Dietrich, who pulled me back so hard that my hand was 

jerked from Karl’s grip. For a moment we stared at each other in desperation; then I 

uttered a howl and lost my physical form. 
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I was at once aware of my spirit companions about me, comforting me, urging me to 

have courage, bewildered as to how a spirit of my power could be so weak. I summoned 

all my strength and reformed at the instant I had de-formed, so that no one watching 

saw me vanish, but it was a terrible moment. In reforming I got my hand out of 

Dietrich’s grip and got both hands about Karl’s hands and said: ‘Brother, have mercy on 

me; I am a sinner and not worthy of forgiveness, but I beg for your mercy.’ 

He hesitated, then bent and put his arms about me and lifted me up from my knees. 

‘As it means so much to you,’ he said slowly, ‘I change my advice: the girl should be 

sent to Au, where Lady Oglive will care for her.’ 

‘Thank you,’ I said, and kissed him on each cheek. 

So all agreed, even Dietrich, who was annoyed with me for my affection for Karl, 

but I try not to worry about that. So Lord Philip was told that his daughter would be sent 

to serve in the house of a great Christian lady, Oglive of Au, and he, honoured by the 

proposition, agreed. 

So we left Chapter, I hand in hand with Karl, and he and I went up to my office to 

find Adelheide. As we entered I heard Karlot say: ‘Oh clumsy!’ and Adelheide laughed, 

and I saw the basin of water upside down on the floor rushes and Adelheide and Karlot 

in fits of giggles and Berthol trying not to laugh. I slipped from Karl’s hand and ran to 

Adelheide and hugged her and said: ‘Darling, your father has come to ask for you to be 

returned to him, but the House has refused. We have agreed that if you are willing you 

may go to Au, to Lady Oglive of the Shee. She is a Christian woman and she will be 

very glad to see you, and I can come to visit you easily, and you will be safe from your 

father.’ 

Adelheide, who was still giggling, sobered up and said: ‘Whatever you say, sir,’ and 

I kissed her warmly and said, ‘Thank you.’ 

Karl did not watch. He looked away. 

* 

[Adelheide] 
My love, Brother Jan Posilje, and I rode out to Au this morning. We were accompanied 

by Berthol and Karlot and Albrecht Thun and Heinrich and Karlot’s three friends 

Rudolf, Osto and Thietmar. It was a beautiful day, the sun was warm and the grass was 

growing and flowers were pushing up and the birch trees were covered in catkins, 

dancing in the breeze. The birds were singing and we saw some small animals by the 

road, eating the grass. It was very beautiful, and I rode by my lover, chattering and 

laughing and kissing, and was happy. 

So we came to Au, which is a large manor of brick, and were welcomed warmly. 

Two of the men there are apparently Brothers, but they are husbands of Lady Oglive; I 

don’t understand this, but Jan says I am not to worry about it. In any case Oglive was 

expecting us. She is older than me, with dark hair and a round, merry face and she 

greeted me enthusiastically. She is expecting a baby and said: ‘I really need a woman’s 

company, Adelheide!’ 

I have my own room next to hers, and she has lent me clothes and things like 

hairbrushes and combs until my own can be fetched. Jan says Lady Meera can come to 

visit me, and my father can’t possibly reach me here. Lady Oglive has some very 

ferocious looking warriors. 

Lady Oglive is very fond of my lover, I think; I see how she looks at him. He looks 

to her as a friend and lady but she, I think, is fonder of him than that. But she has three 

husbands already. I am amazed why she should want so many. 



98 

 

This evening another lady came, Lady Baas whose manor is up the road. She is tall 

and has golden hair and walks like a queen. She is truly beautiful and very kind and 

gracious. She is Lady Oglive’s cousin and best friend. I like her very much. 

She says, ‘Adelheide, so you are Jan’s lady? It’s time he had one.’ And she laughs. 

Then she says: ‘He’s very sweet but Gayel says he is too pretty’ (Gayel is her brother 

and Oglive’s husband). Then she says: ‘But he’s clever, and I think cleverness is worth 

a lot in a man. Not many of them have it, you know.’ 

I must have looked alarmed, because she laughed kindly and said, ‘Oh, Adelheide, 

don’t look so worried! I don’t want him! He’s yours. We have rules here, you know!’ 

But then she said, ‘But if youwould be my friend, I would be very happy.’ 

‘So would I, if you would be my friend,’ I said, and so we were agreed. 

So I think I will be happy here. Jan says he will come tonight. I don’t see how he 

can, but he promised, so perhaps he will. I told Oglive and she said, ‘Oh, yes, I think he 

will come. But he probably won’t come until you’re in bed, so don’t sit up waiting.’ 

I have sat down to write this, and now I will go to bed. 

 

Jan did come. I was asleep when I heard a voice saying: ‘Adelheide, my darling, wake 

up.’ I opened my eyes and he was kneeling by the bed. I sat up at once and kissed him. 

‘Move over, darling,’ he said, ‘and I’ll get into bed.’ And he began to pull off his 

clothes. 

‘When did you get here?’ I asked, but he only said, ‘Just now. Move over, darling, 

and let me get in!’ 

So I moved over and he climbed into bed with me and we kissed and embraced and 

he played with me as lovers do, and I was very happy. 

At last he lay beside me, kissing me, and said, ‘Darling, are you happy here?’ 

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘Oglive is very kind, and I like Baas.’ 

‘Good,’ he said, ‘I’m pleased,’ and he kissed me. 

I didn’t tell him what Baas had said about him. I didn’t want him to think she might 

admire him. 

He had to go before dawn, and he kissed me goodbye and said: ‘I’ll see myself out, 

darling. You go back to sleep.’ I did, and when I woke it was day. 

We had a very pleasant morning. Oglive has a chaplain and we heard Matins, Oglive 

and her daughter Cara and the two Brothers who are Oglive’s husbands and I. Cara is 

very sweet. She calls me ‘Auntie Adelheide’ and want me to read to her and dress her 

dolls for her. After Matins we had a quick breakfast and then Oglive had to deal with 

estate business, and I played with Cara. Oglive’s husband Brother Hellmuth and one of 

the servants – he’s a serving Brother, his name is Venda – came too. We played in 

Cara’s room, and Cara made us play guessing games and ‘hunt the thimble’. I thought it 

was fun, although I am not used to playing with children. 

I don’t think Venda and Hellmuth knew how to talk to me, though. At last Oglvie 

came and we went out riding. She brought her husband Adal too and his other servant, 

Emil, but the men rode behind and we rode at the front. As we came towards Baas’s 

manor, Baas rode out to meet us, and greeted us merrily from her horse – she rides very 

well – and rode along with us. She is very merry and kind. I like her very much. 

The men dropped back when Baas joined us, and rode along at a greater distance. We 

rode quite a long way and I was tired when we got back to Au. Baas stayed for dinner, 

and I was glad of this because she sat between me and Oglive’s other husband, Prince 

Gayel. 
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I don’t like Prince Gayel. He is big – I mean broad – and he has a beard and he 

shouts and frightens me. I don’t see him often but he joined us for dinner and talked to 

Baas and then he said: ‘Who’s this with you?’ 

‘This is the Lady Adelheide,’ said Baas. ‘Adelheide, this is Gayel, my brother.’ 

I smiled and said, ‘God give you joy, sir.’ 

Gayel said, ‘Ah you’ll be the little girl who came in with Posilje.’ 

‘Gayel,’ said Baas in a warning tone – even I could hear that. 

‘I don’t know what you see in him,’ said Gayel, ‘he’s not a man, you know, he’s – ’ 

‘Gayel!’ said Baas, ‘shut up.’ 

‘Why?’ retorted Gayel. ‘The kid has a right to know.’ 

‘She’ll know all she needs to know when she needs to know it,’ said Baas, ‘in the 

meantime, Brother, shut up.’ 

‘I say she should be told,’ said Gayel. 

‘I say she’s a lucky woman,’ said Baas. ‘Not that I’m jealous or anything – not like 

you, my dear.’ 

‘Jealous! What the – what do you mean?’ exclaimed Gayel. I don’t know the word 

he used, but it sounded horrible. 

‘Well, stop going apoplectic every time Jan’s name is mentioned,’ said Baas, calmly 

smiling. ‘Anyone would think he was competition.’ 

Gayel began to rant. He said my lover is a pretty woman who isn’t worthy of the 

name of man and he’s not fit to have a nice girl like me in his bed and he would kill my 

lover when he could because he’s a sorcerer and then Brother Hellmuth heard him and 

called up the table: ‘Gayel – shut up!’ 

‘No,’ said Gayel. 

‘Shut up,’ said Oglive. ‘Or you can leave the table, Gayel.’ 

Gayel shut up, but he was clearly very worked up over the subject, and when he had 

finished eating, he left. 

Baas said to me when he had gone: ‘He isjealous of Jan, because Brother Adal and 

Brother Hellmuth are his friends andOglive is very fond of him and Gayel feels left 

out.’ 

‘Oh, dear,’ I said. ‘I am sorry.’ 

‘Don’t be!’ said Baas. ‘It’s his own fault. He won’t even try to get on with Jan. I 

think he’s scared of him.’ 

‘Why?’ I asked. I couldn’t imagine anyone in the world less frightening than Jan. 

‘He’s terribly powerful,’ said Baas, ‘much more so than Gayel or me.’ 

‘Powerful?’ I repeated. ‘But he’s just a person.’ 

‘Hmm,’ said Baas. ‘Well, in any case: Gayel is scared of him. But don’t worry about 

Gayel. He won’t come anywhere near you – our law forbids it.’ 

Still, I was scared, and I was careful not to go anywhere outside the women’s rooms 

alone. 

That afternoon Cara was teaching me a song when Brother Hellmuth came in. He 

said: ‘Cara, may I interrupt you?’ 

‘Yes, Daddy, if you have to,’ said Cara crossly. 

‘Lady Adelheide,’ said Hellmuth, bowing to me where I sat, ‘I must apologise for 

Gayel’s behaviour over dinner. You must tell Jan to put Gayel in order because he is 

getting unbearable.’ 

‘I see,’ I said hesitantly. 

‘Adal and I must go back to the House tomorrow,’ said Hellmuth, ‘but you’ll see Jan, 

of course. If Gayel gives any trouble just tell Oglive or Jan.’ 

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘of course.’ 
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Then he bowed and went out. I was a bit anxious. I didn’t like to think of Gayel 

‘giving trouble’. 

But I haven’t seen Gayel since. Jan came last night again and I told him what had 

happened and I frowned and said: ‘I’ll keep him away from you, darling. Don’t worry. 

And if you ever need me during the day, just shout for me as you did when your father 

was trying to take you to the nunnery.’ 

I didn’t see how he could possibly hear, but I promised I would! 

* 

[Jan] 
My darling Adelheide at least is all right, which is a relief. I have been having grief 

from Karl and Dietrich, who both want me on their own terms, but at least Adelheide is 

in a safe place ... 

Karl wants me by him most of the time, which of course is impossible because I have 

an office to perform. So he wants me with him at nights and he lectures me on chastity 

and the evils of women and won’t listen when I remind him of Our Lady and Saints 

Esther and Judith and all our other patronesses. 

Dietrich wants me in his bed every night, and he wants me to strip naked and let him 

tie me up, and he does not want me to do anything but let him use me as if I was some 

kind of toy, except he does want me to tell him how wonderful he is in bed, etc., etc., 

and he is all right, but compared to some of my other lovers.... 

Meanwhile Berthol and Karlot complain I am giving more than I get and I ought to 

shed a few of my lovers. And Hellmuth is very jealous, and Adal is sulking with me and 

making remarks about how I don’t have time to sleep with him but I do have time to 

pick up the daughters of our guests. 

So I went off to Magdeburg to Pieter’s lecture in a bad mood, but Pieter cheered me 

up, as he always does. He is so sweet. 

After his lecture we went for a walk and bought hot pies from a stall and ate them in 

the street and walked by the river and fed the ducks and then went back to his solar to 

read the classics and discuss them – it was glorious. Then his housekeeper brought up 

supper, and we ate and then relaxed by the fire in his solar and discussed his lecture and 

talked about us. 

‘Jan,’ said Pieter, ‘why don’t you come back to the university? You are still 

attending my lectures and I hear you’ve been at rhetoric and dialectic too.’ 

He kissed the back of my neck. I sighed softly. 

‘Please come back,’ said Pieter. ‘I only see you once a week and I miss you so 

much.’ 

He ran his hand over the back of my neck and kissed it again. He knows what I like, 

and he does what pleases me, unlike Karl or Dietrich who want me to do what pleases 

them. 

‘I’ve been getting bored,’ I said softly. ‘I did enjoy your lectures and classes, darling. 

But I was a disaster as a student.’ 

‘That was Johann’s fault,’ said Pieter. ‘Now he’s dead won’t you come back? I miss 

you in my bed at nights and by my side and all the time.’ 

I was silent. He kissed my neck again and again. 

‘Oh, Jan,’ he breathed, ‘you are the best student I have ever had – you had such a 

great future ahead of you – don’t throw it away.’ 

‘Pieter,’ I began then I stopped. 

‘Say you’ll stay,’ he said again. 

I said: ‘I’ll stay tonight. Then I’ll think about it, darling.’ 



101 

 

Of course I went back to Berthol and Karlot and to Adelheide and Gunhild – all my 

dear ones – but I let the others do without me for a night. 

 

It was no good, though. The next day, walking with Pieter in town, I saw several people 

give me odd looks and I realised I cannot stay in Magdeburg. After all, I’m supposed to 

be dead, and I am not at all forgotten – there is my shrine in the cathedral square and 

when I dropped in to see Theresa and her mother I saw they had a picture of me in one 

corner of their main room, with a candle burning in front of it. It looks very like me – I 

was quite scared. I said: ‘Are there many icons like that in the city?’ and Theresa said: 

‘Oh, yes!’ and then I knew I cannot remain unrecognised in Magdeburg. 

I tried to explain this to Pieter, who refused to agree with me, and said (as he has said 

before) that Magdeburg is big enough to hide in; but it has never been big enough for 

me. So I bid him goodbye at last and promised to return soon and went to see Gundhild 

(and Jorge). 

‘You are very restless,’ she said. ‘What do your spirits say?’ 

I looked at Fenir and Liranth, who were sitting in the window embrasure as usual. 

‘I haven’t asked them,’ I said.  

‘Well, you should,’ she said. ‘I’d say you shouldn’t be acting like a man. You ought 

to be acting like a demon-angelic prince – flying around the Earth with your train and 

moving and controlling humans. Like Prince Beydeluz does. After all, you are a prince, 

but you’re still behaving like a man. No wonder you get bored!’ 

Fenir and Liranth were nodding vigorously. I sighed. 

‘I have my brother-and-sister spirits.’ I said, ‘Anathir and Aramir.’ 

‘They should be with you, then,’ she said. ‘But stop acting like a servant when 

you’re a prince.’ 

I sighed deeply and looked at the floor. She looked at me compassionately and shook 

her head. 

‘Poor innocent Athacir,’ she said, ‘you longed for power and now you don’t know 

what to do with it. 

‘I didn’t want power,’ I said, ‘just fulfilment.’ 

‘It’s the same thing for you,’ she said. 

Jorge came and handed me his building bricks and I built him a tower to knock 

down, and then (when he had knocked it down), another. 

‘I think you need to go flying,’ said Gunhild. ‘Fly around the Earth – take your 

entourage and your companions – get some fresh air and exercise, darling! Be yourself 

for a while and stop pretending to be a man.’ 

I agreed and kissed her, and when Jorge went down for his afternoon nap I set out 

with Fenir and Liranth and my other spirits to fly back to Reolt (rather than stepping 

back through space as we often do). Gunhild left Jorge with his nursemaid and flew 

with us for a while, then went back – Liranth escorted her, then joined Fenir and me and 

the rest again, and we flew on to Reolt, arriving at night, just after I had last left. 

Berthol and Karlot, who were asleep, were only too delighted to get up and fly with 

me. We set off and other spirits joined us, so we were a large group. We flew together, 

we three, whirled together, invisible to any human eye – and our host of spirits behind 

and above and below us in a great bright cloud. 

We flew over field and wood and mountain and lake, river and sea, village and town, 

and as we flew we shed fertility and prosperity in our wake. We flew all around the 

Earth, over land and sea, and at last we flew to Totschlussen, where we rested. Here I 

went to see how my baby spirits were growing and to give my love and embraces to 

Rashud, and then we all three went to attend on our prince, who welcomed us warmly. 
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We shared our love and worship, and at last he said: ‘How are matters with your 

humans?’ 

‘Jan’s in love again,’ said Karlot. ‘With a woman: her name is Adelheide.’ 

‘The Great Officers of the House are being annoying,’ said Berthol. ‘They’re trying 

to keep Jan to themselves. And Prince Gayel has threatened us.’ 

‘I have myself struggled with him for Adal,’ said Beydeluz thoughtfully, ‘and I 

would have overcome him, if Athacir had not intervened. 

I blushed and bowed my head and said, ‘Noble prince, forgive me.’ 

Fenir and Liranth spluttered, and Beydeluz heard them. He said gently, ‘By our love 

and desire for each other, Athacir, there is no place for apology or pardon here. But 

Gayel showed then that he can interfere with us and those we love. He has kept Adal 

from us, he has kept Oglive from Aramir and from Athacir, and he has defied us and 

now he threatens us. We should not fear him, but we must be on our guard.’ 

‘Yes,’ we all said. 

‘And, Athacir,’ said Beydeluz, smiling at me in tender amusement, ‘your escort does 

not like your bowing to me. I know it stems from your love for me, but you should not 

anger your escort.’ 

Fenir and Liranth relaxed a little, seeing that the prince agreed with them. I sighed 

and said, ‘Gunhild says I should spend more time travelling around the Earth in glory, 

rather than living like a man.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Beydeluz, ‘because you are not a man; you are a great prince, young and 

inexperienced but a prince nonetheless.’ 

‘If I go our seeking human worship,’ I said, ‘my companions will be jealous.’ 

‘We’ll come with you,’ said Karlot. 

‘If you’ll have us,’ said Berthol. 

‘Of course I will,’ I said, angry and glad both together, ‘but when I seduce someone 

– you’ll be jealous, darlings.’ 

‘We’ll share,’ said Karlot. ‘Or you’ll have to find us someone, too.’ 

‘As we’ve already done among the Rus,’ said Berthol. ‘Karlot has Marinetta, but we 

all share when she’s with her.’ 

‘Oh, ,my shy Berthol,’ I said softly, ‘remember you said that,’ and I put my arm 

about his shoulders and kissed him on the mouth. 

 

But we did go back to the House, if only on a temporary basis – because it is our base in 

the physical world and we have our worshippers there: Karlot has her Three and Berthol 

has Elred and Marc, and I have far too many. 

We had only missed that one night when we got back, but the /Draper was angry – 

Karl took me in hand in Matins and stayed by me for the Lenten meditation, and then 

took me back to his room, so that left Thun, Henrich and the Draper very annoyed. 

So what happened next was just waiting to happen! 

* 

[Adelheide] 
Jan tried to describe this, but he got so confused that I’m going to tell it in a few words. 

In short, then, the Draper ambushed him and dragged him into his room, and then Thun 

came along too. When Jan found that they were both demanding his love, he decided to 

give them something to think about and turned them both into horses and rode them – 

bareback, with a foot on each neck – to Totschlussen! 

I wish I had seen it! It must have been so exciting! I’ve ridden there with Jan since, 

but then we had one horse at a time. Jan stood on their backs shouting: ‘Carry me to 

Death’s Castle!,’ and they bucked and reared and galloped, and all Jan’s spirits flew 
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along behind, whooping with excitement. They’ve told me all about it: Jan was shining 

in his glory as a prince of Totschlussen, all in his rainbow robes, and his hair streaming 

out behind him, with Fenir and Liranth hanging on to it! – and his closest spirit 

retainers, Tarens and Felice, were just behind on spirit horses with their robes streaming 

behind them, and all the other spirits behind, all whooping and singing in joy and 

excitement. They went in the wind and the sunlight and away into the wild yonder, far 

beyond the mountains and beyond again. They went from day to night and back to day, 

through stars and space and over sea and land, and at last they came to Totschlussen and 

Jan turned the two Brothers back into men and played love’s game with them, while all 

his spirits danced and sang around. 

Then the Draper and Thun were completely befuddled and bewildered, and no 

wonder! Jan did what he liked with them, and then he rode them back again, and all his 

entourage flew after, whooping and singing. He dropped them off in their own rooms in 

the House, and went back to what he had been doing before – he fetched the guest lists 

from his office, because he wanted to check with Ferric the Treasurer how many of 

them still owed the cost of their passage to Our Lady’s Land, and he hurried downstairs 

to find Ferric. 

Jan spent the next hour closeted with Ferric going through the lists, and by the end he 

had a list of all the guests who hadn’t paid and what they owed to the shippers. Ferric 

would arrange payment to the shippers, and Jan would try to persuade the guests to pay 

up. They did pay in the end – I know because Felice told me all about it. 

‘By the way,’ said Ferric, as Jan rolled up the guest lists, ‘how’s your love life these 

days?’ 

Jan’s spirits all giggled, but of course Ferric couldn’t hear them. Jan grinned, because 

the Treasurer always jokes that Jan had almost killed him when Jan worked for him as 

an assistant, and certainly they’d spent more time counting kisses than coins. 

‘It’s busy,’ said Jan merrily. 

Ferric sat down on a stool. ‘May I pry?’ he asked. ‘You haven’t killed Karl yet.’ 

‘No,’ said my husband, blushing. 

‘And your young lady?’ (That’s me, of course.) 

‘She’s at Au and very happy.’ 

‘Good. What about these secretaries of yours?’ 

‘Albrecht’s overdone it,’ said Jan, giggling. ‘Heinrich missed this morning’s session 

– he’ll have to catch up later.’ 

‘What’s this about you and Dietrich?’ asked Ferric. ‘Word has it’s serious, but I can’t 

believe Dietrich’s finally given in to his feelings.’ 

‘It’s serious,’ said Jan. ‘Very serious.’ 

‘More serious than Karl?’ asked Ferric, and all the spirits whistled their glee – Ferric 

couldn’t hear them, but Jan could! He laughed, and said: ‘Yes – I think so.’ 

‘Poor man,’ said Ferric, ‘you’ll kill him, you know.’ 

Felice says that Jan thought of Johann then, and set his teeth. ‘Yes,’ he said, ‘I 

might.’ 

Ferric noticed Jan’s expression and said, ‘Have you killed anyone? I only ask out of 

curiosity.’ 

‘None of my brothers,’ said Jan quickly. 

‘Of course not, but you’ve been away – in Magdeburg.’ 

Jan looked away. ‘Yes, but don’t ask me about it – please.’ 

‘Of course not,’ said Ferric again ‘Well – for the sake of my health – I won’t ask you 

to demonstrate.’ 
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All the spirits whooped and whistled, and Jan smiled one of his wonderful smiles. 

‘Of course not,’ he said. 

He frowned at Jan. ‘Damn you,’ he said, ‘you know I don’t mean it.’ 

Jan put his roll of parchment down on the table. ‘Where do you want it? In here?’ 

The spirits all whooped again and shouted: ‘Totschlussen!’ but Jan silenced them 

with a shake of the head; and Ferric said, ‘Up on the table with you,’ because that’s 

where they always used to do it when Jan worked in his office. 

So Jan got on the table, and Ferric got up beside him, and they threw themselves at 

each other and fought rather than played, Felice says – but she also says that Jan sent 

her and Tarens instructions to bar the doors and block the windows, so no one could get 

in or see in, which was just as well! 

At last they were both exhausted, and Ferric fell panting back on to the table and 

said, ‘You don’t get any quieter.’ 

Jan laughed and said, ‘Have you had enough? I can carry on if not.’ 

‘No, I’m done,’ he said, ‘I don’t know how Karl manages the pace.’ 

‘I’m quieter with him,’ said my husband. 

‘What about Dietrich?’ 

‘He does all the work.’ 

‘Be easy on him,’ said Ferric, gasping for breath, ‘he’s older than me.’. 

At last my husband got back to his office and found Heinrich Heil at his desk, 

saying: ‘Why is Albrecht asleep?’ 

‘He’s had a hard morning,’ said Jan innocently. 

Heinrich caught his tone and said, ‘You swine – you’ve been doing it without me.’ 

Clearly this wasn’t my husband’s morning for getting any work done! He dragged 

Heinrich off to bed. 

I’ll let Jan’s journal tell the next part. 

* 

[Jan] 
After Sext and dinner I rode out to see the guests, accompanied by Berthol, Karlot and 

her Three. 

‘Where are your two?’ asked Karlot. 

‘They were feeling amorous this morning after missing me last night,’ I said, ‘but 

now they’re both sleeping it off.’ 

‘And the Draper?’ asked Berthol, ‘as he isn’t here either.’ 

‘And the Draper,’ I said. 

‘All right,’ said Berthol, ‘how did you manage to exhaust all of them?’ 

I explained rapidly. The Three roared with laughter; Karlot was wide-eyed and 

giggly. Berthol said: ‘I ought to be angry, but it’s so ridiculous – you didn’t really ride 

the pair of them?’ 

‘I did,’ I said, ‘one foot on each. It was fantastic.’ 

‘Next time,’ said Berthol, ‘take us along – this I must see.’ 

‘Next time,’ I promised. 

The guests were quiet that day. We invited them to dine at the House, and returned to 

the House for Nones. I flew out to see Adelheide, taking my demonic escort with me. I 

went because I had a strong impression I ought to go, although when I’d seen her the 

previous night all had been well. However – Adelheide can tell the next part. 

* 
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[Adelheide] 
That morning, Oglive had been feeling rather sick, and had sent a messenger to fetch 

Baas to bring her one of her potions to make her feel better. I amused Cara and the men 

went out hunting. 

I was finding it rather hard to talk to the men. I’m not used to men – except my 

father, but he is much older than me. Hellmuth would speak to me in quite a friendly 

way and talk to me about Jan, who I realized quite quickly is a good friend of his, but 

Adal was rather reserved (when I read Karlot’s chronicle I worked out that he is jealous 

of my friendship with Jan, Berthol and Karlot), and the two servants – the archers, 

Oglive calls them – never have anything much to say to me. But I didn’t care: Oglive 

and I get on very well and she keeps saying: ‘Oh, Adelheide, I’m so glad you’ve come!’ 

In any case, the men had gone out hunting, and Baas came over and made Oglive a 

potion which settled Oglive’s stomach, and we all sat quietly (for Oglive’s sake) and 

talked, and then Baas told a story – to amuse Cara, she said, but it was an excellent 

story, so then I told one I remembered from my childhood, and then Oglive asked Cara 

to tell a story – which she did, very well, I thought. So we passed the morning 

pleasantly. 

Oglive had a nap after dinner, and Baas and I chatted while Cara played. Baas asked 

me about my home in Tiuschland and I asked her about the Shee. We get on extremely 

well and I like her very much indeed. She is so intelligent and so interesting to talk to! 

Then, all at once, a servant came in to say Prince Gayel was back from hunting 

because his horse was lame – and then in came Prince Gayel. 

We were in the women’s chamber, and he should not have come in, but he said, ‘I 

heard you were here, sister – I’ve come to give my greetings.’ 

‘Greetings, brother,’ said Baas. ‘Now, pray leave us – this is women’s business.’ 

But he stood still and looked at me – and I looked back. I don’t like him at all – he is 

rough and looks so fierce – so unlike Jan! And Cara got up and went into Oglive’s 

room, because she doesn’t like Gayel either. 

‘Greetings to you too, little lady,’ said Gayel to me. 

I did not like the way he looked at me, and I am not ‘little’, but I said politely, ‘Good 

afternoon, sir.’ 

‘The women of Tiuschland are so slight and fragile,’ said Gayel, as if 

conversationally to Baas, ‘so pretty, don’t you think, sister?’ 

‘Not particularly,’ said Baas. ‘I had not noticed that Adelheide is fragile – she looks 

strong and healthy to me.’ 

‘Like their men,’ said Gayel. ‘Jan Posilje, for instance – not that he is a man, of 

course,’ and he sneered at me. 

‘I looked at Baas, and she said, ‘Gayel, if you are going to be insulting, please leave.’ 

‘No,’ said Gayel ‘I think it is high time that this little lady learnt the truth ab out her 

lover – for instance, that he is not a man at all.’ 

‘Shut up, Gayel, and get out,’ said Baas, very annoyed by now. ‘Do I have to call the 

men? Or drive you out myself?’ 

‘Sister,’ said Gayel, ‘you know I mean no harm – but this lady should be told that 

she is in the hands of a sorcerer, a demon who will eat her soul.’ 

At this, Baas got up and walked across the room to pick a long pike off the wall 

where it hung. It had a nasty, spiked head and I thought ‘What is she going to do with 

it?’ But she did not react it, because Prince Gayel got there first and put his hand on it 

and said, ‘Don’t be silly, Baas – I only want to warn the lady.’ 

‘You’re being silly,’ said Baas, very angry now: ‘get out.’ 
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‘You can’t make me,’ said Gayel, ‘and I have a few more things to say as well. This 

little lady needs a real man, not some Tiutsch demon-infested pretty boy – ’ 

At this, Baas raised her hand and slapped his face hard, and for a moment he 

recoiled, but at once turned and headed towards me. Baas shouted: ‘Gayel! Oglive will 

divorce you if you do any more,’ and Gayel said, ‘She won’t. You know she adores 

me.’ 

‘She doesn’t,’ I cried. ‘She’s afraid of you. Go away, Prince Gayel. You aren’t 

allowed in here, this is our hall – it belongs to the women.’ 

Baas gave me a proud, approving look – but Gayel headed straight for me and 

grabbed my arms painfully so that I cried: ‘Let go!’ 

‘I’ll teach you, slave girl, how to speak to a prince!’ he cried, and I screamed with 

anger and pain and fear: ‘Jan will be angry. Jan will punish you!’ 

‘What care I for that pretty boy?’ shouted Gayel, and twisted my arm so I thought I 

would fall on the floor – but before I did, Jan appeared. 

He came as if from nowhere, and he was not dressed as he usually is, but wore a 

beautiful tunic of brilliant colours and bright leggings and shoes and a mantle across his 

shoulders with a beautiful, shining clasp, and he seemed to glow with brilliant, myriad 

colours. His long brown hair was swept back down his back and he wore some sort of 

circlet around his head, like a sort of crown, but I couldn’t see it properly because it 

shone so brightly. And I think he had a sword at his left side. I took all this in very 

quickly, as Gayel uttered a shout of fury and let go of me, and I managed not to fall 

over. Jan put an arm about me and said, ‘Adelheide? Darling, are you all right?’ and I 

said, ‘Yes,’ and he kissed me warmly and then turned to Gayel. 

He said: ‘This is too much, Prince Gayel. I warned you to leave my lady alone. Now 

I shall punish you such that you will never forget’ – those weren’t his exact words, but 

it was something like that. 

Gayel cried: ‘You!’ and sneered at him and said, ‘What can you do to me, pretty boy, 

demon? I am too powerful for you.’ 

But my Jan said, ‘We shall see, Prince Gayel! You are coming with me outside and 

we shall settle this there.’ 

And there before our very eyes – mine and Baas’s – he put out his right hand and 

struck Gayel’s left shoulder and cried: ‘Ride, ride, carry me to Death’s Castle, Gayel!’ 

And I saw Gayel’s face change to absolute horror and fear, and he was going to speak, 

but he couldn’t, because the next moment he was a horse, and my husband sprang on to 

his bare back and shouted, ‘Ride, Gayel, carry me,’ and the horse reared up and leapt – I 

don’t know where, because they both vanished in a swirl of light. A great wind whistled 

around the hall, and I saw people and strange beasts flying around us, all shining and 

laughing and shouting in joy as they rushed after Jan as he rode, and among them I saw 

a tall, pale, willowy young man and lady – Tarens and Felice – and they smiled at me, 

and beckoned – and then they were gone. 

All was still. I could hear the birds singing outside. 

‘Well,’ said Baas, ‘that will settle Gayel; when he comes back he should be much 

improved. Shall we go and see if Oglive has woken up? I think Cara is playing in her 

room.’ 

Then she took my hand and led me to find Oglive – but I was too dumbfounded to 

say a word. 

Well! You who have read so far, and know what Jan does to men who desire him – 

men like Johann, and Ferric the treasurer, and Dietrich the Draper – will have a good 

idea already of what happened to Gayel next! Tarens and Felice told me all about it 

later, but I will not write it here because it is better left to the imagination. 
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Later on, Hellmuth and Adal came back from hunting. They went in to see Oglive, 

and talked to her, and Adal asked where Gayel was, and Oglive managed not to laugh 

and said that she didn’t know. ‘Adelheide and Baas spoke to him.’ 

So Adal came out to ask us. Now, as I said, Adal is jealous of me, and he does not 

like Baas because she is Oglive’s dear friend, so he was very formal and he bowed to us 

and said, ‘Good ladies, tell me, where is Prince Gayel? He came home ahead of us.’ 

Baas’ face twisted because she was trying not to laugh, and I said, ‘Oh, Lord Adal – 

Jan took him away.’ 

Adal’s face changed: he was amazed. ‘What?’ he exclaimed. ‘Gayel went with Jan? 

He hates him.’ 

‘Yes,’ I said. ‘He insulted me and then Jan came to my help and made Gayel go 

away with him.’ 

‘Where?’ demanded Adal. He really has no manners! 

‘I don’t know,’ I said. Of course I did know, but I didn’t think that telling Adal that 

Jan had turned Gayel into a horse and taken him away to Death’s Castle to have sex 

would improve his temper, and he was already angry enough. But Baas started 

laughing, and said, ‘Oh, he’ll have taken him to the sunny land, or whatever you call it.’ 

Adal was speechless for a moment, then he snapped: ‘When did this happen?’ 

‘A few hours ago. Don’t worry, I’m sure he’ll come back safely,’ Baas assured him, 

and then we both burst out laughing together, and laughed so hard that we wept with 

laughing. 

Adal turned on his heel and marched out, and to be honest I didn’t care where he 

went. He was Gayel’s friend and he had neglected Oglive, so I wasn’t interested in him. 

 

[Karlot] 
Beydeluz had been on at us for ages to bring Adal back to Totschlussen. Adal was so 

wrapped up in Au and his friends there that he had stopped going to Totschlussen and it 

was months since he had been with Beydeluz. This was partly our fault, of course – Jan 

had stopped Beydeluz taking Adal over, and Berthol and I had supported him – but now 

we wanted to keep Beydeluz sweet, and the easiest way of doing this was to feed him 

Adal. 

We had our own particular reasons for wanting to distract Beydeluz. Much as we 

love being with him and he is our prince (that is, the prince of Athacir, Anathir and 

Aramir), we enjoy combining together into one and acting on our own, and we are 

building up our own power base at Toschlussen, and breaking away from Beydeluz’s 

control. To be honest, we are already out of his control if we want to be. So, we thought, 

to stop him trying to get control over us again, we would use Adal to distract him. And 

we thought that when Adal got to Totschlussen he would be happy – after all, he was 

the first of us who went there. 

So when Jan carried Gayel off to Totschlussen, we went with him, and while Jan had 

Gayel tied up (literally, tethered up as a horse) at Totschlussen, Jan, Berthol and I went 

back to look for Adal, because we knew he would be at Au and Gayel wasn’t there to 

protect him from us. We hovered invisibly overhead with our entourage of over-excited 

spirits watching as Adal got out his horse and rode out of Au, heading for the ancient 

holy site at Silsime – he thought he could call to Totschlussen from there and get Gayel 

back. 

We decided to have pity on him: when he got there and jumped off his horse and 

looked around like a lost man who doesn’t know which way to turn, we came to meet 

him. 
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What did he see? He should have seen three shining young men, dressed in multi-

coloured robes, with swords at our sides, surrounded by rank after rank of winged 

creatures and strange beasts and willowy young men and women … Jan’s spirits had 

called all their friends, and half the spirits of Totschlussen must have been there to carry 

Adal to Beydeluz. And about time too, we thought. 

And Adal – Adal! stood there, and saw us coming, and fell on his knees, and said: 

‘Jan, Berthol! Thank God you’ve come. You must bring Gayel back – he’s too sensitive 

to cope with Totschlussen. He’ll be hurt.’ (Gayel? Sensitive?) Then he hesitated, 

blinked, and said: ‘But who is this lovely young woman?’ 

What? WHAT? WHAT? 

We all stared at him, mouths open – and I said, ‘Adal – what’s wrong? Don’t you 

recognize me?’ 

And he said: ‘I’ve seen the truth. I’ve been blind. Why did I never see it before?’ 

And he got to his feet and walked up to me and put his arms about me and said, 

‘Darling,’ and kissed me. 

Damn! DAMN! DAMN! 

‘Adal,’ I said, fighting my way out of his embrace, ‘don’t be silly. It’s me, Karlot.’ 

‘Yes,’ he said, ‘why did you never tell me, darling? I never realized until now.’ And 

he kissed me again. 

I managed to push him off again. ‘We’ve come to take you to Beydeluz,’ I said, cross 

and a little bit frightened. How had he seen past my outer being – how had he seen the 

woman within? I’ve had a man’s body ever since I met Aramir, when he first took me to 

Totschlussen. Adal had never noticed before; he’s always thought I was a man. But 

now, I realized: he only thought I was a man because he was blinded by his infatuation 

with Beydeluz. He’s fallen out of love with Beydeluz. He’s dis-enchanted. 

And then I realized: ‘Oh, no! He’s no longer blinded by his love for a demon, and 

he’s fallen in love with me instead. Help!’ And as I realized this: 

‘I’m not going to Beydeluz,’ he said, ‘I love you, Karlot.’ 

‘Adal!!!’ we all wailed. ‘You can’t! 

‘We promised him,’ said Jan. 

‘We said we’d bring  you,’ said Berthol. 

‘You must come,’ I said. ‘Please, Adal.’ 

‘No,’ he said, kissing me again, ‘I love you.’ 

We all thought – we are going to be in such deep trouble over this … 

Adal kissed me again. ‘Where is Gayel, darling?’ he asked me. 

‘How do you know that I know?’ I demanded. 

He shrugged. ‘You three always know what the other two are doing. I’ve always 

thought it’s so incestuous.’ 

‘He’s at Totschlussen,’ said Jan. ‘He’s asleep. I’ll bring him back tomorrow.’ 

‘You’ve got to come to Beydeluz,’ I said. ‘We promised.’ 

Adal brushed that aside. ‘Come back to Au with me, darling,’ he said. ‘Oglive can 

put us up tonight. Tomorrow we can go back to the House.’ 

NOOOO!!! 

But it was no good. It never is any good with Adal – when he’s made up his mind 

that he’s in love, that’s it. He fell in love with Oglive, then with Gayel, then with 

Hellmuth, then Jan and Berthol, then the legate Bertrando, then Beydeluz … and then 

me. And when he fell out of love with Beydeluz, he stuck on me. 

…. So we had to take him back to Au. We brought him back to Oglive, and Jan said, 

‘Darling, we found your husband wandering and brought him back. I’ll bring Gayel 
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back tomorrow.’ And Oglive said: ‘The way Gayel’s been behaving you can keep him 

for a while. Are you staying tonight?’ 

So we had supper together, and eventually Jan slept with Adelheide, Adal slept with 

Oglive, and Hellmuth, Berthol and I slept together. And my brothers the Twins and I 

felt very silly. 

And what were we going to tell Beydeluz? 

And please, no one tell Adal my real name … 

… but someone did (or in his present mood perhaps he dreamt it) because the 

following morning he called me ‘Charlotte, darling’ and he’s been calling me ‘Charlotte 

darling’ ever since and it’s driving me mad! 

Beydeluz was very angry – not with us, but with Adal. So that was the end of our 

plans to break away; we had to stay and sweet-talk him. To be honest, it wasn’t hard 

labour; he is exciting to be with, passionate and powerful – but we were annoyed. 

However, we soon had some distraction. 

* 

[Adelheide] 
I had been feeling rather ill over the previous few days. So had Oglive, so we felt ill 

together. We sat in her room and felt ill, and Cara would come in and boss us about. 

Sometimes Hellmuth came in to play join us and played with Cara. Baas comes quite 

often, as Gayel and Adal are quieter. 

Gayel was so much quieter, I couldn’t believe it. He is actually pleasant now! He 

didn’t say much when my Jan brought him back and I don’t think he told anyone what 

Jan did, but I know because later Tarens and Felice told me all about it. Berthol told me 

first. He said: ‘Jan turned Gayel into a horse – well, you know that – and made Gayel 

love him, so that he can’t do anything else. And Gayel tried to stop him, but no one can 

stop Jan; when he wants someone, he gets them.’ 

I blushed and said, ‘Like me?’ 

Berthol grinned and said, ‘Yes – but he loved you on sight, Lady Adelheide, so 

passionately I thought he was going to fall off his horse! Karlot and I were all ready to 

catch him! Whereas he just plays with Gayel. He only wanted him to prove he could.’ 

Jan, I should explain, had come over to Au that afternoon to see me and Oglive; and 

he and Karlot were talking to Oglive, because Karlot is her good friend, while Berthol 

stayed with me. ‘I’m not one of Lady Oglive’s people,’ he said cheerfully, ‘we’re 

friends but not heart-to-heart friends, if you know what I mean.’ So I was talking to 

Berhol in my room out of the way, so as not to tire Oglive. 

I do like Berthol very much – he is so down-to-earth and so kind – and he likes me. 

We both love Jan very much, and Karlot is our dear friend. 

I asked him about Adal. ‘Whatever happened to him? He went riding off to find 

Prince Gayel and he came back raving about how wonderful Karlot is. And he keeps 

calling him Charlotte.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Berthol. ‘Well, you should ask Karlot about that, but no one of us are 

really sure what happened. We all three used to be very fond of Adal, but recently he’s 

been rather flat.’ 

‘He was very unfriendly to me,’ I said, ‘but now he’s more polite.’ 

‘Good,’ said Berthol. ‘And how are you, Lady Adelheide?’ 

‘I’m all right,’ I said. 

He looked at me carefully. ‘You don’t look it,’ he said. ‘Are you feeling sick?’ 

I hadn’t wanted to bother him with it, but as he seemed to know already I said, ‘Yes, 

I am.’ 

‘Do you know why?’ he asked, and he smiled, which surprised me. 
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‘No,’ I said, ‘perhaps it’s the strange climate and food.’ 

He smiled broadly and said, ‘Or the unfamiliar bedfellow. Lady, how long have you 

been in Our Lady’s Land? A month?’ 

‘Yes,’ I said. ‘I came in mid-Lent, and now it’s nearly Easter.’ 

‘I think Jan has made you sick, lady. You must complain to him!’ 

I was quite upset. I said, ‘Oh, no, Berthol, I couldn’t do that. He’s so kind and gentle 

and I’m sure he never meant to make me unwell.’ 

‘I’m sure he did,’ he said, beginning to giggle, and still I did not know why – I was 

very innocent! ‘I know my Jan. He has two children already – one come and one 

coming – but he will be delighted.’ (Of course we did not know then that Jan is father of 

Oglive’s child.) 

I was bewildered. I stared at him open-mouthed – I said, ‘No, surely not!’ 

‘Surely it is,’ he said, ‘in fact, I know it is. I can see it in your face – may I be the 

first to congratulate you?’ – and he took my right hand and kissed it (we were sitting 

side-by-side on my bed, as friends do), and said: ‘when Jan comes we must tell him, and 

Karlot – you will want Lady Meera to know, and she’ll want to come to see you every 

day.’ 

‘She comes every other day,’ I said, quite faint at the news. 

‘She’ll want to come every day. Oh, here is Jan. Jan!’ – and he jumped up and went 

to greet him – ‘while you have been loitering with Oglive, I’ve found out something 

really important for you – but your lady must tell you herself.’ 

Karlot and Jan both looked at me, expectantly, and I blushed. I didn’t get up because 

I felt less sick when I was sitting down. I said, ‘I’ve been feeling sick recently, and 

Berthol was saying that you’re to blame, Jan,’ and my face blushed scarlet. 

Then Jan’s expression changed to amazement and joy, and he ran to me and knelt 

before me and took my hands in his and kissed them and my face and lips, and he said, 

‘Oh, darling, how wonderful! I’m so glad. Oh, my precious treasure, Adelheide, how I 

love you! My sweet lady, I’m so proud for you!’ and he kissed my lips again and again. 

Then he said, ‘Thank you, Adelheide, for your gift of yourself and this gift to come,’ 

and kissed me again. 

Then, as he knelt, his face radiant with joy, Karlot came and took my right hand and 

kissed it and said, ‘Congratulations, Adelheide! I wish you every good thing God can 

send and much joy. And, Jan – congratulations, and much joy.’ 

They were all three so happy, but I was terrified. How could I be expecting a child, 

when I was not even married? Karlot said, ‘Jan, you should regularize your position – 

you have your vows, but get Oglive’s chaplain to bless your union and acknowledge the 

child.’ Jan said, ‘Yes, yes, of course – oh! Adelheide!’ and he hugged me close and 

kissed me again and again. Berthol sat on one side of me and Karlot on the other, and 

they all three praised me and said how wonderful I am, yet I have done nothing but fall 

in love with my Jan, who is so handsome and king that everyone must surely love him! 

That afternoon they talked to the Chaplain and persuaded him to bless Jan and me 

even though we can’t marry formally because of Jan’s vows, and Jan gave me a ring as 

token of our love and his devotion to me, and he told the Chaplain that he is the father 

of my child and there is no doubt on that score. Only then did they fetch Oglive and 

Baas and tell them, and they were both very pleased, and then later on they told 

Oglive’s husbands, who came and congratulated me and Jan. As Berthol said, Jan is 

absolutely delighted! 

Now when Jan comes to Au, he always has Berthol and Karlot with him. When he 

sleeps with me, they go to sleep in another room. Adal keeps asking Karlot to sleep with 

him, and Karlot keeps refusing. I asked Karlot why Adal kept saying: ‘Charlotte,’ 
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instead of ‘Karlot,’ and Karlot sat down on the bed next to me and said, ‘If I tell you, 

Addie, you mustn’t tell anyone else, except the Twins and Oglive – they know already.’ 

‘Of course not,’ I said, ‘I see that it’s a secret.’ 

‘I was a woman when I came to Our Lady’s Land,’ said Karlot, ‘but I dressed as a 

man so that no one would know. I was running away from my uncle. When my father 

died, I should have inherited our family estates, but my uncle came and claimed them 

and tried to marry me by force. So I dressed up in my brother’s old armour and escaped 

at the dead of night and went to Bamberg and joined the Order.’ 

‘But you look like a man,’ I said, puzzled. 

‘You know that Jan is a demon,’ said Karlot. 

‘He’s an angel,’ I said, hotly. 

‘Well, whatever he is – Berthol and I are, too. Adal and the Twins met demons who 

took them to Totschlussen and they took me there with them. My demon turned me into 

a man on the outside, and so Adal and the Twins never knew I’m a woman underneath.’ 

Karlot grinned at me. ‘Then eventually the Twins found out, but Adal didn’t – until the 

other night, when he went to Silsime, he suddenly realized.’ 

‘So your real name is Charlotte,’ I said, and held out my hand to her. ‘I won’t tell 

anyone,’ I said. ‘But please go on being my friend.’ 

‘Of course,’ she said, laughing, and clasped my hand; and then we kissed, like 

sisters. 

I like Karlot very much indeed and I hope she’ll always be my sister. 

I asked Jan about the other children that Berthol mentioned. He blushed and said, 

‘They’re far away, darling. Beyond the forests and mountains.’ 

‘How can that be?’ I asked. ‘How did you get there?’ 

‘I flew,’ he said. ‘You saw me fly off with Gayel.’ 

‘Yes,’ I said. ‘You had people with you – beautiful people. They beckoned to me to 

follow, but of course I couldn’t.’ I sighed deeply. ‘Baas said you had gone to the sunny 

land.’ 

‘Yes,’ he said, and kissed me. 

‘I wish I could go there too,’ I said. ‘Are your other children there?’ 

‘No,’ he said. ‘I have a little boy in Tiutschland – his mother is Lady Gunhild of 

Hochstark. She has a castle on the frontier with the heretics.’ 

I nodded. ‘I heard that all that land was burned in the war,’ I said. 

‘It was. I went to her help and then she wouldn’t let me leave – but she’s a gentle 

mistress.’ He laughed at my puzzled face and went on: ‘and the other baby hasn’t been 

born yet. The mother is Orani, who is my housekeeper in Turkland.’ 

I shook my head at him. ‘I think you’re telling me fairy stories, Brother Jan!’ I said. 

He kissed me. ‘Don’t you believe that I’m a terrestrial angel who can fly about the 

Earth in a moment and come to you every day and night and love you better than any 

man and give you more pleasure, and protect you better than any man?’ (He was kissing 

me all the time he was saying this.) ‘Don’t you believe me?’ 

‘I think you’re a fairy prince,’ I said, ‘and I’m the lost princess who called you to 

rescue me!’ 

‘Yes,’ he said, and we fell to kissing and lovemaking. 

Later on, he said: ‘Are you afraid of being married to a demon?’ 

‘You’re not a demon,’ I said, ‘you’re an angel.’ 

‘I wish I were,’ he said, sadly. ‘Don’t be jealous of my other ladies, darling.’ 

‘I’m not jealous,’ I said, ‘but they love you as I do, so I want to know about them.’ 

I think he was surprised that I’m not jealous – but I think it’s rather exciting being 

married to a demon. 
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* 

[Jan] 

Today the Chaplain called me aside after the Lenten meditation and said that the Bishop 

wants to see me. I was very pleased and asked if he had any idea when the Bishop 

would be able to see me. He answered, ‘This morning, Brother, if you will; after 

Chapter.’ 

So I agreed readily, and after Chapter I rode down to the Bishop’s Palace with 

Albrecht Thun and Heinrich and Karlot and her three – Berthol had too much to do as 

seneschal, but he gave me a hug and kiss before I set out and said, ‘Don’t do anything 

silly, darling.’ 

I laughed lovingly at him, and kissed him, and we departed. 

The Bishop welcomed me, sent my companions to walk in the cloister, and I sat with 

him in his parlour. 

‘Brother,’ he said to me, ‘I have read your account. It is quite the most shocking thing 

I have read for a long time – or even ever. Yet despite your open acknowledgement of 

demon possession, you sit before me calm and cheerful and apparently as pious a man 

as ever was – and I have only good reports of you from your chaplain and the pilgrims.’ 

‘Thank you, Father,’ I said quietly. 

‘How do you account for this – difference?’ he asked. ‘Why are you not a raging 

demoniac – if I may ask?’ 

I smiled sadly and said, ‘I believe you or one of your priests once mentioned 

Melusine.’ Melusine, the demon who took human form and sought a human husband so 

that she could find salvation. 

He smiled and nodded. ‘Yes,’ he said. ‘Yes, of course.’ He got up from his folding 

chair and walked up and down the parlour. ‘Yet,’ he said, ‘even Melusine, although she 

was or is a good wife and mother, giver of alms, founder of monasteries, a saint 

perhaps, was never a priest.’ 

‘Sir,’ I said, ‘I am very determined to advance in this way – I feel a very strong calling 

in my heart.’ 

He looked at me. What did he see, I wonder? The knight or the monk? – for we 

Brothers of the Star are both – or the young man who knows so little but desires God – I 

saw his sympathy and his conviction that I am a good man, and yet, his doubt. 

‘My son,’ he said at last, and came across to me where I sat on my stool and laid a 

hand on my head – and at once I slid off my stool on to my knees and bent my head to 

receive his blessing. 

‘I am convinced of your piety,’ he said, ‘but not of your calling, for you are a man of 

blood who has killed many men.’ 

I sighed deeply. ‘Yes,’ I said. ‘Oh, Father, is this so great an obstacle? I acted under 

my obedience to the Order.’ 

‘This is the second problem,’ he said: ‘you are a man under vows, and your Order 

opposes your advance to the priesthood.’ 

My heart sank within me. ‘Yes,’ I said quietly. 

‘If your Order approved, I would suggest you came here and served under me for a 

year to test your calling,’ he said. ‘But as your Order does not agree, I see no way 

forward. As things stand, the country needs warriors, and your Order opposes your 
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becoming a priest.’ 

‘I could leave the Order, Father,’ I said, in a faltering voice. 

‘No, my son,’ he said, ‘stay in the calling where you were called. You are a pious man, 

but I cannot assent as things are at present to your advance to the priesthood. And your 

account has only reinforced my belief that you should not advance yet. Wait a few years 

and let us see how God leads you.’ 

I was bitterly disappointed, more bitterly disappointed that I have ever been – but I 

said softly, ‘Yes, Father.’ 

‘God bless you, my son,’ he said, ‘you may go.’ 

I rose, bowed, and left the room. 

 

I did not go into the cloister, but went to fetch my horse – but Karlot, of course, knew I 

had come out, and ran after me. She caught up with me before I could mount. 

‘Darling,’ she said simply, and took my right hand in hers, and looked me in the face. 

I could not meet her eye. I looked away. 

‘You can have anything in creation,’ she said softly, ‘anything but that – but why do 

you want that, Jan? What does it mean?’ 

I managed to look her in the face – and saw her so calm and grave and gracious, as if 

shining in her clarity and purity, that I felt calmer and more peaceful at once. 

‘It is a doorway to God,’ I said quietly – so quietly, perhaps, that I only thought it - but 

she heard my thought. 

‘True ordination is in the heart,’ she said. ‘Let’s go back to the House and talk about 

this.’ 

I bowed my head in assent and mounted my horse – the others were already mounted. 

Karlot mounted her horse also, and we rode back to the House. 

 

Once back, I dismissed Albrecht Thun and Heinrich to my office and Karlot sent her 

Three to help them, and we sat in my bedroom on my bed, our arms about each other. 

‘Jan,’ Karlot said, ‘I know you are going to break free of Beydeluz – it is only a 

question of when, and whether you do it willingly or because you have to.’ 

‘Yes,’ I said simply. 

‘Ordination would certainly bring a break,’ she said. ‘But, darling, you must think 

what ordination means. It means setting apart for God – dedicating yourself to God – 

you must carry on with your prayers and meditations,. And then you will advance to 

God, bishop or no bishop.’ 

I sighed deeply. ‘Darling,’ I said, ‘I know you are right – but I want some symbol, 

some action I can hang on to, to remind me when I forget that I am given to God.’ 

‘But you are given,’ she said, ‘ – you wear a habit.’ 

I smiled. ‘Yes,’ I said, ‘but you know what I mean – I want something more.’ 

She laughed. ‘I will ordain you if you wish,’ she said, ‘I’ll ordain you as given to God 

and dedicated to Him.’ 

I laughed too, a bitter-sweet laugh, bitter at the impossibility of it and sweet at her 

love. 

‘Very well,’ I said, and I slipped out of her arms and knelt before her on the dusty 

floor – and she laid her hands on me and said, ‘Jan, my darling husband and brother, 

receive the Holy Spirit! And by this laying-on of my hands by virtue of my love for you 
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I symbolise that you are given to God, body and soul, and dedicated to Him and His 

service.’ 

I opened my mouth to say, ‘Amen,’ but the word did not come; instead a great joy 

leapt through me, and I began to chatter and sing and chant strange words that I do not 

know, but I recognised a few and realised that it was Greek, and I was praying and 

singing and chanting my joy in God and my praises of God. Karlot did not move, her 

hands on my head; and I continued to sing and chant until I was exhausted – then I 

stopped. 

Karlot took her hands off my head. 

‘I think that was it,’ she said rather shakily. 

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘Thank you,’ and I reached up and kissed her lips. 

She pulled me up on to the bed and we embraced warmly as man and wife should. But 

I felt full of joy, a deeper joy than I have ever known before, even in the depths of my 

prayer, and a joy that left all physical pleasure far behind – a deep, solid joy, as if all 

other pleasure was thin, shallow and threadbare. 

I made love to Karlot, and she changed herself into her woman’s self for me, as she 

often does now. When we were finished and lay in each other’s arms, kissing and 

cuddling, I heard a scuffle in the room next door, and Karlot said, ‘Oh, dear! We had 

better go and supervise.’ 

So we got dressed and went to investigate, and found our companions playing dice 

instead of working. This is supposed to be an Order dedicated to Our Lady, but truly I 

believe many of our brothers see it as if they were serving a real queen in a royal court, 

with little thought for religion. 

 

We were still sorting them out and getting my work straight, when Berthol came in, 

looking rather strained. I looked up to greet him and saw immediately what was wrong. 

‘Berthol!’ I cried, and then remembered that Thun and Heinrich and Karlot’s three 

were there, and I could hardly start reproaching him for what he had done, although I 

saw it clearly now, all over his mind. 

He came up to me and put his arms about me and asked very quietly, almost in a 

whisper, ‘What did the Bishop say?’ 

‘You know very well,’ I said, angrily, ‘you made him say it!’ 

‘I didn’t,’ he said, and I saw he was close to tears, but I was so angry that at that 

moment I didn’t care. ‘I only thought he ought to know the worst.’ 

‘God, Berthol!’ I exclaimed, ‘you’re a fine one to talk!’ 

‘I’m not going for ordination,’ he said tearfully, and I thought – get him out of here 

before he shames himself before the others – so I grabbed his arm, and Karlot grabbed 

his other arm, and we got him out and into my bedroom, and sat him on my bed, and sat 

one each side of him. Karlot said firmly to Thietmar as we left my office, ‘Finish 

tidying up – we’ll be back in a moment.’ 

When my door was shut and the three of us were sat on my bed, I turned on Berthol. 

‘Right,’ I said, ‘so you deliberately made me look as bad as possible in that account.’ 

‘I didn’t have to try very hard,’ he said savagely between his tears, ‘I had plenty of 

material to hand.’ 

Karlot giggled, and even I had to smile despite my fury. ‘All right,’ I said, crossly, ‘I 

suppose you did. But you didn’t have to put it all in. You didn’t have to cut out other 
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bits and leave in the bits which made me look bad.’ 

‘The Bishop knows anyway,’ said Berthol. ‘He’s heard the stories in the town. He 

would have been suspicious if your account hadn’t agreed with what he’d heard.’ 

I glowered at him, and he stared defensively back at me. I suddenly thought – how 

handsome he is when he’s angry – and I began to laugh, and hugged him. 

‘Oh, Berthol,’ I choked, between my laughter, ‘oh, Berthol, how I do love you! Even 

though you drive me mad sometimes.’ 

‘You drive me mad too,’ he said soberly, ‘absolutely crazy, Jan,’ and he buried his 

head on my shoulder, and wept a little into my habit, but I held him tight and stroked his 

hair and said, ‘It doesn’t matter. I forgive you. You’re right – the Bishop did know 

already. And he wasn’t going to give me permission to advance because the Order 

won’t give me permission. So I will have to wait a bit longer.’ 

‘Thank God,’ muttered Berthol into my shoulder. 

Karlot stroked his back and said softly, ‘You know that even if Jan does become a 

priest, he won’t leave us. He can’t. You know he can’t. Because he needs us to be his 

sanity and his strength.’ 

She gave me a mischievous glance, and I said ruefully, ‘Yes, I know.’ 

‘Good,’ she said merrily, ‘and don’t forget it!’ 

‘No,’ I said, and she kissed me, and I drew back a little from Berthol and we kissed, 

and then we heard the bell ringing in the chapel below. 

‘Sext,’ Karlot said. ‘Come on. Rouse out the cloister brothers. Let’s get down there.’ 

She leapt up, glad to get us moving, to shake us out of our mournful introspection, and 

Berthol and I got up more slowly, still holding tightly on to each other, and followed her 

back into my office. Karlot was throwing orders about, and chivvied the others out with 

cries of ‘Come on! We’ll be late.’ Berthol and I walked slowly along at the back, down 

the passage and down the stairs to the courtyard. 

At last Berthol shook his head vigorously to clear away his anxieties, and said, ‘Isn’t 

Adal due back this afternoon?’ 

‘Yes,’ I said. 

‘You don’t say that with much enthusiasm,’ Berthol said, looking at me alertly. 

‘I don’t feel much enthusiasm,’ I said thoughtfully. ‘What do you think?’ 

‘Much the same,’ he said. ‘You know – once I would have followed him to the end of 

the world – and now I hardly care.’ 

‘I know,’ I said, ‘and Karlot agrees. I think we all grew out of him.’ 

‘The Marshal hasn’t,’ Berthol said. And then, with his own true character returning to 

his voice at last – and I was glad to hear him returning to himself – he said, ‘I think it’s 

time Adal and the Marshal sorted themselves out. It’s time they stopped playing around 

and faced up to themselves.’ 

I began to giggle, and ahead of us, Karlot turned on the threshold of the chapel door to 

give us a swift smile of approval. ‘It would be a work of charity,’ I said, grinning, and 

followed her into the chapel, with Berthol at my side. 

 

When we arrived in the chapel, Adal was already there, standing next to the Marshal – 

he looked up and smiled at Karlot when we three came in, but she pointedly ignored 

him, and we stood on the other side of the aisle. Karl and Dietrich came across and 

joined me (frowning at each other) and Hellmuth came and stood near us too, so we 
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were a merry part. After Sext we went into dinner, and I sat with Berthol and Karlot and 

her Three as usual, and Thun and Heinrich joined us, and Elred and Marc although 

strictly speaking they are not allowed to until they have taken their full vows, and 

Hellmuth came and joined our table, then Adal joined him with the Marshal, and Karl 

and Dietrich came and joined me (still frowning at each other). 

I ate quietly, as did my two dearest ones, but Heinrich and Thun were scowling at 

each other because they think I am neglecting them, and Karl and Dietrich are clearly 

bitterly jealous of each other. The Three talked quietly among themselves, while Elred 

and Marc kept their eyes down and ate quietly, mindful of the Marshal’s presence. Adal 

also sat quietly, which is unusual for him – but he kept glancing at Karlot, who was still 

pointedly ignoring him. 

After a while, Dietrich said to Adal, ‘So we have the honour of your presence, 

Constable.’ 

Adal jumped – he hadn’t been expecting to be spoken to – and said coolly, ‘Yes.’ 

‘The guests were asking why we no longer have a constable,’ said Dietrich drily. ‘I 

felt it better not to explain the situation.’ 

‘This is a subject for Chapter, Brother,’ said Osto 

Dietrich gave him a half-raised eyebrow, and Osto acknowledged it with a wink. 

‘I don’t see what you mean,’ said Adal guardedly – although of course he knows all 

too well. 

‘The fact is,’ said Karl slowly, ‘the last few campaigns have been led by myself and 

the Marshal and the commander here’ (he meant me) ‘rather than by yourself, 

Constable.’ 

‘You know my situation,’ said Adal. 

‘If memory serves me right,’ said Dietrich, ‘this Order is now secular by law, but we 

agreed to this reform largely to get the pope in Rome off our backs. In all respects it is 

still religious and we continue to follow a rule which prohibits marriage.’ 

‘Better to marry than to burn,’ said Adal shortly. 

‘I haven’t noticed much smouldering desire about the House,’ said Thietmar. ‘Most 

of us manage to quench our fires without resorting to marriage.’ He grinned at Karlot, 

who blushed like a maid. 

‘All the same – ’ began Adal. 

‘The question is,’ said Karl, ‘whether a Brother who is hardly ever in the House and 

long ago effectively ceased to act as Constable should continue as Constable. Ludwig, 

what do you say?’ 

The Marshal sighed deeply and, looking first at Adal and then at Karl, said: ‘I have 

long argued with the Constable over that very matter. The only reason I have not 

recommended his removal from the post is that I believe he will leave the Order for 

good if he loses the post, and despite his faults as a brother he is a doughty warrior and 

a pious man. In addition, we continue to win battles in the field under other leadership. 

So I see no need to change the current position, although I say it with regret, for I would 

prefer the Constable to be resident. After all, his former retinue are now mostly 

resident.’ 

He looked at me, and I smiled back at him. Berthol and Karlot smiled too. We enjoy 

his favour – when we receive it. 

Adal saw the smile, and was annoyed. He said, ‘The alliance with Lady Oglive is 

valuable for the Order.’ 

‘I don’t believe we would lose it if you were in the House as a permanent resident,’ 

said Karl. ‘We have other contacts with Au,’ and he looked at me, and answered my 

smile with his own. 
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‘It seems to me,’ said Albrecht Thun, ‘that you may as well remove Brother Adal 

from his post and appoint Brother Jan. He has the contact at Au and he’s a doughty 

knight and he’s resident.’ 

Berthol coughed, and Dietrich raised his eyebrows. Albrecht, however, gave me a 

triumphant look, as if he had made an important point. Sometimes he is a tiresome fool. 

‘I have enough to do, Brother,’ I said drily, ‘as you know very well! So far as I’m 

concerned, I have no interest in changing the status quo.’ 

‘The what?’ asked Albrecht, bewildered. 

‘How things are now,’ I said. 

‘Wouldn’t it be less work being constable?’ asked Albrecht. 

‘I don’t want to be constable,’ I said. ‘Let Adal be constable – I don’t want the post.’ 

‘I have no intention of resigning,’ said Adal, frowning at Thun. 

‘This should go before Chapter,’ said Dietrich. 

‘I don’t think it should go anywhere,’ I said firmly. 

Our eyes met – and I found I had to look away. Bother!!! I let him dominate me by 

night, and that makes it harder to dominate him by day. 

‘Your brothers differ,’ said Karl. ‘For once, I agree with my brother Draper.’ 

I distinctly heard Berthol whisper: ‘Wow.’ 

At that, the meal came to an end, and we were given the signal to depart. We all went 

into chapel to give thanks and then to our rooms to sleep. However, Dietrich dragged 

me away before even Karl could waylay me, and got me into his room so quickly I 

think we ran up the stairs – but I didn’t really notice, because he was dragging me so 

quickly it was all I could do not to fall over. 

Once in his room he swept me on to his bed and laid me on my back and held my 

arms over my head and kissed me and said, ‘Jan, why are you standing up for the 

Constable? He is a disaster and we desperately need to replace him.’ 

I squirmed under his grip and said, ‘Dietrich, let go! I’m not in the mood.’ 

He laughed shortly, and said, ‘You will be in a moment. Now, answer the question.’ 

He bent low over my face – and I said, ‘He was and is my lover, Dietrich. In fact he 

was my first lover – he had my virginity – and I don’t want to shame him.’ 

‘A pity,’ he said, ‘he deserves it.  He has abandoned the Order; although the lady he 

went with is a better man than he is.’ He was thoughtful for a moment, remembering 

Oglive’s exit speech to the Master – for he was there, and I can read his mind. Then he 

said: ‘Tell me, whatever do you see in him?’ and he let go of my wrists with one hand 

and ran that hand over my chest and stomach and groin, so I squirmed again. 

‘Dietrich,’ I said as forcefully as I could, ‘Stop it! You’re not my master.’ 

‘No?’ he said, kissing me again, ‘I can make you do most things I want.’ 

I laughed despite myself. ‘You’ve learned how to manipulate me, bother you! 

You’ve watched me too closely for too long. Bother you, man! Oh, god, Dietrich, stop 

it!’ – for his hand was stroking my groin and I knew I was going to give into him even 

though I didn’t want to. I wriggled, trying to get away from his touch. ‘Tell me what 

your intentions are for Adal,’ I said, writhing out of his reach. ‘Don’t hurt him, please – 

he’s not a strong character.’ 

‘We must have a new constable,’ he said, grabbing at me. 

I twisted myself free, slipped off the bed and stood out of his reach. ‘For Our Lady’s 

sake, who are you going to replace him with? I refuse the post.’ 

‘There is only one candidate,’ he said, ‘and has been these last seven years. It must 

be Brother Karlot.’ 

Of course. Why didn’t I think of it before? 

‘Yes,’ I said. ‘It must, of course.’ 
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‘He will be an excellent constable,’ said Dietrich. ‘He’s popular, resident and very 

doughty. He is conscientious and hard-working. No one has a word to speak against 

him. And he is sensible and, so far as I can judge, has a good grasp of strategy. And he 

will not be too proud to take advice.’ 

‘I agree,’ I said at once. ‘And he will be so pleased to be promoted.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Dietrich. ‘Although he is chronicler and has said he doesn’t want high 

office, I think he will be pleased.’ 

At that point the bell rang for Nones, so we tidied ourselves and went down. Karl 

came and joined us, and after the service he engaged me in conversation, leading me 

away slowly, while Berthol and Karlot, seeing his game, tactfully distracted Dietrich. 

They know I want to keep Karl sweet – but it isn’t easy. 

He asked me various things about the guests – who are coming for supper this 

evening – on the pretext of finalising arrangements, but when we were in his office, he 

said: ‘Jan, is the Draper still pestering you?’ 

‘Only occasionally,’ I said, smiling reassuringly. ‘I’ve got control of him now.’ 

‘I haven’t seen you go over to Au recently,’ he went on. 

‘Not during the day,’ I said softly. 

He led me to his bed and we sat side-by-side. He said, ‘Jan, have you seen the 

Bishop yet? The Chaplain said you were going to see him.’ 

‘Yes,’ I said sadly. ‘Oh, darling! He says that in view of my obedience and the 

situation in the country, he can’t recommend my advancing to the priesthood. He wishes 

to test my vocation, and says that if we were not in a state of constant war with the Rus 

he would recommend I serve in his palace for a year and then decide whether I have a 

true vocation or not, but the war prevents it.’ 

‘So he would take you out of the House?’ said Karl, startled. 

‘Yes,’ I said. ‘But he won’t, because of the war – so it doesn’t matter.’ 

‘Are you disappointed?’ he asked gravely. 

‘Yes,’ I said, and laid my head against his shoulder. He stroked my hair, making me 

quiver with pleasure. 

‘I’m sorry too,’ he said, ‘but perhaps it’s for the best.’ 

‘Karl,’ I said softly. ‘Take me in your arms and comfort me. I feel safe there. 

So he put his arms about me and drew me into his strong embrace – and I sighed my 

pleasure. He is so king and loving, my Karl. 

But I don’t tell him that I go to see Adelheide and Oglive at nights, because he can’t 

bear the thought of my sleeping with women. 

Meanwhile, Karlot and Berthol were talking to Dietrich. 

* 

[Berthol] 
We distracted the Draper, so that Jan could go off with the Grand Commander. He 

keeps all his lovers sweet, and eats their love – so to speak – and we all three benefit. 

It’s odd to think of, but quite simple. 

When I was Anathir and Berthol separately, Anathir explained to me that Bright 

Ones are like complementary creatures to humans and each benefits from the other. The 

Bright Ones get the humans’ love and worship, and the humans get power and love in 

return. He did not explain, because he did not know well, that the greater Bright Ones 

pass power down to their followers. So Beydeluz gives power to his followers, and we 

give it to our followers. Now, Jan has grown into a great prince and so while Karlot and 

I follow him he passes power on to us. So it’s in our interests to keep his lover sweet. 

And we come into his body and share his lovemaking with his lovers – but not Karl, 

who gets on my nerves. 
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Because Karlot and I share the Draper with Jan (although I don’t think the Draper 

knows this) we know how to handle him, so we went up and asked him if we could have 

a word about the constable’s office and we got him out of Jan’s way. Then we took him 

to my office and got him into my chair and asked him his plan for the office of 

constable. 

He looked straight at Karlot, and said, ‘You’ve been for many years the best knight 

in the House. You would be the choice of everyone.’ 

Karlot blushed scarlet and denied it, but I agreed, clapped her on her back and said of 

course she should be constable. Karlot shook her head, and said, ‘Who is going to tell 

him?’ 

‘We will debate it tomorrow in Chapter,’ said the Draper. 

‘He’ll be furious,’ she said. ‘You know he’s decided that he’s got a crush on me? I’ll 

never hear the end of it.’ 

This was a problem, but the Draper just shook his head. ‘Just for once in his life, 

Brother,’ he said, ‘he will have to abide by the decision of Chapter.’ 

 

The following morning at Prime (Adal wasn’t at Matins, as usual), the Marshal went 

over to talk to Adal and Adal greeted him with a smile. The Marshal returned his smile, 

put a friendly hand on Adal’s shoulder and steered him down the chapel for a quiet chat 

before the service began. When the Chaplain came in to start the service they came back 

up to the front and stood with Hellmuth and the archers. We three could very well hear 

what they were saying: the Marshal was telling Adal that the other Great Officers of the 

House want to remove him from the post of Constable but he (the Marshal) would 

oppose this. 

That was both a relief and a problem: we three don’t want Adal hurt, but on the other 

hand it would be better if Karlot were constable, as Adal is hardly ever at the House 

now. These last weeks he has gone from being at Au for two or three days a week to 

being in the House two or three days. His excuse is that Oglive is pregnant, but we think 

it is because he is miserable at the House since we three got our own posts and stopped 

keeping him company in the House – but he’s miserable at Au as well. In fact, he is 

simply miserable, except when he is chasing after Karlot, and then she’s cross instead. 

Anyway, we three stood quietly all through the service, with Elred and Marc, and 

Karlot’s Three, and Jan’s two secretaries. Some of our spirit company were hanging 

round as well, but only we three could see them. I could see Jan’s two little war spirits 

sitting at his feet, and those two that Adelheide calls his attendants – I think their names 

are Tarens and Felice – were kneeling in front of the rood screen. They say they are 

learning how to serve Jan better, and they certainly raise the tone of his company. 

After the service, Jan helped the Chaplain to tidy up and then it was time for the 

Lenten meditation. Sometimes I say and sometimes not, but Marc and Elred were 

staying, and my sister and Twin were staying, so I decided to stay with them. Jan’s 

secretaries and Karlot’s Three went off to work, and Adal went out with the Marshal. 

What did they do? I must confess that I left my body praying with Karlot and Jan 

while my spirit flew after them – and some of my own attendant spirits came with me. I 

don’t have as many as Jan does, but they look much the same – pale, tall and willowy, 

very pretty to look at but insubstantial in daylight. We all flew after Adal and the 

Marshal to the Marshal’s office, and watched while they talked. And I am not going to 

write all that they said and did, nor will I deny that I and my spirits encouraged them to 

talk, because it is high time that those two confessed their love for each other. But the 

end of it was that they came into Terce together, and Karlot and Jan looked at me and 

said, ‘What’s happened?’ 
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‘I’m sorry,’ I said to Karlot, ‘I don’t think you will be constable, yet, darling – and 

you would have been much better than Adal.’ 

‘It can’t be helped,’ she said, regretfully. ‘Is Adal happy?’ 

‘Deliriously,’ I said. ‘At least he’ll leave you alone now, darling.’ 

She brightened up considerably, and Jan laughed. ‘That’s something gained, then,’ 

they both said. 

After Terce, we went off to find Hellmuth – he should have been in Terce, but he’s 

very slack about attending services these days. We found him in the Constable’s office, 

musing – as we could read his mind, we could see that he was thinking about Oglive 

and Cara. 

‘Darling,’ said Jan,, before Hellmuth could say anything, ‘we’ve got news for you. 

Adal won’t be going back to Au with you this evening.’ 

Hellmuth jumped visibly and said, ‘What? What’s happened?’ 

‘He and the Marshal have got it together,’ I said. 

‘He’s promised to stay in the House with the Marshal,’ said Karlot. 

‘What?’ exclaimed Hellmuth. ‘Oglive will be furious. And Gayel will be angry too.’ 

‘We’ll come back with you,’ said Karlot. ‘We’ll explain.’ 

‘I don’t think Oglive will mind too much,’ I said. 

‘She’s been getting very annoyed with Adal,’ said Jan. 

‘Especially when he’s been chasing after me,’ said Karlot. 

Hellmuth put his hands to his head and looked at us in exasperation. ‘I wish you 

three wouldn’t all talk at the same time,’ he said. ‘You always were too close together, 

but now it’s like talking to one person in three bodies.’ 

We all laughed, and hurried him out to go to Chapter. 

Adal and the Marshal came in together, side by side. The Draper and the Grand 

Commander, who had come and sat down by us, both looked at them, looked away, and 

then looked back. Then the Draper said to Jan,‘What have you been doing?’ 

Jan gave him a brilliant smile and said, ‘Nothing; I’ve been with my brothers, 

asleep.’ 

Which was almost true. 

The Draper gave him a dry amused look and said, ‘I don’t believe you, Brother,’ and 

then the Master came in. 

He stopped to have a word with the Treasurer, and while he was talking, the Grand 

Commander said to Jan: ‘You must not stand up for the Constable. Otherwise I’ll be 

angry with you.’ 

Jan looked down, oh! So dutifully, and said, ‘Of course not, darling.’ 

God! Jan is such an actor. I had to giggle. The Draper saw the giggle and put a hand 

on my shoulder and on Karlot’s (on his other side) and said, ‘I know you’re up to 

something, Brothers, but we’ll hear about it later.’ 

Then the Master sat down and called the meeting to order, and the Chaplain rose to 

open proceedings with a prayer. 

The Master then ran down the day’s business, and then the Draper got up and said 

that he had a proposition to make, of which the Master was already aware. 

The Master said: ‘I know: you propose that Brother Adal Beninghof be removed 

from the post of constable and he be replaced in that office by Brother Karlot von 

Rasendorf. I am in favour of this. Is anyone against? Brother Beninghof, you may not 

speak.’ 

Then the Marshal rose and said, ‘I object.’ 

‘I knew you would,’ said the Master. ‘Go on, Brother.’ 
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‘Brother Adal claims to have left the Order,’ said the Marshal, ‘but he has never left 

it. He has always been with us in his heart, and he now wishes to return to the House 

permanently.’ 

The Master said drily, ‘Afraid of losing his office, no doubt.’ 

‘Yes,’ said the Marshal, ‘but he has long wished to return and feared the reaction of 

our allies at Au. You know that he has long been our link with them. But now we have a 

connection through the Commander of Reolt, I am less concerned about bringing 

Brother Beninghof back. Also, I remind the Chapter than he is a doughty knight and has 

twice saved the Order. He should not be demoted ignominiously.’ 

A murmur went round the Chapter House – not everyone was happy with this. 

‘He’s never here,’ said the Infirmerer. ‘What use is a constable who is not resident?’ 

‘He will be resident from now one,’ said the Marshal. 

‘I’ll believe that when I see it,’ said the Infirmerer. 

‘As I recall,’ said the Draper, ‘he was only made constable because the then master 

fancied him. I would prefer to see Brother Karlot in post. He is the doughtiest knight we 

have, beyond a doubt, and he is resident, and popular – usually for the right reasons.’ 

Everyone laughed, and Karlot blushed. The Draper gave her a quiet smile. Does he 

know that she and I sleep with him when Jan does? Does he realise the three of love 

him whenever Jan does? I wonder … 

The Grand Commander spoke. ‘I agree with my Brother Draper,’ he said. ‘The 

Constable is never resident, and his absence has become an embarrassment to the Order. 

Brother Karlot is competent and doughty. He deserves the office.’ 

The Master considered. ‘I am inclined to agree with you,’ he said, ‘but I recognise 

that the Marshal has a point. Although it must be said that since he returned from 

Lukuk, the Constable hasn’t done much – and when was that? Seven years ago?’ 

No one ventured to correct him, so he continued. 

‘I propose the Constable is on probation,’ he said. ‘We will allow him a fortnight to 

prove his worthiness. And meanwhile Brother Karlot will act as his assistant.’ 

‘Sir,’ said Adal, ‘Brother Hellmuth von Unterschlussen is my assistant.’ He looked at 

Hellmuth, but Hellmuth was staring into space – far away in mind, dreaming of Oglive 

and Cara. 

‘Never mind,’ said the Master. ‘He’s at Au more than you are.’ 

He then moved on to the next item of business, while Albrecht Thun nudged 

Heinrich Heil, indicated Hellmuth and whispered: ‘He’s at Au now.’ Hellmuth nodded, 

and they both giggled – and so did their friends among the cloister brothers, so that the 

Master had to pause in mid-sentence to call them to order. 

Anyway, after Chapter Jan got permission from the Master to ride over to Au that 

evening with Hellmuth to see Lady Oglive and explain to her what had happened to 

Adal. So Karlot and I went with him, and Karlot’s Three came too, and Jan’s two 

secretaries – but Elred and Marc had to stay behind, because they are still novices and 

aren’t supposed to be out of the House overnight. Of course they come to Totschlussen 

with me, but we don’t go out of the House to get there. 

So we rode out to Au – and Oglive was not happy. She wants to write the next bit. 

* 

[Oglive] 

I had been very worried about Adal, and worry is the last thing I need when I’m 

pregnant. He has been acting very oddly; hardly ever coming to my bed, but then 

sulking when he realised that my child isn’t his (I haven’t told him that it’s actually 
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Jan’s), and refusing to talk to Adelheide (why will he never talk to any of my woman 

friends??), and then rushing off after Karlot. And somehow or other he’s realised that 

Karlot is a woman, which wouldn’t be a problem except that he seems bent on telling 

everyone about it. As Karlot actually looks like a man, this just makes him look like an 

idiot. 

Oh, Adal! I loved him once. I think I still love him – but I’m not sure. I seem to be 

either exasperated or worried by him all the time now. 

So when he rode off with the archers and Hellmuth to go to the House for a few days 

it was quite a relief. I was able to relax – I sent Gayel out hunting with his slaves and 

attendants, and Baas came round, and she and I and Adelheide sat in my rooms with 

Cara and amused herself – when I wasn’t doing estate business, of course. Jan came 

over at nights to see Adelheide and me, and everything was pleasant. 

I was a little anxious about Adal coming back that evening, but told myself that 

Hellmuth could keep him in order. And then – there was no Adal! 

Hellmuth rode into the courtyard with the Twins and Karlot, and all their entourage – 

and Adelheide said, ‘Oh, they’ve brought their fairy spirits with them!’ (she can see 

them better than I can) – and smiled, and raised a hand in greeting, and I hurried out of 

the door of the great hall with Cara at my side, and I held Hellmuth’s stirrup as he 

dismounted – he’s my chief husband, as Cara’s father – and said, ‘Darling, it’s so good 

to see you back. But where’s Adal?’ 

Then Hellmuth blushed, and Baas laughed! – she’d seen the expression on the faces 

of the Brothers. Adelheide cried: ‘Oh, how could he!’ 

I turned to look at her, and distinctly saw two of Jan’s spirits standing by her, talking 

hard and waving their arms about. Hellmuth kissed me, and Jan, Berthol and Karlot 

leapt off their horses without using the stirrup (the other Brothers dismounted more 

gently) and hurried over to me and knelt on the ground before me! – and said, ‘Lady 

Oglive, your first husband Adal has abandoned you, the faithless one! He has gone back 

to the Marshal. But we have come to keep you company instead.’ 

Then Baas shouted with laughter and cried: ‘So the Marshal got him at last? He’s 

been after him ever since we met.’ 

I didn’t know what to say. I cried, ‘Oh, how could he? How could he? After all 

we’ve done!’ 

Hellmuth hugged me, and said, ‘Darling, don’t cry.’ 

‘I’m not crying,’ I cried, ‘I’m angry. I’m so angry. I’ll send my champions. I’ll fight 

the Marshal for him.’ 

‘Darling Oglive,’ cried Karlot, ‘don’t. Don’t – he isn’t worth it. Please, he isn’t 

worth it.’ I swung round at her to retort something, and saw her face – she was as 

furious as I am. ‘I loved him too, once upon a time,’ she said. ‘He isn’t worth it, he 

isn’t.’ 

‘He’s left the loveliest woman in the world three times,’ said Hellmuth. ‘He isn’t 

worth it, darling.’ 

‘I’ll tell you whether he’s worth it or not,’ I said fiercely, but he kissed me again, and 

said, ‘Is supper ready, darling? I’m starving.’ 

He was right – we had other things to think about than Adal. I led everyone inside. 

* 

[Jan] 
We were glad that Oglive seemed to cheer up over supper. After the meal I left the 

others making merry in the hall and went off with Adelheide in her room. 

My darling said to me, ‘Darling, Tarens and Felice have been telling me about the 

sunnyland. Could we go there? It sounds so lovely.’ 



123 

 

Now, Tarens and Felice are my two leading spirit attendants, but they have been 

getting very friendly with Adelheide. I am glad that they are keeping an eye on her for 

me, but I was a little annoyed with them for filling her mind up with gossip. 

‘I don’t want to scare you,’ I said. ‘The sunnyland is also the land of Death, darling. 

Are you sure you want to go?’ 

‘Why should I be scared?’ she asked. ‘It sounds so beautiful. I’d love to see it.’ 

She looked at me so coaxingly that of course I had to say ‘yes’, even though I was 

worried. I took her hands in mine and we were there at once, with my spirit company: 

Fenir and Liranth, and Tarens and Felice, and a host of others. 

She looked around her at the bright flowers and trees and said: ‘Is this the land of 

Death? It’s beautiful!’ 

‘This is it,’ I said soberly. ‘Totschlussel, Death’s Castle, where all desire is fulfilled – 

but all who come here are never the same afterwards.’ 

‘Ir’s beautiful,’ she said again, and began walk away from me, looking at the flowers 

and listening the birdsong. Her face – part turned towards me – was blissfully happy, 

like a child’s; for a moment I thought she was a child, for she was dressed in the Shee 

fashion with a short shirt, only half way down her calves and leaving her ankles 

exposed – and without any head covering, so that her long brown hair swung free down 

her back. 

‘How wonderful!’ she cried, ‘it’s like fairyland,’ and she began to skip, moving 

rapidly away from me. She was singing a child’s song – something about a girl who ran 

off with a bear into the ‘great grey forest where nobody goes.’ I began to panic. What 

was this death’s trap doing to my beloved, my own true heart? It had turned Karlot into 

a man, destroyed all the courage and joy of Adal, and turned me into – God only knows 

what it’s turned me into ... 

‘Darling!’ I cried. ‘Wait!’ But she was already moving out of my sight. I began to 

run after her, but could not gain on her. I saw Fenir and Liranth fly over my head to 

catch her up, and Tarens and Felice swooped after them, but she was moving away from 

us faster than we could go – she was slipping out of our reach, into the depths of 

Toschlussen … 

And suddenly, Beydeluz was there, on the path before her. He held out his hands to 

her – and Adelheide came to an abrupt halt, in mid-skip. She staggered and almost fell, 

but managed to remain upright; and then she stood like one frozen – frozen at the sight 

of Beydeluz. 

He is so beautiful when he wants to be, utter desire, complete loveliness, and I could 

hear him call: O lovely one, come to me! 

‘No!’ I cried, ‘No, no, no, Adelheide – oh, Adelheide!’ 

I and my spirits rushed up and faced Beydeluz – but we couldn’t reach her; he was 

holding us back. 

‘Darling, darling! Oh, Adelheide!’ 

Fenir and Liranth looked at me, and Tarens and Felice drew in their breaths; and I 

felt all my spirits muster around me, in preparation for a battle with Beydeluz for 

Adelheide’s heart. But before we could anything else, she broke out of his hold, turned 

and flung herself into my arms.  

‘Jan!’ she cried, and burst into tears. 

I held her and hugged her and wept for joy, and all my spirits crooned their 

happiness. 

* 



124 

 

[Adelheide] 
Totschlussen is so beautiful – at first sight. I was so enchanted by it that I thought I was 

a child again, playing in the woods at home. I skipped down the path, singing one of my 

childhood songs, for all the world like Goldilocks playing in the wood! I didn’t hear 

Jan, or Tarens and Felice, call me; I thought I was all alone in a beautiful fairytale 

kingdom. 

But, like Goldilocks I met the bear … 

He appeared suddenly, on the path before me. He held out his hand to me and said, 

‘Come.’ I shuddered to a halt; I found I couldn’t move. My first thought was: ‘He’s 

beautiful.’ And then I thought: ‘But there’s something dark about him – like a glimpse 

of death or hell.’ Then I tried to step back and found I couldn’t. I was held there, 

trapped by his beauty and his power and his summons. 

Then I realised that Jan was right: the sunnyland is a dangerous place. It tempts you 

in and then it traps you, and it destroys you. I remembered now that Oglive had said 

something of the sort about what it had done to Adal, and it suddenly occurred to me 

that this figure before me was Adal’s demon-lover, who had drawn him away from 

Oglive. And now of course he would want a new lover, because Adal has gone back to 

the House, and perhaps he wants me 

For a moment – the tiniest instant – I was tempted. He is so lovely – but he is so 

different from my Jan. My Jan is good, and I am not at all sure whether he is. 

Then pulled myself away from him and turned – and there was Jan. I flung myself 

into Jan’s arms and wept, and he hugged me so tightly that I thought he would never let 

me go, and I was so glad that I hoped he never would. I could hear all Jan’s spirits 

singing: ‘Now our prince has his bride, now his kingdom has its queen,’ and I relaxed. 

At last I looked up into Jan’s face and smiled at him, and saw that we were back in my 

room at Au. 

‘Oh, darling,’ I said in relief, ‘you were right. I was so scared!’ 

‘So was I,’ he said, and kissed me. ‘I thought you were running away from me, 

darling.’ 

‘I don’t know why I did that. I thought I was a child again,’ I said, puzzled. 

‘Totschlussen has that affect sometimes,’ said Jan. ‘It was Beydeluz, darling. He saw 

you and he wanted you.’ 

I shuddered. ‘I don’t want him! He’s lovely but there’s something dark about him.’ 

Then I suddenly felt cold, as if a great grief had touched my heart, and I said, ‘Darling, 

he’s very lonely, isn’t he? Now Adal’s gone back to the House. Oglive is lonely too.’ 

Jan gave me an odd look. He said, ‘Oglive was Aramir’s lover, but she sent him 

away because she didn’t want to be infected by Totschlussen. She saw what it was 

doing to Adal, and Berthol and me.’ 

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘but I think we should ask her.’ 

I looked at him very solemnly, and Jan said: ‘Very well,’ and got up from my bed 

and I rose too, and we walked back into Oglive’s hall, holding hands, with Jan’s spirits 

behind us as an escort. 

Oglive, Hellmuth, Karlot and Berthol and the knights who had come from the House 

were still sitting in the hall making merry. Baas was there, but Cara had gone to bed. 

Jan and I walked up to stand before Oglive and I said, ‘Lady Oglive, I have a message 

for you.’ 

Oglive looked round at me and smiled. ‘What is it?’ she asked. 

I held out my right hand. ‘We have been to Totschlussen,’ I said, ‘and Prince 

Beydeluz sends you this and begs you to be his guest this evening.’ And in my hand 
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was a crown of roses, and I have no idea how it got there! But I assume Prince Beydeluz 

sent it. 

Oglive looked at me, and the roses, with an expression of wonder on her face: and 

then she took the crown from me and put it on her head. Karlot and Berthol jumped up 

and straightened it. 

‘Very well,’ said Oglive, ‘I accept his invitation.’ And at her words, the whole world 

seemed to dissolve around us, and we were back in Totschlussen. 

Well! I’d just said that I never wanted to go there again, and here I was! We were 

standing in a beautiful hall of marble, with a high, arched ceiling, and tall windows, and 

everything was brilliantly lit as if with thousands of candles, although I could not see 

any candles. All around us were crowds of beautiful people, male and female, dressed in 

glittering robes of many colours. There was the most lovely music playing and the air 

was filled with the sweetest scents.  

I was interested to see the reaction of the Brothers. Albrecht Thun and Heinrich Heil 

have clearly been to Totschlussen before – they took it all in their stride and began to 

chat to the people in the hall, who of course are the Prince’s attendant spirits. Karlot’s 

Three were alarmed for a moment, but when they saw how lovely the people in the hall 

are and that they didn’t seem dangerous, they relaxed and began to walk around and 

talk. Baas stayed by Oglive, protectively, but she did not seem surprised at all; she had 

the air of a big sister looking after her little sister at her first state occasion. I guess she 

had had a great deal of experience of the spirit world. Berthol and Karlot thought 

nothing of it, because of course Totschlussen is almost their home; but Hellmuth was 

very anxious, and stayed by Oglive. 

I hung on to Jan’s hand, and his spirits flocked about us like a protective horde. 

Then we saw, seated on a throne at one end of the hall, Prince Beydeluz; and the 

spirits in the hall fell back on either side to allow us to go forward. So Oglive walked up 

to where he sat, with Baas and Hellmuth, and Karlot and Berthol just behind, and then 

Jan and me, and then the others. The Prince rose and greeted Oglive with a bow, and 

she returned the bow, and he asked her to sit by him – and there was an empty chair on 

his right hand side, so she sat down – and the rest of us stood near her, and then all the 

spirits began to dance and sing with the music. Brothers Albrecht and Heinrich danced 

too, and then Karlot’s Three joined them, but the rest of us did not dance, and Jan’s 

attendants stayed with him and did not dance either. Oglive and Beydeluz talked, and 

Beydeluz offered Oglive food and wine, and she drank and ate. 

Everything was so beautiful, brilliant and alive – yet, if I looked out of the corner of 

my eye, I saw another world. Instead of light and loveliness I saw death and decay; the 

castle was a ruin, the spirits were a howling wind, the food was rotting leaves and the 

wine was rainwater. When I looked at Oglive and Baas, I realised that they know this 

too, but we also know that Beydeluz is a powerful ally and it is better to be his friend 

than his enemy. So we spent that evening, a strange evening indeed – and at last we 

went back to Au, and I was very glad to get to bed. Oglive slept with Hellmuth and Jan 

and I shared my bed. Karlot and Berthol were together and the other Brothers slept in 

guest rooms. Baas has her own room when she is at Au, which is next to Oglive’s, and 

she told me later that she left the adjoining door ajar, in case there were any problems 

from spirits that night. But everything was peaceful, thankfully. 

I said to Jan, when we were in bed, ‘Darling, while we were in the castle, I could see 

two castles – the beautiful living one and the dead one.’ 

He hugged me very tight and said, ‘Darling, you always see things so clearly. You 

see the reality beyond the dazzle and glamour.’ 

‘So it really is Death’s Castle?’ I said. 
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‘Yes, darling.’ 

‘You don’t belong there,’ I said. ‘You’re so vivid and alive.’ 

He sighed heavily. ‘I’m tied to it,’ he said. ‘I am subject to Prince Beydeluz – and so 

are Berthol and Karlot – and he calls us back there.’ 

‘Can’t you escape?’ I demanded. ‘Adal has escaped.’ 

He hugged me again. ‘Yes,’ he whispered, ‘but don’t talk about it, darling. You 

know that Beydeluz can hear us.’ 

Of course; I’d already discovered that. So I shut up. 

* 

[Karlot] 
Easter came, and all the festivities that come with it, and more guests arrived in Reolt to 

help us against the Rus. Jan, Berthol and I were very busy looking after the guests, 

running about to ensure that they have everything they need – Jan because he is 

commander of Reolt and responsible for the guests’ well-being; I because I am assistant 

Constable, and Berthol because he is our dear comrade. We also supervised the guests 

jousting each day with our Brothers in the practice yard; I also coached the novices, 

who are very respectful towards me during practice, but not always at other times. 

Berthol’s two squires, Elred and Marc, can be quite cheeky. They are already in 

trouble with the novice master for hanging around Berthol when they should be with the 

other novices, and one day Karl (I mean, the Grand Commander) had to shut up the 

Brother Albrecht the novice master when he was telling Elred and Marc off for 

spending too much time ‘with the Seneschal’. Karl pointed out that Elred and Marc are 

much improved since they became Berthol’s companions: they are in all the Hours and 

attend their study and they keep the rule, except that they stay with Berthol rather than 

the other novices. But Brother Albrecht is not happy, and he says that if there is any 

trouble from Elred and Marc he won’t recommend them to take their final vows at 

Pentecost. O dear. 

Anyway, one afternoon I’d been supervising the novices – there was no sign of Adal, 

as usual – he was mooching around with the Marshal – and then I disarmed, and 

groomed my horse, and then I went to have a rest in the library. I was glad that the 

guests seemed to be shaping up well, and the novices are all training well, and Elred and 

Marc were being well behaved. 

I was sitting at a desk by a window, trying to catch the best of the evening sunshine, 

reading a saint’s life. Then I heard a heavy tread and looked up to see Rudolf standing 

over me. 

‘Oh, there you are,’ he said, impatiently. ‘I’ve been looking for you everywhere.’ 

‘What’s wrong?’ I asked. 

He sat down on the edge of the desk, and looked down at me. He is taller than the 

other Two and much taller than me, and he’s the heaviest built of my Three. As he 

grows older he is becoming as big and square as Hellmuth, but he is dark, not blond. I 

am very fond of him and so I didn’t get angry with him for disturbing me. 

As he didn’t speak, I said: ‘Why were you looking for me so urgently?’ 

‘Yes,’ he said. 

‘What is it?’ I asked, closing my book, as from his tone it was clear that he wanted 

all my attention. 

‘You rushed off after practice,’ he said. ‘You didn’t stay to joust with us.’ 

This was true, and my conscience smote me. ‘I’m sorry,’ I said. ‘I’ve been worried 

about the novices – Berthol’s two have been getting into trouble – and when I’d got 

them sorted out I was too tired to joust today.’ 

‘You’re working too hard,’ said Rudolf. ‘You need to have some fun, Karlot.’ 
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‘I know,’ I said. ‘I’m sorry.’ 

‘You’re spending too much time with the Twins,’ said Rudolf, reproachfully. 

‘They’re making you too serious. Every afternoon you go off with them – ’ 

‘You know we go to look at the Rus,’ I said quickly. 

‘You spend too much time in that Death’s place,’ said Rudolf. 

‘You liked Totschlussen,’ I said. ‘You said that the ladies were lovely.’ 

‘I know,’ said Rudolf. He sighed deeply. 

‘What’s wrong?’ I prompted him. 

‘Thun says it’s full of demons,’ he said. ‘He says Jan turned him into a horse and 

rode him like a demon, and lots of demons came too.’ 

‘Jan told you about that,’ I said, indignant that he should bring it up again. 

‘I remember,’ said Rudolf, ‘but Thun made it sound quite different.’ 

Bother, I thought. What’s brought this on? 

‘Thun says that Jan is feeding us all to demons,’ continued Rudolf, ‘and he’s 

devouring the Draper and bewitching the Grand Commander.’ 

‘What’s up with Thun?’ I asked. ‘He was happy the other day when we went to 

Totschlussen.’ 

Rudolf shrugged. I got up and put my arms about him. ‘Rudie,’ I said, and kissed 

him: ‘tell me what’s wrong with Thun.’ 

‘I think he’s jealous of Jan’s other lovers.’ 

‘Hmm,’ I said, ‘I think he’s not sure what to do with himself. He adores Jan, but he 

knows he’s caught and he’s terrified. He thinks Jan will devour him.’ 

‘And will he?’ asked Rudolf, with interest. 

‘Not yet,’ I said. ‘Jan needs a sccretary.’ 

That evening at Vespers I stood with my Three and watched Thun and Heinrich. Jan 

was with Karl and Dietrich, who were standing one on each side of him. I wondered 

what Thun meant about Jan devouring Dietrich, because he didn’t look devoured: he 

looked relaxed and happy. Karl also looked relaxed and happy. Jan stood with eyes 

closed, and hands clasped across his hips in prayer; he was a picture of piety and peace. 

Watching him, I felt very tender towards him. 

Berthol stood on Jan’s far side with his two novices, and then there was the Marshal 

and Adal and Hellmuth. Thun and Heinrich stood behind Jan and made faces at each 

other all through the service, but they did it silently and no one noticed them but me. 

After the service we went for our evening drink and then to Compline. Again 

Heinrich and Thun stood behind Jan and were restless throughout the service, but Jan 

took no notice; he was far away in prayer. 

After Compline we all went to our rooms. I went with my Three. Jan went off to his 

room with Thun and Heinrich. I knew we would all meet up at Au later, to see 

Adelheide and Oglive. I hoped he would be all right with Thun in the meantime. After 

what Rudie told me, I’m rather worried about Thun. 

My Three were still talking about Thun when we got to our room. Thietmar said: 

‘Thun says Jan drinks his blood at nights.’ 

‘If that’s true, why doesn’t he leave Jan?’ I demanded, exasperated. 

‘He says he can’t. He says Jan’s enchanted him so he can’t,’ said Osto. 

‘But you’ve been to Totschlussen,’ I protested, ‘you know it isn’t full of demons. 

You danced with the ladies and you ate their food and drank their wine and were none 

the worse afterwards.’ 

They had to admit that this was true. 

‘So why do you believe Thun?’ I demanded. 
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‘He says he’s been to see the Bishop,’ said Osto. ‘He says they’re going to 

investigate Jan for heresy and get him killed.’ 

I was utterly shocked. ‘No!’ I cried. ‘The bishop will never believe it.’ 

‘He said the bishop listened to him,’ said Thietmar. 

‘Right,’ I said, ‘I’ll go and find Jan,’ – and I ran out of the room. 

Jan wasn’t with Thun and Heinrich – I found them asleep in their room. Berthol 

wasn’t around – I realised that he had taken Elred and Marc to Totschlussen. I reached 

out my mind and realised that Jan was at Au, so I flew there as fast as I could. 

Jan had been with Adelheide, but she was now asleep – and he had been with Oglive, 

but she was asleep too. I found him in Gayel’s room, arguing.  

‘I don’t believe you,’ he said. ‘I don’t believe he would.’ 

‘I saw him,’ said Gayel, indicating a polished metal mirror that was lying on the bed 

where they were sitting – clearly Gayel had been scrying in it. 

‘Why are you spying on my lovers? Don’t you trust me to look after myself?’ 

demanded Jan. 

‘No,’ retorted Gayel. ‘I know you’re just a pretty boy,’ and he grabbed Jan and 

kissed him. There was a moment or two of confusion, then Jan pulled away again and 

said, ‘The bishop won’t do anything. He knows my history.’ 

‘He told Thun he would investigate it,’ said Gayel. ‘You need to deal with Thun.’ 

‘He’s my lover,’ retorted Jan. ‘How can I hurt him?’ 

‘He wants to have you killed,’ said Gayel. ‘Are you going to let him? What sort of 

demon prince are you?’ 

All Jan’s spirits shouted in protest, and Jan jumped to his feet. ‘We’ll go back to the 

House,’ he said, and struck Gayel on the shoulder, turning him into a horse; then he 

leapt on to his back and rode him away in the wind. And we all followed – I mean, Jan’s 

entourage of spirits and I, disguised as a minor spirit. 

We landed back at the House in the room where Albrecht Thun and Heinrich Heil 

sleep. Jan leapt off Gayel, turned him back into a man, and shook Albrecht awake. 

‘Albrecht,’ he said, ‘darling – what’s this I hear? You’ve been to see the bishop 

about me?’ 

Albrecht woke up, saw Jan and sat up in his bed. ‘You!’ he cried. ‘So you’ve come 

back to bewitch us again, have you? Well, it’s too late!’ 

‘Albrecht, what do you mean?’ asked Jan. ‘I’ve never bewitched you.’ 

‘You have, you demon, you turned me into a horse, you’ve made me love you, 

you’re devouring my soul, and you’ve bewitched the Great Officials! You’ve sold the 

Order to the devil and we’re all going to be killed by the Rus!’ 

‘Quiet!’ exclaimed Jan, ‘you’ll wake the whole House!’ 

‘I don’t care if they are awake,’ shouted Albrecht, ‘I don’t care if they put me in 

irons or – or put me out of the House, but I’ll get you, you cold-hearted swine, you 

demon, and tear your heart out of your heartless chest – ’ and he made a grab for Jan. 

But Jan held him off easily with his power, although he was very shaken by Albrecht’s 

aggression. Gayel and Felice pulled Albrecht off – but Heinrich was awake, and there 

was the sound of footsteps in the corridor outside, and I was aware that people were 

waking up downstairs and all over the House.’ 

‘I’ll get you,’ shouted Albrecht, ‘I’ve told the Bishop. The Bishop will get you, you 

witch, you sorcerer – you’ve enchanted me, you’ve made me love you so that I can’t 

stop – ’ 

The door burst open and Dietrich burst in, two of the cloister brothers just behind 

him. They took in Jan’s white face, Albrecht’s red one, Heinrich and Gayel and me – 



129 

 

they couldn’t see Jan’s spirits – and they ran to help Gayel pull Albrecht off Jan. 

Albrecht struggled desperately, but I helped as well, and we got him under control. 

Only Heinrich did nothing – he sat frozen in his bed, clearly too shocked to move. 

‘Calm down, Brother,’ said Dietrich to Thun, ‘you’ve let yourself get out of control.’ 

‘You’re all right, you thief,’ cried Albrecht, ‘you’ve got him and I haven’t – but he’ll 

get you too, he’ll kill you in the end – ’ and he tried to fight free and hit Dietrich, but we 

held on to him too firmly. 

‘Fetch the Chaplain,’ said Jan to me, ‘he’s possessed.’ 

I took the hint and ran to fetch the Chaplain, who had already been woken by the 

commotion and came willingly enough. 

‘What’s happening, Brother?’ he asked me as we hurried up the stairs. 

‘Albrecht Thun has had a fit,’ I said. ‘He’s attacked Jan. He says Jan is a demon who 

is eating him. I think he’s ill.’ 

‘Hmm,’ said the Chaplain. ‘The description would fit Thun better than the 

commander.’ 

He had brought some holy water with him, at my request, and when we reached the 

room and found Thun being held down by his Brothers, and Jan on his knees in prayer, 

he threw the water over Thun – who uttered a yell and then went quieter – and spoke 

words over him and laid hands on him, and said, ‘How are you feeling now, Brother?’ 

‘Sick,; said Thun miserably, ‘sick as hell.’ 

‘I think you need to go to the infirmary,’ said the Chaplain. ‘We’ll talk about this 

tomorrow. Brothers, will you help carry him?’ 

Two of the Brothers carried Thun away, and the Chaplain paused to speak to Jan and 

give him a blessing, which Jan accepted gratefully. Then he left, shooing the other 

Brothers out of the room, except Dietrich, who paused to ask Jan if he was all right. 

‘Yes,’ said Jan, ‘I’ll be with you in a few minutes, Dietrich. Let me think a little 

first,’ and he sat down on Thun’s bed. 

Dietrich smiled, kissed his hair and left him. Jan remained with Heinrich, Gayel, 

myself and his spirits. 

‘Heinrich,’ said Jan, ‘has Albrecht really been to the Bishop already?’ 

‘Yes,’ said Heinrich in a very small voice, ‘he went this afternoon.’ 

‘God!’ exclaimed Jan. ‘Can’t I trust anyone? I thought I could at least trust you two.’ 

‘He was going to go tomorrow,’ said Heinrich, ‘but Ferdinand said he should take his 

opportunity.’ 

Gayel said, ‘Well, what will you do now?’ 

Jan shrugged. ‘What can I do? I’ll go on as I am – until I hear from the Bishop. He 

knows my past. He’s read my account. He knows me. I hope he’ll recognise a malicious 

accusation when he hears one.’ 

‘He promised to look into it,’ said Heinrich, in an even smaller voice. 

‘God!’ said Jan again, ‘and if he does, and decides to burn me, where will that get 

you?’ 

Heinrich squirmed and said nothing. I said, ‘I’ll go and see the Bishop tomorrow, 

and tell him a few things about Thun.’ 

Jan gave me a grateful smile. ‘Thank you, darling,’ he said. ‘I’m so glad you came 

just now; the Chaplain wouldn’t have come for anyone else.’ 

‘I know,’ I said. ‘I hope the Bishop will be so co operative.’ 

Felice and Tarens were soothing Heinrich back to sleep, and I said to Dietrich, 

‘Shouldn’t you be getting back to bed, sire? We all need our sleep, with the Rus about 

to come down on us. Thank you for coming in just now.’ Dietrich looked at Jan, and Jan 
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gave him a sweet smile, suggesting that he would come to find him later – and so 

Dietrich said his good nights, and left us. 

‘Let’s go and find Berthol,’ I said. Jan nodded, and got up – and then he listened for 

a moment, and said: ‘Gunhild is calling me. Come with me, darling’ – and he caught me 

up in his arms, and we swirled together through light and dark, air and water, to Lady 

Gunhild’s castle of Hochstark; and all Jan’s spirits and mine came with us. 

 

I haven’t met Gunhild before, but she seemed to know immediately who I am; as I once 

observed to Jan, she is a very great sorcerer. She and I bowed to each other – if I am 

Jan’s first wife, I’m now also his demonic wife; but she is Jan’s human wife and mother 

of his eldest child. 

‘Lady Charlotte,’ she said, ‘welcome.’ (Damn! Does everyone know my woman’s 

name? I guess my spirits must be blabbing it to everyone. I must tell them to stop it …) 

‘Lady Gunhild,’ I said, ‘it’s an honour to meet you at last. And this is Jorge? What a 

lovely child! Isn’t he big for his age?’ 

She dropped her haughty air at once and was all smiles. ‘Yes, he is growing so well. 

I’m very proud of him’ – and she gestured to little Jorge to sit up from the floor and 

shake my hand; I went down on my knees to greet him. Meanwhile, Jan and Gunhild 

kissed affectionately, as man and wife should. 

‘Darling,’ said Gunhild, ‘I scryed for you and I saw you were in trouble. What has 

happened?’ 

‘One of my secretaries has accused me to the Bishop of Reolt,’ said Jan, ruefully. 

‘He’s jealous of my other lovers and wants to get me burned.’ 

‘Oh, not again! Darling, you really must get out of that place. It’s not worthy of you.’ 

She looked around the room, at our spirits clustered around, sitting on the floor, in the 

window embrasure and flying around the ceiling like multi-coloured birds. ‘You’re a 

great prince – go around the world and act, darling. Don’t lurk in that damp-infested 

hole.’ 

‘It’s not damp,’ said Jan defensively, but I laughed. ‘It is, darling. We could go and 

see the Rus, if you like – Marinetta wants to see more of us.’ 

‘At the present rate we’ll be seeing a lot more of her soon,’ said Jan, thinking of the 

great hordes of Rus, Turks and other races who were massing, ready for the Emperor’s 

next advance into Our Lady’s Land. ‘I’d rather go somewhere else.’ 

‘How is Pieter?’ I asked, starting to build a tower of bricks for Jorge. 

‘He’s fine. I saw him yesterday.’ Jan brightened. ‘He told me Johann’s nephew has 

come to Magdeburg. He’s thinking whether to take over Johann’s workshop, or to sell.’ 

Gunhild laughed. ‘Darling, I can see that you want to go and interfere!’ 

Jan blushed. ‘I’ve been wondering – whether it’s possible to groom a human to be a 

sorcerer without him killing himself, like Johann did.’ 

‘We could go and try,’ I said. Jorge knocked down my tower and pealed with 

laughter. 

‘Yes,’ said Gunhild. ‘You could. In fact you should. Darling, as your wife and lady, I 

command you to go and possess him. Teach him the powers his uncle never learned to 

control and teach him to use them properly.’ 

‘We’ll take Berthol too,’ said Jan, looking around, but Gunhild shook her head. 

‘Don’t wait, darling – just go. Berthol can catch you up.’ 

In fact, as Jan and I looked at each other, we knew where Berthol was: in 

Totschlussen with Elred and Marc, and not anxious to be interrupted. 

‘Right, we’ll go,’ I said. ‘Come on, darling.’ I held out my hand to him. He took it 

with a smile. Then he turned to kiss Gunhild ‘good-bye’, and I bowed to her – but she 
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kissed my cheek and said, ‘God-speed, sister,’ which made me feel very happy – I 

would like to be her sister! 

And then Jan and I flew away to Magdeburg, and all our spirits flew with us. 
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Part Four 
 

[Adelheide] 
Karlot writes as if their departure was final, but in fact they stepped through and around 

time, so that although they were in Magdeburg for weeks, back at Au we never noticed 

that they were gone – they came back before morning and Jan kissed me awake. I saw 

that he was all glowing with power, and I said, ‘Darling! Have you been somewhere 

exciting?’ And he said, ‘Yes, Karlot and I have been training a sorcerer in Magdeburg. 

He’s wonderful – he does everything we say, and he’s already the Archbishop’s chief 

advisor.’ 

So I was very glad that he was happy, and when I saw Karlot, she was glowing all 

over with happiness too; but I thought it didn’t help us much with the current problem. 

Jan told me that the Bishop of Reolt was investigating Jan for heresy, and I knew the 

Rus were about to invade us. We were expecting them to arrive within a few days. So I 

said, ‘Darling, are you going back to the House? If the Bishop is after you, perhaps you 

should stay here.’ 

‘No,’ said Jan, ‘we must go back. They need us there more than ever now.’ 

‘Jan and I have to save the House,’ said Karlot. ‘Berthol will too, if he comes back in 

time.’ 

‘Where is he?’ I asked. ‘He’s usually with you.’ 

‘He’s gone off with Elred and Marc,’ said Karlot. ‘They’ve gone to fight the heretics 

in Tiutschland.’ 

‘Why?’ I cried. ‘We need them here.’ 

‘I think Berthol is trying to recruit some heretics to help us,’ said Jan, giggling. 

I wondered how they knew, but then I realised that their spirits must have told them. 

‘Will they come in time?’ I asked. 

‘God will help us,’ said Jan, and he grasped my hands in his – and Karlot put her 

arms about us both, somehow – I’m not sure how, but somehow we were three together, 

and all Jan’s and Karlot’s spirits were flying around us, and Jan stretched out – did he 

pull my arms and Karlot’s out too? In any case, we all reached out, and I felt we were 

reaching into the stars. There was a great glow all about us – I could hear singing, and I 

didn’t know whether it was the spirits who sang, or us, or the stars themselves and the 

celestial powers – or the angels in Heaven. I felt a great peace all about us, and such joy 

and tranquillity that I felt that whatever happened I could never stop being joyful. I was 

transfixed, staring into the great light that was all about us and above us. 

I don’t know how long we were there – but at last Jan lowered his arms, and we 

seemed to separate back into three people, as if we’d been one person for that time. 

None of us spoke; the spirits were silent. Jan and Karlot got up and they both kissed me, 

and Jan said, ‘We must go back to the House. Pray for us, darling,’ and I said, ‘Of 

course – always.’ 

Then they seemed to shimmer – and they were gone. 

I cried a little. I know they are going into great danger, but I was sure, after I had 

been with them in their prayer, that they would come out the other side of that danger, 

somehow or other. 

* 

[Jan] 
We arrived back at the House in good time for Matins – no one else was up yet, not 

even the Chaplain. As Karlot and I walked into Chapel, Berthol walked in behind us 
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with his two novices. We greeted each other with hugs and kisses, and asked him where 

he had been, but he said: ‘I’ve been recruiting,’ and gestured behind him. 

Karlot and I looked, and saw standing in the doorway of the chapel a young man, 

clearly a knight from his bearing, about the same age as Elred and Marc. He was 

wearing secular clothes, and there was wonder on his face as he stared at us. I realised 

that Karlot and I needed to tone ourselves down a little – we were still glowing from our 

time in Magdeburg and our reaching out for Heaven with Adelheide.  

I mentally nudged Karlot, who promptly faded herself to normality and said, 

‘Berthol, who’s this fine young warrior?’ 

‘This is Daniel the Heretic,’ said Elred, and he and Marc giggled. ‘He’s come to help 

us fight the Rus.’ 

‘Just one?’ I said. ‘Darling, we need an army!’ 

‘He’s only one but he’s perfect,’ said Berthol, gesturing Daniel to come in and stand 

with us. He gave him a kiss as Daniel came to stand next to us, and Karlot and I nodded 

to each other – Berthol is certainly gaining in confidence since he became a prince of 

Totschlussen. 

Then the Chaplain came in and said at once to me, ‘Brother, thank goodness you’re 

here already – put the candles out, please.’ 

So I went to the cupboard fetched out the candles, and set them on the altar, and lit 

them. Karlot hurried about doing other tasks – getting out the incense, setting out the 

books that the Chaplain needs, and then she went to ring the bell to call the other 

Brothers to the service. I would have gone to my place with Berthol, but the Chaplain 

said, ‘No, stay up by the altar, Brother; I think that’s best.’ 

I realised that he was thinking of Albrecht Thun’s accusations, and wanted to 

impress on everyone that I am not a sorcerer but a godly man. For the last few weeks I 

had been helping him set up and tidy up at the end of services, but now he wanted me to 

act as an acolyte, as if I were already ordained to the next level – as I’m already an 

exorcist. And I was happy, because that’s what I want to be. 

After the service, I tided up – Karlot helped, and then we went straight into Prime, as 

the nights are getting shorter now. At the end I remained on my knees beside the altar, 

praying, while Karlot helped the Chaplain tidy up and then went off with Berthol and 

his three squires, to get them out of my way while I talked to the Chaplain. Of course 

she and I could still hear each other’s thoughts, so we knew what the other one was 

doing. I couldn’t hear Berthol so clearly, as he’d been apart from us with his squires in 

Tiutschland for so long. 

I continued praying until the Chaplain touched my shoulder and said, ‘Brother, come 

into the vestry a moment.’ 

I rose, genuflected to the host on the altar, and followed him. In the vestry the 

Chaplain asked me to sit on a stool and sat on a folding chair. He said, ‘Brother, 

yesterday evening Albrecht Thun was in a bad way over you, and the Brothers are 

saying he has accused you before the Bishop of sorcery. I wish he had spoken to me 

first, but it’s too late now. I know this is a foolish question, but tell me – is there any 

truth in his accusations?’ 

I said, ‘Sir, I give my confession every week, and you know what I have been doing. 

You know my spirit activities. I know whom I sleep with. And I promise you on my 

word that I have not enchanted Albrecht Thun.’ 

‘He says you turned him into a horse and rode him,’ said the Chaplain. 

I blushed scarlet. ‘I did,’ I said. ‘Didn’t I tell you?’ 

‘No,’ said the Chaplain, drily, ‘but more’s the pity you turned him back. The 

problem is, Brother, you are one of our best Brothers, and also very – hum – handsome, 
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and many of the Brothers want your attention and this is their way of trying to get it. 

But when the Bishop speaks to me on the matter, as I expect he will today, I will tell 

him that the accusations are groundless.’ 

I smiled gratefully and said, ‘Thank you.’ 

‘Now, Brother,’ he said, ‘I know you have your duties as Commander of Reolt, but if 

you could find a suitable deputy I would prefer to have you down here under my eye, 

because I know some of our senior officials are too fond of you for decency’s sake. 

Also you should be studying and memorising Scripture and the liturgy, if we are to 

persuade the Bishop to let you advance to the priesthood.’ 

I smiled broadly and said, ‘Yes, sir. Thank you.’ 

‘As you are here you can start now,’ he said. ‘Take this into the chapel and read a 

chapter – if you study every day it will be something at least; and this time, when 

everyone is supposed to be asleep, is ideal.’ 

I thanked him and took the book – meditations in Tiutsch – and took it into the 

chapel, knelt before the altar, prayed and began to read quietly. And as I read, my mind 

grew clear, my spirit soared, and my body burned with something like ecstasy, but far, 

far beyond it. 

A long time later I heard a voice saying, ‘Jan? It’s time for Terce,’ and I grounded 

myself and opened my eyes and saw Karlot standing before me, smiling gently, holding 

a bunch of white candles in her hand. The sun was shining through the east window, 

behind her head, giving her a halo – so that she looked like a angel. I smiled tenderly at 

her. 

‘Help me set them out,’ she said quietly, and I got up, placed the book on my seat in 

the chancel – the recessed seat in the wall – and helped her set out the candles and light 

them. Then I took the book into the vestry and placed it safely on a shelf next to the 

Chaplain’s Bible and psalter. 

When I came out, the Chaplain was robed up and Karlot was speaking with him. She 

turned to me, smiled and said silently: ‘Are you happy?’ 

‘Yes,’ I said, and I would have kissed her, but the Chaplain was watching and the 

Brothers were coming into chapel, so I only smiled at her. She smiled back and went to 

ring the bell. 

Again I assisted the Chaplain and remained on my knees alongside the altar for most 

of the service, except when the Chaplain needed me to pass things to him. I felt safe 

there and at peace. 

I didn’t notice whether any of my lovers were in the chapel; I knew that Karl was 

there and I supposed that Dietrich and Heinrich were. Of course I knew that my Twin 

and wife were there with their companions. My spirits were about me, happy and at 

peace because I was. But only Karlot and Berthol and their spirits could see them. 

At the end of the service I helped to tidy away and then prayed for a while. Karlot 

and Berthol were waiting for me, to go into Chapter. 

‘Darling,’ said Berthol softly, ‘the Bishop is coming.’ 

‘No!’ I said.  

‘Yes. If he tries to do anything I’ll hurt him.’ 

‘Don’t worry, I said, ‘I’m not worried.’ 

With Karlot on my right and Berthol on my left, I entered the Chapter House. The 

Master was seated on his chair and the Great Officials of the house sat on his right and 

his left on their seats around the walls. Karl smiled at me, and I went to sit near him; 

Karlot and Berthol sat next to me. Dietrich was not there, which was odd, but I was too 

happy to worry much. 
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The Master opened the meeting and said he had had a message from the Bishop to 

the effect that he wished to visit the House in Chapter, if the Chapter agreed. The 

Infirmerer asked: ‘What’s this about? Is it Thun again?’ 

‘Yes,’ said the Master. 

‘He’s wasting his time and ours,’ said the Infirmerer. 

‘Nevertheless, I suggest we let him come,’ said the Master. ‘It will keep him happy – 

it’s not as if we have anything to hide.’ 

We agreed – some reluctantly. Ferric was giving me doubtful looks, but I was calm 

and confident. 

So a message was sent out to the Bishop that he could come in – and he came in with 

Dietrich. 

I was surprised, and I felt Karlot’s and Berthol’s shock. But I urged my comrades to 

be calm. I was confident that I would be vindicated. 

The Master asked Dietrich why he was late coming in to Chapter, and Dietrich said 

that he had gone to escort the Bishop here. He then sat down. The Master let the Bishop 

have his chair, as this is polite but not essential, and himself sat on a folding chair. We 

had all stood up as the Bishop came in – as he seated himself, so we sat too. 

He spoke in Tiutsch, saying, ‘God bless you, my children.’ Then he said, ‘I have 

come about a matter which has been reaching my ears – talk of heresy and witchcraft in 

your midst.’ 

‘My lord bishop,’ said the Master, ‘we had some trouble with that a few years ago 

following the visit of the Bishop of Lubuk, a noted sorcerer – but now we have no more 

trouble.’ 

‘I have read about that and I know the details,’ said the Bishop, ‘but this is more 

recent. I understand that some of your Brothers have been attempting to seduce others 

by sorcery – I have had reports from various quarters. And yesterday I received a 

fantastic tale of shape-changing and necromancy. I have decided that I really must 

investigate.’ 

Karlot and Berthol moved a little closer to me. 

The Master frowned. ‘You have no authority to do such a thing,’ he said, ‘but we are 

prepared to co-operate up to a point as a gesture of goodwill, as we are sure nothing is 

amiss within the Order.’ 

The Bishop nodded and said, ‘The townspeople would be angry if you did not, sir. 

Now – I’m sure you know who is accused.’ 

He looked at me. I said nothing. The Master said, ‘This is no way to conduct an 

investigation – by hearsay and without no witnesses, no records taken.’ 

‘On the contrary,’ said the Bishop, ‘I would rather do this informally.’ He looked at 

me again and smiled, almost paternally. ‘Brother Jan,’ he said kindly, ‘what have you to 

say for yourself?’ 

I fell on my knees on the stone floor. I said, ‘Nothing, sir,’ as calmly as I could, but I 

was upset. 

‘Come, come,’ said the Bishop. ‘That won’t do. Do you know what you are accused 

of?’ 

‘No, sir,’ I said. I was sorry he was accusing me – I had thought he thought more 

highly of me than that. 

‘Brother Thun accuses you of a whole host of things,’ said the ‘Bishop, smiling 

kindly, ‘but mainly enchanting him so he has to love you, and turning him into a horse 

and riding him to your demonic kingdom.’ 

‘Sir,’ I said quietly, ‘if that were true, why would it be wrong? Thun has been 

pestering me for sexual favours for a long time. Surely he should enjoy such treatment?’ 



136 

 

‘He has been pestering you?’ asked the Bishop. 

‘Yes, sir,’ I said. ‘My Brothers here will vouch for it. I have never sought or 

encouraged him. I confess I gave into him at last because he is so persistent and I 

thought he was content, but now he brings this against me.’ 

‘Hum,’ said the Bishop. ‘The other accuser is among you.’ And he looked at 

Dietrich. 

My mouth dropped open, and I heard Berthol’s thought: ‘The swine!’ Karlot was 

frozen with horror. 

‘Dietrich?’ I whispered. ‘Not you?’ 

He didn’t look at me – he looked at the Bishop. 

‘Would you care to repeat your accusations?’ the Bishop asked him quietly 

‘They are much the same as Thun’s,’ said Dietrich. 

‘But more colourful,’ prompted the Bishop. 

Dietrich nodded, and looked at the floor. 

‘Sir,’ I exclaimed, ‘this man seduced me. He used violence on me – he raped me. I 

did not bring it before Chapter because it was shame on me and I could not bear it. But 

now I do. There are Brothers here who were witnesses to this. I deny anything he 

accuses me of – he is only angry because I will not give him all the favours he 

demands.’ 

Dietrich did not look up. The Master looked at me with horror on his face. Karl said 

softly, ‘Well done.’ 

The Bishop looked at me thoughtfully, and then at Dietrich and at Karl, and at Karlot 

and Berthol. I knew he did this because I could sense his thoughts, but I kept my head 

bowed humbly. I was not feeling very humble, but I knew it was best to appear humble. 

Then the Bishop said, ‘Chaplain, do you know of this?’ 

The Chaplain coughed and said, ‘Yes, my lord.’ 

‘I see,’ said the Bishop. He was silent a little. Then he said, ‘I would like to speak to 

Brother Posilje alone, if that is possible.’ 

‘You may speak to him in the chapel, sir,’ said the Master. 

‘Very well,’ said the Bishop, ‘I will speak to him now,’ and he rose and walked out. I 

also rose and turned to the Master and said, ‘If it is you will I go, sir, I will go.’ 

‘You had better go, Brother,’ said the Master. ‘Meanwhile, we will discuss this other 

matter,’ and he looked at Dietrich. 

So I bowed again and went after the Bishop. 

The Bishop stood before the altar in the chapel. I knelt before him. 

‘Brother Posilje,’ said the Bishop, ‘they say in the town you could seduce a lump of 

granite; and I don’t think they are exaggerating. Get up. You don’t fool me. I’ve read 

your account of the Bishop of Lubuk and it accounts for a good deal, but I can’t forget 

that you seduced the Constable before you ever went to Lubuk.’ 

I blushed, and got to my feet. ‘He didn’t need much seducing, sir,’ I said quietly. 

‘That’t not an excuse,’ said the Bishop. 

‘No, but it’s the truth,’ I said. 

‘I don’t deny you are a pious man,’ said the Bishop. ‘I’m not sure how you reconcile 

that with your other activities – no, I remember now – Melusine.’ 

‘Yes, sir,’ I said. 

‘Right,’ said the Bishop. ‘Now, tell me straight, Brother. Are you a demon?’ 

‘You’ve read my account,’ I said. 

‘Yes, and it doesn’t answer my question. Are you?’ 

I shook my head. ‘I’m a terrestrial angel, sir, who delights in contemplating God, but 

who is still feeling his way back to God. I had hoped ordination would help me, but that 
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path is closed. Still, I may contemplate God and rest in Him, and rejoice in His joy 

and – ’ 

The Bishop raised his hand, and I fell silent. ‘You needn’t say any more, Brother,’ he 

said, ‘I believe you.’ 

‘Thank you,’ I said. 

He was looking at me with an odd expression on his face – his mind emanated a 

mixture of admiration, genuine liking, pastoral concern and fear. I waited for his next 

words. 

‘So why do you sleep with your Brothers?’ he asked. 

I decided to be completely honest. ‘I sleep with my fellow spirits, sir. Two of my 

Brothers – and I expect they’ve told you in the town about them. We share power and 

love. I also sleep with some of the Brothers who are attracted to me – and I live off their 

worship and adoration. But I have realised that I don’t need to do this. I only need to 

adore God! Yet they love me and it’s hard to send them away.’ 

‘These two who complained were sent away?’ asked the Bishop. 

‘No, sir. They both want me to themselves.’ 

‘I see,’ he said. He looked beyond me for a moment, while I waited patiently. 

‘Brother,’ he said at last, ‘I do not believe in penances, as you know; I do believe in 

starting afresh. I cannot simply let this all pass. You need a fresh start; if your Order 

would let you go I would take you into my household and coach you myself for 

ordination, but as it won’t, I want you to train under your Chaplain. Do whatever 

penances he gives you – I know you Catholics like them. I only demand you do them 

with a clear heart. And I will talk to your Master. But, Brother, you must stop sleeping 

with your Brothers. I suppose you’ll tell me you have to sleep with your fellow spirits, 

whoever they are – I won’t enquire – but do it in fairyland, or whatever this place is 

Brother Thun was babbling about.’ 

‘Yes, sir,’ I said, joyfully. ‘Gladly – I mean’ (I blushed) ‘I’ll gladly start afresh.’ 

‘Good,’ he said. ‘Now go and wait in the vestry – and don’t leave the chapel until the 

Chaplain gives his permission.’ 

I fell on my knees and kissed his hand. He rested the other hand on my head and 

said, ‘God bless you, Brother,’ and I echoed, ‘Amen.’ Then he left me. 

I didn’t go into the vestry. I lay on the floor before the altar and prayed. And there 

the Chaplain found me later when Chapter finally ended. 

‘Brother,’ he said, but at first I didn’t hear him, so lost was I in prayer! – and he had 

to bend down and touch my shoulder to bring me back. ‘Brother,’ he said when I had 

looked at him and said, ‘Benedicate’ rather indistinctly, ‘the Chapter has agreed, very 

reluctantly, to let your assistant Heinrich Heil perform your duties as Commander of 

Reolt until after Pentecost, while you do penance, as the Bishop calls it, in the chapel, 

and assist me. This will appease the townspeople and the Brothers who say you are a 

demon, and I think it will be good for you – you need a time of rest and contemplation.’ 

‘Yes, sir,’ I said, smiling at him. 

‘And I will be glad to have your help on a regular basis,’ he said briskly. ‘The 

Bishop says you should stay in the chapel all the time and have your meals here, but the 

Chapter insist you come out every day to practise your arms.’ 

‘Yes, sir,’ I said. 

‘Well, we need to tidy up here,’ he said. ‘And between ourselves, Brother, we’ll 

assume this will lead to your ordination to the priesthood, and proceed accordingly. So 

you can start by telling me why the altar cloth is white.’ 

I smiled and began to recite back to him all he had told me about the symbolism in 

the chapel. 
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So I remained in the chapel, eating my meals in the vestry and sleeping there, and 

only going outside for military practice. Heinrich took over my work as Commander of 

Reolt – and hated it – because Albrecht was still in the Infirmary, under observation 

after his fit the previous evening. 

It wasn’t exactly quiet in the chapel, because the Brothers came in for the Hours, and 

after each meal to say thanks – and Berthol and Karlot dropped in to see me and to 

make sure I was coping by myself – and Berthol’s squires came in to see how I was, but 

I sent them away because they were trying to distract me. Dietrich came in to beg me to 

have mercy on him (as a punishment for raping me the Chapter has condemned him to 

sixty days on bread and water, sitting on the floor when he eats), but I sent him away 

too – my spirits chased him out of the chapel, hissing and poking at him with sharp 

fingers, so that he fled in fright. 

Nothing much happened at practice except that I unhorsed Ferdinand, bringing his 

horse down on top of him, and then unhorsed one of the cloister Brothers who’d 

encouraged Ferdinand to challenge me. I laid him flat on his back, measuring his length 

on the ground. 

Karlot unhorsed Adal, and I jousted with Berthol and Heinrich, but didn’t unhorse 

them. Berthol’s novices wanted to joust with me, but I called Brother Albrecht the 

novice-master over and he sent them back to their studies. He sent Daniel the heretic 

with them – Daniel had been admitted as a temporary novice on the basis that if he 

wanted to stay he could ask to be admitted to the novitiate, and he seemed very happy 

with that. But from the way he was fooling around with Elred and Marc I wasn’t sure 

that any of them would ever pass their novitiate – although when Berthol calls them to 

order they all come into line at once. 

After practice I went back to the chapel, although in fact Berthol, Karlot and I flew in 

the wind to see Marinetta and the Emperor of the Rus and to find out how the 

expeditionary army was coming together – but we left and returned in the same 

moment, so that no one noticed we had gone. 

Karl came down to the chapel to see me before Vespers, and we talked a little and 

shared a kiss, then knelt side by side to pray until the Chaplain came in, when I rose to 

help him set up everything for the service. 

That night I slept on a bed that the Chaplain had set up for me in the Vestry. Karlot, 

Berthol and I flew in the wind with our spirits to Au, to see Adelheide, and Oglive and 

Gayel, and then Karlot and I went over to Magdeburg to see Johann’s nephew Renier, 

who is progressing well as a sorcerer, and I went to see Pieter. Berthol went off with his 

three squires. But in the morning we were back in the chapel for Matins; and so the next 

day began. 

But Dietrich was missing again, just as he had been missing the previous day. Where 

had he gone? Had he gone to talk to the Bishop again? 

During the service, Karlot went off to look for him – in spirit only, she left her body 

praying – and returned to report that he was nowhere in the House, and she couldn’t 

find any trace of where he had been. 

This was worrying, and the three of us moved closer together as we knelt 

(supposedly in prayer), combining our powers against – what? Dietrich’s attack? Why 

should he attack us? 

Why, indeed? But he had betrayed me to the Bishop, so what else was he up to? 

After Matins, Karlot and Berthol helped me to tidy up. Karlot’s Three and Berthol’s 

three squires insisted on staying with us in the chapel – we were all feeling uneasy, as if 

a dark cloud were hanging over us. We all knelt before the altar in prayer, and when the 

Chaplain looked in he was amazed to see so many of us praying! 
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We were still praying quietly when the door slammed open and Heinrich’s voice 

cried: ‘Jan! You’ve got to come – Albrecht’s gone mad!’ 

We all jumped up at once. ‘It’s the evil one,’ cried Felice. 

Heinrich heard her, and looked and saw her, lovely and slender and garbed in lilac-

coloured gossamer, standing by the altar. He recognised her – he had seen her in 

Totschlussen, and he said, ‘Yes, he’s got an evil spirit in him.’ 

‘It’s Dietrich,’ cried Felice. ‘Dietrich called it.’ 

I got up and said, ‘I’ll come – lead on.’ 

Heinrich gave me a quick grin, grabbed my hand and said, ‘He’s in the Infirmary – 

come on,’ and pulled me after him. 

We all rushed out: Heinrich, me, Karlot and Berthol and their comrades, all our 

spirits in a great sparkling cloud of whirling light, and the Chaplain bringing up the rear. 

I don’t know whether he could see most of the spirits, but I think he could see Felice 

and Tarens, who ran one each side of him. It’s to his credit that he just accepted their 

presence – I’ve told him about my spirits, and so perhaps he wasn’t  surprised to see 

them. They look angelic – there’s nothing scary about them. 

We ran across the courtyard and into the Infirmary block. Albrecht lay on a bed in 

the Infirmary hall, held down by two serving brothers whose names I don’t know. He 

writhed and screamed and shouted as if in agony. I reacted quicker than I knew myself 

capable of: I must have flown to him the moment I saw him, and threw my arms about 

him, crying: ‘Albrecht!’ 

The change was immediate. He relaxed at once, and said in his ordinary voice: 

‘Thank God, Jan – you’re safe. Oh, God!’ and threw his arms about my neck and held 

me so tightly I thought he would break my ribs. 

‘What happened?’ cried Karlot. ‘What’s the matter?’ cried Berthol. 

Heinrich said, ‘He woke up suddenly and jumped as if he’d seen something, and then 

he screamed: ‘No, no, no!’ and went mad.’ 

‘Jan,’ muttered Albrecht, ‘thank God you’re safe.’ 

‘What did you see?’ I asked him, stroking his hair. I realised that it’s soft and curly. 

‘I saw you being tortured and burned,’ he said, ‘and I thought the Bishop had 

arrested you, and it was all my fault.’ 

‘Then why did you go to the Bishop?’ demanded Berthol. 

‘I don’t know,’ he said miserably. ‘I felt very depressed, and I was angry and I 

wanted to get my own back on you for loving other people more than me. I don’t know 

why I went to the Bishop. What did he say?’ 

‘He knows all about my past,’ I said. ‘so it wasn’t news to him. He’s put me on 

penance. I’m confined to the chapel to keep me out of trouble. I’ve only come out now 

to rescue you.’ 

‘The chapel?’ he repeated, blankly. ‘Oh, God – Jan – does that mean I won’t see 

you?’ 

‘You can see me in services,’ I said. 

His face was a picture of devastation. ‘Oh, no – Jan – Oh God – no – I can’t take it. 

And it’s all my fault.’ 

‘Not only you,’ said Berthol. ‘Dietrich talked to the Bishop as well.’ 

‘I’ll kill him,’ he said. 

‘No,’ I said. ‘I don’t know where he’s gone.’ 

‘He’s disappeared,’ said Karlot. ‘We’re worried.’ 

At this moment, Fenir and Liranth began to hiss in warning. 



140 

 

‘I think we’ll have to go and look for him,’ I said, and Albrecht cried: ‘Don’t go! I’m 

afraid for you – he’s out to get you – I saw it killing you. Don’t go, Jan, don’t leave 

me!’ 

Fenir and Lirant were hissing even louder. Tarens and Felice shouted; the spirits with 

us rose up in a great cloud and spread out above us, as if to shield us. Karlot, Berthol 

and I moved together – the Three and Berthol’s three jumped next to us and someone 

pulled the Chaplain in with us. We all cowered for a moment as something black, cold 

and absolutely horrifying seemed to drop on us from above, enveloping us as we stood 

protectively around Thun’s bed. Then I, Berthol and Karlot joined hands and pushed 

outwards – and threw it away from us, and shattered and scattered it, and hurled it into 

the light – there was an explosion of brightness, and then peace and joy settled over us, 

and we could see the morning sunlight streaming in through the windows of the 

Infirmary and hear birdsong outside in the cloister. 

‘It’s gone,’ said Karlot, tossing back her hair – and in that moment I saw Charlotte 

the triumphant, the undefeated; the next moment she was her man’s self again. I kissed 

her. Berthol kissed her on the other side. 

‘Well!’ said the Chaplain, stepping away from Thun’s bed, ‘you have exorcised that 

demon, brothers. I think it’s time for Terce.’ 

We got Albrecht up and made him come into Terce with us. I gave the serving 

brothers some money as compensation for the dangers of the job. 

 

[Karlot] 

We were all rather shaken, but staggered back to the chapel to give thanks for our 

deliverance from evil. I rang the bell while my Three helped Jan and Berthol lit the 

candles and helped the Chaplain get ready. After the service it was Chapter (we 

persuaded the Chaplain to let Jan come along, as we are planning the campaign against 

the Rus), and then Jan went back to the chapel to pray and I and my Three went to the 

constable’s office. I am still acting as constable and the House has recognised that by 

giving me the title of ‘lieutenant constable’. 

We were busy on this and that and Osto and Rudie were having a giggle over 

something when Adal came in. He comes in occasionally just to prove that he is still 

Constable, and tries to order us about, and we all say: ‘Yes, sir,’ and ‘No, sir,’ and wait 

for him to go. He annoys me. 

Today he was being very merry about something – I don’t know what, perhaps he’s 

discovered he’s pregnant by the Marshal – and he sat on my desk – I mean, he thinks 

it’s his but really it’s mine now – and called me ‘Karlot, my darling,’ and ‘Sweetheart,’ 

and I was getting really cross with him and trying not to show it. Of course my Three 

knew I was getting cross because they know me well, but Adal is so dense these days 

because of being besotted by the Marshal that he didn’t notice, or if he did he didn’t 

care. What’s more I was still upset over the morning’s events and losing Dietrich – I 

was sure that some evil spirit had absorbed him and used him to attack Jan and 

Albrecht, and that now he was gone forever. So I was just willing Adal to go away. 

Adal was chattering about weapons and horses and our coming expedition against 

the Rus, and of course I know when the Rus are coming so I’m not interested in his 

theories. Then he said something about: ‘I see you’ve got everything in hand, darling – 

you’re so efficient,’ and in his mouth it sounded like an insult. I said, ‘Thank you, but 

we have a lot to do this morning,’ and he said, ‘Oh, carry on, darling, don’t mind me.’ 

So I got up to fetch the horse ledger, and I had to slide between him and Osto’s desk, 

and he put out his arms and grabbed me about the waist. 

I said, ‘Adal, please let go. I’m busy.’ 
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He said, ‘There was a time you couldn’t wait for me to do this, darling.’ 

I said, ‘But that was years ago.’ 

Adal said, ‘Yes, before you got into the Twins – and them into you.’ 

I said, ‘Adal, don’t be coarse. Let go.’ 

He said, ‘Jan and Berthol sleep with their assistants – why don’t I sleep with mine?’ 

I said, ‘You do –but Hellmuth’s at Au.’ 

He said, ‘I meant you, Karlot.’ 

I said, ‘Because I’m not your assistant, Adal. Let go of me, please.’ 

He laughed and tried to kiss me. I fended him off. Osto said, ‘Hey – leave that, 

Brother.’ 

Adal said, ‘Show some respect to a commanding officer.’ He didn’t let go of me.’ 

Osto said, ‘I don’t know who you command, Brother, but you haven’t been in 

command of anything here for a long time. Let Karlot go.’ 

Adal snorted at him and said, ‘Get lost.’ 

Osto drew back his fist and hit Adal and knocked him off the table. 

I jumped clear. Adal scrambled up and Osto knocked him down again. Rudie 

shouted: ‘Hold it – hold it, both of you.’ 

Adal got up. Rudie said, ‘Hold it, Brother. No fighting.’ 

Adal was fuming. He said, ‘Get out of my office.’ 

I said, ‘The Chapter has assigned this office to me while I am lieutenant constable, 

Adal. Your bed is next door, I believe.’ I meant in the Marshal’s lodging. 

Adal looked at me, and for a moment I saw pure hate in his eyes. How could this be? 

We used to be lovers – but I held firm. 

‘If you don’t like it, go and complain to the Master,’ I said. 

‘I will,’ said Adal, and went out, slamming the door behind him. 

Rudie, Thietmar and I congratulated Osto and I kissed him and thanked him for 

knocking Osto down. ‘That’s all right,’ he said, blushing, ‘I know you can’t, darling.’ 

My Three know I’m not physically strong, although I am so skilled with the lance 

and sword. 

‘Whatever went wrong between you and the Constable?’ wondered Thietmar aloud. 

‘He’s never here,’ I said. ‘And he’s lacking in drive. He just drifts. And he won’t do 

anything about it. It drives me mad.’ 

‘We’re not like that,’ said Osto meaningfully, and I smiled and said, ‘No, not at all! 

But we do have some things to do before Sext and we’d better do them first.’ 

So Osto settled for a long kiss and a cuddle and then we went back to work. But I 

was even more annoyed now than I had been before. I was sure the Chapter would 

support me, but I was upset that Adal hated me. I don’t like being hated. 

We sat down again, but I found myself wondering what had happened to Dietrich. 

For some reason I felt devastated by the thought that he had been carried away by an 

evil spirit, even though he was not my own lover. Was Jan losing his touch? Surely not! 

* 

[Jan] 

I went back to the chapel after Chapter to pray, but I was furious with Dietrich – first 

for betraying me to the Bishop, and then for attacking Albrecht Thun and trying to 

attack all of us. He was my lover – I’d trusted him – I thought he was my friend – and 

now he was trying to take me over – to take all of us over. 

I tried to pray, but my peace and joy was completely broken (damn Dietrich! He was 

winning, and I couldn’t fight his influence off!). I knew he wanted me to go in search of 

him, but I refused to pander to his perverted desires. He could sweat in Hell so far as I 

was concerned. I couldn’t even manage to pray for his soul. 



142 

 

When the Chaplain came in to set up for Sext he found me lighting candles with 

flashes of my fingers. Felice and Tarens were holding out the candles for me to light, 

while Fenir, Liranth and some of the other little spirits flew the chapel ceiling sparking. 

I don’t think the Chaplain could see my little war spirits, but he could see my flashing 

fingers and he said, ‘Gently, Brother! Are you still angry from this morning?’ 

‘Yes!’ I exclaimed. I was so angry I couldn’t even smile at him. 

‘You must control your anger, Brother,’ he said. ‘We’re under demonic attack, and 

you mustn’t leave a loophole for the Devil.’ 

That shook me, and I felt my anger calm. He laid a soothing hand on my shoulder. 

‘These things are sent to test us,’ he said comfortingly. ‘Have good courage, Brother.’ 

I managed a weak smile, and went to pray before the altar. Karlot came into ring the 

bell – she had her Three with her, and I could feel from the sparking air that they also 

were agitated. I sent out a mental message to my wife to ask her what was wrong, and 

got back a single word, ‘Adal!’ 

I sighed. Were all our Brothers going mad? Perhaps the tension of awaiting the Rus’s 

great attack was wearing us all down. When Berthol and his three squires came in they 

seemed cheerful enough, but I’m not sure about the squires. They’re volatile and liable 

to fly off in any direction at any moment. 

Sext passed off quietly. Karl came and stood by me and we held each other’s hands 

briefly, but I daren’t do more because I know the cloister brother watch my every move. 

I felt calmer by the end of the service. Karlot and I were helping the Chaplain tidy up 

when Albrecht Thun came up to me, with Heinrich just behind him. 

‘Jan,’ he said urgently, ‘the latest is that the next group of guests are due this 

afternoon.’ 

‘I thought it was tomorrow,’ I said. 

‘The wind’s been too good,’ said Albrecht. The latest is that they’ll be here in an 

hour or two. I can’t cope, darling. Neither can Heinrich. We need you.’ 

The Chaplain stood by and frowned. ‘The Master and Chapter ordered – ’ he began. 

‘He’s commander of Reolt,’ said Albrecht frantically, ‘I’m just a cloister brother – 

his assistant. I can’t do it. I’m petrified. Jan’ (turning back to me) ‘please come with 

me. Please help me!’ 

Karlot turned large anxious eyes on me, and then on the Chaplain. She wants me to 

stay in the chapel because I’ll be safe there, but she is also devoted to duty and she 

realised that I would have to go out and help Albrecht. I sighed deeply and turned to the 

Chaplain. 

‘Sir,’ I said, ‘you see the position.’ 

‘Yes,’ said the Chaplain testily. ‘The problem is that we have too few brothers of 

calibre. I will speak to the Master.’ And he set off to do so, his head and shoulders bent, 

with Karlot at his side speaking encouraging words. 

I was very sorry. He likes having me in the chapel – I am company for him. And he 

has such hopes of me … 

‘Albrecht,’ I said desperately, ‘I don’t want to leave the chapel. You can manage, 

darling.’ 

‘You know I can’t,’ retorted Albrecht. ‘Don’t be such a heartless swine, Jan! I’m just 

a follower. I can’t go and talk to all these important people.’ 

‘We’ll just make fools of ourselves,’ said Heinrich. ‘You’re supposed to be in 

charge. Stop ducking your responsibilities.’ 

‘You’re a fine one to talk!’ I exclaimed. 

Berthol came back into the chapel with the squires, to find out what was going on. 

‘What’s the panic?’ he asked. 
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‘The guests are due in on the afternoon tide,’ said Albrecht frantically. ‘Jan has to 

take over. We need him to sweet-talk them.’ 

Berthol said, ‘A man of many roles,’ and smiled at me. 

I scowled at him. ‘I’ll wait to hear what the Master has to say,’ I said. 

The Chaplain came back slowly with Karlot, who was saying, ‘It won’t be for long.’ 

‘We were doing so well,’ he said, so low I only heard him because Karlot did; but 

then he looked up and said to me, ‘Well, Brother! The Master says we must look after 

the guests before our own needs. So I fear you must go with Brother Thun and leave the 

chapel for the moment.’ 

I fell on my knees before him. ‘Give me your blessing, sir,’ I begged. 

‘Go in peace, Brother,’ he said, and intoned: ‘In nomine Patris et Filii et Spiritus 

Sancti Amen,’ over me, and let his hand rest on my bowed head for an instant. Then he 

stepped back, and I rose, and went out with head bowed. 

I think he wept a little. I wept too. 

* 

[Karlot] 
Berthol and I, and our comrades and spirits, went with Jan and his two to greet the 

guests, and there was all the usual confusion while they unloaded and we got them to 

their lodgings and invited them to supper that evening. We even arranged a little 

tournament for the day after tomorrow when their horses have recovered and we 

discussed with them the current situation with the Rus. 

Jan was on good form – he is very good at dealing with people. He is gracious and 

polite and humble –no, I mean, he doesn’t push himself forward and he gives them 

space. He gave orders to those of us who were with him, and got us all organised, and 

everything went off smoothly. But Berthol and I knew that underneath he was steaming 

with anger, although we didn’t know why. 

At last we got back to the House, and went to report to the Master. Jasn told him who 

had arrived and how many men they had brought, horses and weapons. The Master 

thanked him for stepping in at short notice: ‘I had hoped that you would be able to 

continue in your new post – but it’s clear that you have no obvious replacement in your 

old one.’ 

‘No, sir,’ said Jan ruefully. ‘As God wills, sir.’ 

The Master smiled – we are supposed to say that when we receive an order, but 

hardly anyone ever does. 

‘Yes, Brother,’ he said. ‘God willing, this war will be over soon. Now, as you didn’t 

get your afternoon sleep, I suggest you go and have it now before supper.’ 

‘Yes, sir,’ said Jan, and we all bowed and went out. 

We didn’t talk then. We all went to our rooms to sleep, but of course the Twins and I 

didn’t stay there – we went to Totschlussen. 

‘Right,’ said Berthol, as soon as we were settled, sitting on my bed there; ‘What’s up 

with you, Jan?’ 

‘It’s Dietrich,’ said Jan. ‘He’s gone. I think he’s got himself tied up with some evil 

spirit – Felice says it’s called Lenyr.’ 

Berthol and I were amazed and hurt. ‘What brought that on?’ demanded Berthol. 

‘I don’t know,’ said Jan. ‘I’ve suspected for a long time that he’s been abusing the 

servants and the younger brothers. He assaulted Albrecht before he raped me. He loves 

to dominate – and now I’ve shown him that he can’t dominate me anymore he doesn’t 

like it. But that doesn’t excuse him betraying me to the Bishop, making Albrecht do the 

same, and then trying to destroy us both when the Bishop didn’t pursue it.’ 

‘Oh, God,’ said Berthol, genuinely horrified. ‘He wanted to get you burned?’ 
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‘I think he thinks that if he can’t control me in life he’d prefer to control me in 

death,’ said Jan. 

‘This is horrible,’ I said. ‘What can we do?’ 

‘Nothing at the moment,’ said Jan. ‘He’s disappeared. We have to wait for him to 

come back – I’m trying to put up a barrier.’ 

Berthol and I put our arms about him. ‘We love you,’ said Berthol. ‘We won’t let 

anyone hurt you.’ 

‘We’ll die first,’ I said. 

‘We can’t,’ said Jan, giggling suddenly, ‘we’re already dead. But I think we should 

go off to the Rus – it’ll be safe from Dietrich.’ 

I tried to imagine Dietrich facing Marinetta. I thought that my haughty, imperious 

wife would certainly flatten Dietrich with one flicker of her lovely brows. 

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘let’s go over there now. I haven’t seen Marinetta since this morning.’ 

‘We need to check up on our muster,’ said Berthol. 

‘We’re still waiting for one contingent,’ said Jan. ‘You’re right – let’s go.’ 

So we went. Marinetta came out to meet us as we rode up to her great house, with 

her baby Carla in her arms. So far as she knew, we had only been out hunting, and we 

had brought back our kill tied to our horses, with our hounds and other attendants. 

We all made much of her and of the baby, and I did in particular, as I am credited 

with being the father. Then we all went in with Marinetta to her hall, and Marinetta 

called the wet nurse and entrusted Carla to her, and then said to us, ‘My lords, a 

messenger has come from my father. He is resting in my solar. Will you hear him?’ 

She asked Jan (she has always liked Jan best!), but I answered: ‘Yes, we will hear 

him now.’ So the messenger was fetched, while we were all still muddy and in our 

hunting clothes; and he bowed before us and delivered his message. 

‘The Emperor of all the Rus bids you bring your forces to join him tomorrow, my 

lords, to advance upon the Nemsky. And he reminds you that he has sworn to drive 

them into the sea, and as you love him and his daughter you will help him discharge his 

vow.’ 

We thanked him for his message, and dismissed him to return to the Emperor, with a 

new cloak as a reward for performing his service, and a fresh horse – and we all went to 

change. 

As we flew back to the House, Jan said: ‘My darlings, my spouses, my brother and 

sister, you know that the Order is in grave danger and I don’t know how the danger can 

be averted.’ 

‘We’ve defeated great armies before,’ I said, ‘but this one is larger.’ 

‘The Emperor knows he must win, and he’s planned carefully,’ said Jan. ‘He has his 

ships, too.’ 

‘We can deal easily with the ships,’ said Berthol, ‘but we won’t easily create panic in 

that enormous army. They know we used sorcery last time and they’re on their guard.’ 

‘Yes, Marinetta said so,’ I agreed. 

‘I hate to say this,’ said Berthol, ‘but I’m afraid we may be forced to treat.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Jan, ‘and we can provide the money to buy him off. But we’ll have to 

fight first – and I’m afraid that we’ll have terrible losses. That’s what frightens me.’ 

‘Darling,’ I said, ‘we can protect our own – our comrades can’t easily be killed.’ 

‘But what about the others?’ said Jan. ‘And our guests? I’m horror-filled at the 

thought that they’ve come here to their deaths. I’d gladly treat now, but if we do the 

guests will be angry and they won’t come anymore. Then we’ll have to come to terms 

with the Rus, and it will be the end of our Order and of the Holy Catholic Faith on this 

side of the sea.’ 
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We were all quiet then, sad and downcast, because we couldn’t see any easy way out. 

Our guests want war and our Brothers appreciate a war, so we must go and fight the Rus 

– but if we do, they’ll destroy us. 

‘We must talk to the Queen of the Shee and the Lith,’ I said, ‘and make some plan 

which will minimise our losses – to at least give us a chance.’ 

 


