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How we broke with the Pope and the land became Protestant: 

A Sword, a Star,a Flame.... 

Book Three-and-a-half 

by Helen Lerewth (and Adelheide die Tiutsche) 

 

[Adal] 

At the end of July in the sixth year since the Great Sack of Reolt I was with Beydeluz 

my lover in the garden of his fortress, and we were sitting in the shade of some trees, 

kissing and embracing, while others walked in the sun or made love in the shade. And 

as we sat in great pleasure and joy, Beydeluz sighed and said, ‘Adal, you must soon 

return to Reolt; for trouble is brewing in Tiutschland, and it is spreading to the land of 

the Shee.’ 

‘Darling,’ I said, ‘I will go anywhere, if I know I may still find you there.’ 

He laughed merrily and said, ‘I will certainly come to you there; but as for your 

comrades whom you love, in their interests you must return to them.’ 

‘But what of the Lith?’ I asked. ‘They still press down on us.’ 

‘They will soon go south,’ he said, ‘for the Polskai have called them in alliance 

against the Tiutsch of the Prussenland. Then you must sail back to Reolt; as it is, you 

will only just be in time.’ 

‘What is happening in Tiutschland?’ I asked. 

‘I do not know exactly,’ he said, idly, lying back on the ground and pulling me 

down on top of him; ‘it is something to do with religion, but I do not know the 

details.’ 

So we embraced and kissed and then he took me inside to his chambers and we 

made love together for long whiles; yet at last he said again, ‘Adal, sweet lover, you 

must leave me a little; you are needed at Memel and Reolt.’ 

So I sighed deeply, and kissed him long; and he carried me back swiftly to Memel. 

When we arrived I saw the others, Karlot and the Twins; we had all returned at once. 

For a little we sat together on the beds and kissed and made merry together, and then 

our lovers departed and we were left alone. 

Berthol said, ‘Anathir tells me that trouble is brewing in Tiutschland; there will be 

war.’ 

‘I have heard the same,’ I said, ‘and that the Polskai are calling the Lith as allies, 

and when the Lith have gone we must go back to Reolt, for trouble is brewing there.’ 

‘How? Why?’ Karlot asked. He is so sweet and innocent, he could be a maiden; I 

would think that he were except that I have felt his lance too often in the tiltyard. 

‘I don’t know’, I said. ‘I think Beydeluz does not know either.’ 

‘I thought they should know everything,’ Karlot said. 

‘I believe they have the means of finding out,’ I said, ‘but they do not always wish 

to find out; certainly Beydeluz is not concerned, provided we return to Reolt at once.’ 

Jan put an arm about Karlot and said, ‘Let the Lith depart and I’ll gladly go back to 

Reolt. I’m sure we all will! Pity the commander and garrison of this lonely spot!’ 

‘The merchants pass by regularly except when we are at war as now,’ Berthol said. 
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‘It is a good watering place – so they get all the news.’ 

‘They can keep the news,’ Jan said. ‘Now, let us get a little sleep before Matins.’ 

So we slept a little; I slipped into Karlot’s bed and we slept in each other’s arms, so 

I did not disturb Hellmuth in the next room by coming in late. 

So we waited for the Lith to depart; and one morning we rode out and found no 

sign of them at all, and scouts who rode further returned and reported that their camps 

were broken up and they had gone. Then I said we would fall back on Reolt and send 

new troops to Memel, for my Brothers were tired and in need of rest. So we loaded 

the ships and returned to Reolt; leaving the commander and garrison at Memel. 

We arrived at Reolt to find the town in ferment. Merchants had just arrived from 

Ragnit with news of uprising in Tiutschland, and armies marching across the land. 

They said that it was war between the princes and the bishops, but they knew no 

more. 

We went to the House and were welcomed warmly, and Karlot and the Three went 

for a ride about Reolt, greeting their friends and asking for news; but no one could 

give them any, except that there was trouble in Tiutschland. So they returned; and the 

Three hung around in my hall and played dice with Emil and Venda, while Karlot and 

I and the Twins sat upstairs and drew lots to find out what was going on in 

Tiutschland. But the more we drew the worse it looked, and at last Hellmuth, who had 

come in to watch, said, ‘Stop it; you’re making me frightened.’ 

‘The House should be ready to repel attack,’ Berthol said. 

‘The town should be ready to repel attack,’ Jan said. 

‘But what sort of attack?’ Karlot asked. ‘Can an army come from Tiutschland 

here? How many ships would it require? No, this is something more subtle.’ 

How I love him! He is clever as well as doughty. 

‘I will send servants down to the quay to collect news,’ I said. ‘If they hear or see 

anything they will report back.’ 

‘Let me go,’ Karlot said. ‘I will take my Three; they are restless already.’ 

I agreed, but reluctantly. I feared danger – but Karlot wields and strong lance, and 

can defend himself. 

So they rode down to the quay and stood around, talking to the sailors and 

merchants. As they stood, a ship came in, laden with goods from Tiutschland, and 

some passengers. There were a few knights come to join the Order (Karlot told me 

later) and a groups of friars in brown habits. 

They walked up the quay and as they passed by Karlot and the Three, he saluted 

them and they said, ‘God’s blessings upon you, sir, and may He grant you the light of 

His salvation.’ 

Karlot was surprised, for he was clad in his habit and was clearly a religious. He 

said, ‘Sirs, I am a religious, and do penance for my sins every day in the Order.’ 

They said, ‘Young sir, we pity you, for this is not how salvation is won! God does 

not desire the surface but the heart, not the deeds so much as the changed mind; and it 

is abhorrent to Him that any should do violence in His name.’ 

Karlot was taken aback by this; he said, ‘Sirs, I think you speak heresy.’ 

They answered, ‘Not heresy, but the Word of God.’ Then one pulled out a Bible in 

our Tiutsch language, such as we have in the House, and began to expound from it, 

and Karlot and the Three listened, amazed. A crowd gathered; and the friars ended by 
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urging Karlot and the Three to give up their habits, for the Order would bring them 

damnation rather than salvation, return to the world and serve God in society as His 

faithful servants. For they would be justified before God by faith, not works. 

They spoke peacefully, Karlot said, and were it not that he lives in a state of sin in 

any case and has no intention of giving up his life of pleasure, he would have been 

swayed. The Three were impressed, but when they saw Karlot was not they did not 

stay but followed him back to the House. But the townspeople were impressed, and 

they gathered round to hear more, and as Karlot and the Three rode away they could 

hear the friars still expounding scripture. 

Karlot came back in a great hurry, and we met him at the gate; the Marshal was 

with us. Karlot said, ‘Brothers, we are certainly in danger! Preachers have come from 

Tiutschland preaching the end of all religious orders. They preach straight from the 

Bible and all they say is true.’ 

The Marshal said, ‘Calm yourself, Brother; these preachers will be quickly dealt 

with. The bishop will have them arrested and investigated, and they will be silenced.’ 

Karlot said, ‘Brother Marshal, I speak with respect; in my heart I feel they speak 

the truth.’ 

The Marshal said, ‘It is the mind which matters, Brother.’ 

Then Karlot bowed his head and was silent, but I saw that he was not convinced 

and that he believed what the friars had said. 

Later, after Compline, as we lay in bed together, I asked him what the friars had 

said, and he set it out clearly – he has an excellent memory. Then he added, ‘I am not 

at all surprised that Tiutschland is in uproar. They will sweep away the bishops and 

the Orders and set everyone free.’ 

I said, ‘Then the princes will rule instead. But we cannot do anything now – let the 

bishop act.’ 

The bishop did indeed try to arrest the friars, but by this time they had so much 

support he could not; and townspeople sat at their feet and learnt their doctrines and 

went out preaching themselves. They went out into the countryside and preached to 

the peasants, and even to the Shee, although the Shee were not very interested. 

The bishop grew infuriated and ordered us to arrest the friars; so I took Jan and 

Berthol and Hellmuth and Emil and Venda and Karlot and the Three and a handful of 

others and we set out to seek them. We found one of them preaching at a street corner, 

and we approached gently. 

‘So!’ he cried, in good Tiutsch, ‘here come the lost ones, the miserable Brothers 

who think they serve God but serve only Satan.’ 

This touched a raw nerve, and I had to struggle to keep my temper. I said, ‘Lord 

friar, I have come on behalf of the lord bishop of Reolt to ask you to accompany me 

to his residence.’ 

‘I will not enter the halls of the lost, nor the palaces of those who grow rich on 

others’ plunder,’ the friar said. ‘For Our Lord had nowhere to lay his head; so why do 

those who claim to be His servants have rich palaces?’ 

‘If you will not come quietly, I must take you by force,’ I said calmly. 

‘My brothers and sisters,’ the friar said, ‘you hear that? The sons of the lost will 

take me by force to their master, the spawn of Satan.’ 

And at that the crowd fell on us. We were pulled from our horses before we had 
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even realised what was happening, and beaten and kicked and pounded. I could not 

draw my sword, for my arms and legs were held, and a man beat me over the head 

with a large stone. I thought desperately, ‘Beydeluz! Come to my help!’ and 

suddenly, as if from nowhere, a great downpour of rain fell on us, and in a second we 

were all soaked to the skin; but the crowd and the friar fled for cover, and we were 

left to pick ourselves up, mount our horses and ride back to the House as fast as we 

could. 

‘Phew,’ Emil said, ‘that was a timely rainstorm.’ He looked at me and winked. 

I smiled, but my mouth was bleeding, and my forehead was bleeding, and I could 

not see out of one eye. I said, ‘Let’s get ourselves stitched up and then we must make 

a report to the master.’ 

But the master came for his report even as the surgeon stitched us up. He sat on a 

stool as the surgeon sewed up the gash in my forehead, and listened as I explained 

what had happened. 

‘Nasty,’ he said, ‘very nasty.’ 

‘Is there any news of happenings overseas?’ Berthol asked. 

‘Yes,’ the master said, ‘all bad. The prince of Saxonia has attacked the archbishop 

of Lubuk. The princes of the south are marching on the river land. In the east, the 

Polskai are invading the Sudetenland with the help of the Lith.’ 

‘And is all this because of these friars?’ I asked, wincing as the surgeon stitched 

my wounds. 

‘Apparently,’ the master said. 

‘I do not like fighting civilians,’ I said. ‘We came here to protect them, not fight 

them.’ 

‘Quite,’ the master said. ‘I for one will not fight them.’ He sat still and silent, then 

said, ‘I will call a chapter meeting.’ 

The chapter met and argued, but the only decision was to consult the bishop. We 

would advise him that we could not arrest the friars without harming the people we 

had come to protect. 

The bishop was not impressed. He threatened to excommunicate us if we did not 

arrest the friars. We were not pleased by this, as he was our appointee and had been 

one of our chaplains. 

And while we quarrelled, the friars preached, and the people refused to pay us dues 

and called us ‘lost sons of Satan’, and other unsavoury names. 

I and my companions went out to Au for the midweek, and Karlot came with us to 

meet Oglive and Gayel, whom he had not yet met. He did not know that Oglive had 

been Aramir’s lover, but had banished him, fearing that he had gained too great a hold 

over her. Oglive did not know that Karlot is Aramir’s new lover. They got on very 

well, however, and chatted together like old friends. 

Oglive was concerned to hear about the friars and I told her what I know of their 

teaching. She said, ‘But this is terrible – they say we should not honour Our Lady?’ 

‘Indeed,’ I said. 

‘And that the religious life is useless?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘And that Christ calls all to poverty? I can see that would appeal to the poor - but 

to merchants?’ 
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‘Darling,’ I said, ‘they hear only what they want to hear.’ 

‘Yes,’ she said, ‘I suppose so.’ She sighed. ‘Then what will become of the Order?’ 

she asked at last, ‘if all the people turn against it?’ 

‘I don’t know,’ I said. ‘I really do not know.’ 

But when we returned to Reolt on Friday, all was made clear to us. The friars said 

that we should cease to be an Order, marry and become a sort of lay association to 

govern the country until a prince could be chosen. I, of course, am married already, 

and perhaps someone had told them that. Someone had also told them about my 

sorcery, because they accused us of dealing in demons too, and said that the Order is 

foul and corrupted and this proves that we are the spawn of Satan. 

But if we are the spawn of Satan, surely we should not be governing the country, 

even as a lay association? Sometimes their teaching is self-contradictory. 

Yet they preach well; I am always moved by their preaching, even when I do not 

agree with it. 

The people became more agitated and they would march up to the bishop’s palace 

and stand outside chanting slogans, calling on him to reform the Church and abolish 

the Order. As if he could, when he came from us! He ordered us to defend him, but 

we were not willing to fight the people. The master told him flatly that our vocation is 

to defend Christians, not bishops against Christians, ‘and the people are Christians,’ 

he said, ‘although they have been led astray; and you must win them over by spiritual 

means.’ 

So then he became angry, and told us that he would not defend us against the friars 

or the people. Then the people marched on the House and demanded entry and 

demanded that we give away our wealth and become poor like the friars. And the 

master addressed them and said the Order now has little wealth and it spends what it 

has on governing the land. So they then demanded the Order surrender its churches 

and its tithes to the bishop. the master said we would do this, and they went away 

happy. But the fact is that the tithes are not worth a great deal and the churches are 

even more trouble than they are worth. But we own much land of our own and take 

the harbour dues of Reolt; that is where our money comes from. 

Then the friars called on the bishop to reform the Church in the land root and 

branch, and the bishop agreed on certain conditions; and after great debate this was 

worked out and done, and various things were changed, to do with priests and taxes 

and churches. 

So that summer and autumn passed, and the cold winter came, and I put together 

an army to go to attack the Lith in their stronghold. But as my plans progressed, 

Oglive said to me, ‘Adal, I feel that if you go into Lithland now you will never 

return.’ 

‘Darling,’ I said, ‘the bulk of the Lith forces are in the Polska land. This is our best 

chance to attack them for many years.’ 

‘Yes,’ she said, ‘I know; and even Gayel talks of going with you; but I feel if you 

go you will not return. I do not know how or why.’ Then she went very quiet, but I 

saw tears in her eyes. 

So I promised to talk to the Marshal about the proposed expedition, and when we 

went back to Reolt I sought him out. But I found him already sitting over a map of 

Lithland, and I wondered how I could broach the subject. 
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‘Marshal,’ I said quietly, and as I spoke he looked up and smiled at me. 

‘Brother,’ he said cheerfully, ‘I must talk with you about this proposed expedition 

of yours.’ 

‘Yes,’ I said. ‘I wanted to discuss it with you.’ 

‘It seems to me,’ the Marshal said, ‘that with the present disruption in the city your 

absence could be disastrous for the Order. If you can bear it, I would advise you to 

give it up for the moment.’ 

I breathed again. ‘Marshal,’ I said, smiling a little, ‘Lady Oglive advised me the 

same, and I had come to discuss it with you.’ 

‘With two such strong opinions to sway you,’ the Marshal said cheerfully, ‘will 

you be persuaded?’ 

I sighed, and nodded. ‘Yes,’ I said, ‘for the two people I respect the most have 

ordained it. Yet I fear that it will look like cowardice.’ 

‘I think not,’ the Marshal said. ‘I think it will look like necessity. But let us talk to 

the master.’ 

So we went to seek him out; and his opinion was the same as the Marshal’s. 

‘The news in Reolt is bad,’ he said. ‘The bishop is talking of alliance with the 

friars, for he says the friars offer him supreme power and our deposition.’ 

‘Do they!’ I said. ‘And if we were to depose the bishop first?’ 

‘And how will we win the friars’ support?’ the master asked. 

‘Why,’ I said, ‘we declare ourselves a secular association, as they suggested, 

appoint you prince and continue to rule as before, but as a secular power – and I think 

that will give us more power rather than less.’ 

The master laughed and said the people would never accept it; I said, ‘and if we 

make the friars spiritual leaders in place of our bishop?’ 

‘I will think about it,’ the master said. ‘But the people will object.’ 

‘The people have a loud voice,’ I said, ‘but the land is owned by ourselves, a few 

lords and religious houses, and the Lady Oglive. Oglive will support us; as for the 

rest, they will support whomever will guarantee their rights to their land.’ 

‘I will think about it,’ the master said again, and dismissed us. 

But the Marshal and I went out cheerfully, and walked laughing to his lodging, and 

there we sat making plans until the bell rang for sext. 

After dinner we went straight to Nones, for in winter when the night is long there is 

no need for an afternoon nap, and no time for one either. After Nones we went to 

check our horses and harness and Karlot asked me what the Marshal had said to my 

changed plans; and I answered, ‘There was no problem, for he had already decided 

the expedition is inexpedient at the moment.’ And I told him what the Marshal and 

the master had said. 

Karlot said, ‘That is good – at least, my feelings are mixed.’ Then he blushed and 

went off to groom his horse. 

I wondered what he meant, and when I had finished my work I went to ask him. 

Jan and Berthol were there, checking Karlot’s harness for him. They wait on him like 

slaves. 

‘Karlot,’ I said, ‘tell me – why are your feelings mixed?’ 

He answered, ‘I was looking forward to a campaign; but the situation in Reolt is 

very difficult.’ 
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‘He also had information,’ Jan interrupted. 

‘Not here,’ Karlot said, anxiously. 

‘No one is listening,’ Jan said boldly. 

‘I will still not speak here,’ Karlot said firmly. 

So we waited until he had finished grooming his horse, and then I led him back to 

my lodgings, and sat him on my bed, where he usually sleeps in any case, and told 

him to explain himself. 

He said quietly, ‘Last night Aramir came.’ 

I had slept soundly and had noticed nothing; perhaps Aramir had seen to that. 

‘What did he say?’ I asked. 

‘A good deal,’ Karlot said, ‘but he came to tell me that he had warned Oglive 

about our coming expedition. And he says that if we go, we will walk into a Lith 

ambush, for they expect us to attack and are prepared. And we will be killed. And 

while he longs for our union, he says it is better to wait for the proper time, and so he 

advises that we do not go.’ 

Jan said, ‘I wondered if Lady Oglive had been warned, when she was so insistent.’ 

‘I note our lords do not tell us useful things like that!’ Berthol said. 

‘They expect us to find out for ourselves,’ Karlot said, ‘but Aramir is more loving. 

He tells me things.’ He smiled to himself, and it was a sweet smile. Then he said, ‘I’m 

glad the master has agreed. I would hate to have to persuade him I had had a vision, 

and they would never believe me!’ 

‘I wonder whether the bishop will really try to dissolve us,’ Jan said cheerfully. ‘I 

remember choosing him in chapter – he was just a chaplain and now he claims power 

over us!’ 

‘We will soon see, no doubt,’ Berthol said drily. 

We did indeed – for at Terce the next morning we had a visitor from the bishop, 

who said that he had heard the people’s complaints about us and demanded we send 

representatives to answer their charges. He handed over a written list of the charges; 

they were somewhat colourful, but mostly true. The only one I can say definitely was 

not true was that we sacrifice dogs and cats to the moon. Even the Lith do not do that. 

 We discussed the matter in chapter. I said, ‘If we send representatives, we may be 

sure that they will not return.’ 

‘It depends who we send them,’ the Draper said. 

‘If they have an armed escort,’ the Grand Commander said, ‘they will guarantee 

their safely.’ 

‘We could ask for guarantees,’ the chaplain said thoughtfully. 

‘I heard the last person who trusted a bishop’s guarantees was burned at the stake 

when he arrived,’ the Marshal remarked. The chaplain sighed. 

‘I do not like this business,’ he said. ‘These friars claim to come in peace, but they 

have brought a sword to our nation, and they are tearing Tiutschland apart.’ 

‘Why does the pope not act?’ Franz asked. 

‘He never acted over Bertrando,’ Jan said drily. ‘He will never act over anything; 

he expects us to do the acting.’ 

‘This is our pope,’ I said, rising and slapping the sword at my side. ‘We will 

guarantee our own safety, and remind our bishop of his origins.’ 

‘Who will go?’ the Marshal said. 
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‘I shall go,’ I said, ‘and you, Marshal, and the Master if he will do us the honour; 

and twenty of our Brothers and fifty mercenaries, and we will show our bishop who is 

the power in Reolt.’ 

Then all the Brothers declared their support for my proposition; and we sent the 

messenger back to the bishop with a promise that representatives would attend on him 

that very morning. 

Then we armed ourselves and unfurled Our Lady’s banner and Hellmuth carried it; 

and the Master rode in front and the rest of the great officers of the House, including 

myself, just behind him, and the Brothers behind and the mercenaries in the rear. But 

we left sufficient behind in the House to guard it in case of treachery. 

Then we rode out of the House with Our Lady’s Banner streaming in the wind, and 

rode at a fast trot through the town, and rode into the Bishop’s palace. The guard fled 

when they saw us coming; the people who waited in the courtyard fled; the steward 

on the door into the hall fled; and we rode our horses into his great hall, where he sat 

in court. He leapt to his feet and cried, ‘What is the meaning of this?’ 

‘The meaning, Brother Gundobad,’ the Master said (for that is his name), is that 

you have been weighed and found wanting and the power which set you up has come 

to remove you. Arrest him,’ he said, and the Three dismounted, drew their swords, 

marched up to his dais, hauled him off his throne, and dragged him down the hall, 

while all were speechless with amazement. Then I dismounted and held the Master’s 

stirrup, and he dismounted and went and sat on the bishop’s throne, and said, ‘People 

of Reolt, you have been told tht the Church should not govern, for those who have 

care of souls should not have care of cities. But as you have heard that the Order of 

Our Lady is so riddled with abuses so as not to deserve its religious status, I hereby 

announce that the Order of Our Lady of the Star is no longer an Order of Holy Church 

but an Order of Government, and I am your prince. And from this moment I will 

govern you as supreme lord under God.’ 

Then I and the Marshal and Grand Commander walked up the hall with our swords 

unsheathed and stood on either side of him; and one of the mercenaries held our 

horses. The friar who was in the hall cried: ‘By what authority do you do this?’ 

‘By the authority vested in my by God,’ the Master replied. 

‘Have you consulted your pope?’ the friar cried. 

‘This is our pope,’ I said, and lashed at him with the flat of my sword, and he ran 

for his life, and some of the people with him; but our people had barred the doors, and 

they could not get out. 

Then the Master said, ‘Come forward, all of you here, and do my homage as your 

lord on Earth,’ and they came, for they saw that they had no choice. Then the Master 

took their homages, and then he ordered messengers be sent for the chief people of the 

town, and they were brought and did him homage. Then the Master took the keys to 

the bishop’s palace, and the bishop’s seal and all his insignia, and he bestowed them 

on the friar and told him to be a good spiritual lord to the people of Reolt, while he 

would be their secular lord. The friar was speechless – his face was worth seeing! For 

he has never held office before and has no idea what to do. Then we rode back to the 

House and put Gundobad in chains to await the judgement of the House. 

We were all quite stunned by what we had done; with one stroke we had recreated 

the Order as we pleased, swept away our only opposition and enlisted our enemies as 
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allies of the House. Perhaps they will not remain our allies, but for the moment we 

have outmanoeuvred them. And we have promised assistance to the friars’ allies in 

Tiutschland, for we too are no lovers of bishops. As for the other religious houses 

here, their abbots came quietly to do homage and said, ‘We never thought much of 

your religious credentials anyway, but as long as you keep the peace, we’re happy’ – 

and went home again quickly before we decided to replace them with people more to 

our liking. 

So we have peace in Reolt, and I rode over to Au yesterday with Hellmuth and 

Karlot and the Twins and Emil and Venda, and the Three insisted on coming too. So 

we arrived in triumph, and Oglive and Gayel came out to meet us, and a nurse 

carrying Hellmuth’s daughter, and we were warmly received, and Oglive put on a fine 

meal for us. And she said, ‘Now that the Order is secular, will you all be getting 

married?’ and there was much laughter and merriment. Oglive and Karlot laughed 

together a great deal, and I wondered whether Oglive would ask Karlot to her bed, but 

she has not. 

Here I finish for the time being – who knows what the future will bring for our 

Order now? At any rate it will not be destroyed yet, but how it will survive as a 

secular Order I do not yet see. Still, Our Lady will guide us. 

* 

[Karlot] 

Oglive and I laughed a good deal over the matter of marriage. After the meal last 

night, when the menfolk were getting drunk together, she and I sat in her room and 

made much of the baby – I don’t even think Adal noticed I’d gone. Oglive said, ‘So 

will you become a woman again now?’ For Aramir had told her everything after I 

came back to Reolt, for she had called him back to her and he found that she and I are 

such good friends and she suspected anyway – and she has not told anyone else. 

I said, ‘Only if they allow women to join the Order.’ 

‘If you were a Shee,’ she said, ‘you could marry all your menfolk – six lovers! You 

would never be bored. My men are so moody, sometimes I have no man at all.’ 

‘I don’t know what I would do,’ I said. ‘I don’t know whether any of them would 

make a good husband – they are too irresponsible. They cannot even keep religious 

vows, let alone matrimonial ones.’ 

Oglive laughed a lot at that. 

‘Perhaps you should remain a man for now,’ she said. ‘When all becomes clearer, 

you could change. Certainly, if the Brothers in general start to marry, you had better 

declare yourself. But which would you most happily marry? Apart from Adal, for I 

claim him.’ 

‘Yes,’ I said. ‘I think – Jan would be my first choice.’ 

And as I write this Jan has come in and is sitting on the end of my bed. ‘Still 

writing, darling?’ he says. ‘Put it away, and come and love me.’ So I shall put this 

down and go into his arms. One day, perhaps, I shall go there truly as myself. 


