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T1TQueen Anne.

F+An dlusion to amyth in which an angry Vulcan fashioned atrick throne containing hidden restraints,
and gaveit to his mother, Juno; when she sat on it, she was trapped, and only Vulcan could release her.

*Partry.

*n honor of Lady Anne Sunderland, the daughter of the Duke of Marlborough.

* As everyonein the room knew, Lebniz was using the wordanima in an ancient and somewhat technical
sense of something animated, i.e., possessing, or possessed by, an anima, or spirit.



* Femaes who are found guilty of High Treason are punished thus, rather than being subjected to the
indecency of what is about to happen to Jack.

*George Augustus of Hanover, later Georgelll.

*A.k.a. James Stuart, “ The Pretender,” son of the late former King James |1, and would-be Jamesi11.

*One of the Englishtitles of that same George Augustus of Hanover.

*Roger Comstock, Marquis of Ravenscar.

1The Kit-Cat Clubb.

FAndlusonto thelightning-bolts forged by Vulcan; dternately, perhaps, golden guineas turned out by
the Mint, which was no longer under Roger’ s direction since Oxford and Bolingbroke had overthrown
the Whig Juncto, but sill run by men associated with Roger, such as Newton.

8Jupiter, to whom Vulcan supplied lightning-bolts; but possibly a cheeky alusion to George Louis of
Hanover, for whom, it was hoped, the Mint would soon be turning out guiness.

**Bolingbroke.
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But first whom shall we send

In search of this new world, whom shal wefind
Sufficient? Who shdl tempt with wandring feet

The dark unbottom’ d infinite Abyss



And through the pal pable obscure find out
His uncouth way, or spread his aerie flight
Upborn with indefatigable wings

Over the vast abrupt, ere he arrive

The happy lle...

MILTON, Paradise Lost

The story thusfar...

In Boston in October 1713, Daniel Waterhouse, sixty-seven years of age, the Founder and sole Fellow
of afailing college, the Massachusetts Bay Colony of Technologicka Arts, hasreceived agtartling visit
from the Alchemist Enoch Root, who has appeared on his doorstep brandishing a summons addressed to
Daniel from Princess Caroline of Brandenburg-Ansbach, thirty.

Two decades earlier, Danid, dong with hisfriend and colleague Gottfried Wilhelm von Leibniz, knew
Princess Caroline when she was a destitute orphan. Since then she has grown up asaward of the King
and Queen of Prussiain the Charlottenburg Palace in Berlin, surrounded by books, artists, and Natural
Philosophers, including Leibniz. She has married the Electora Prince of Hanover, George Augustus,
known popularly as“Y oung Hanover Brave’ for hisexploitsin the recently concluded War of the
Spanish Succession. Heis reputed to be as handsome and dashing as Carolineis beautiful and brilliant.

The grandmother of George Augustusis Sophie of Hanover, gtill shrewd and vigorous at eighty-three.
According to the Whigs—one of the two greet factionsin English politics—Sophie should be next in line
to the English throne after the death of Queen Anne, who isforty-eight and in poor hedth. Thiswould
place Princess Caroline in direct line to become Princess of Wales and later Queen of England. The
Whigs bitter rivals, the Tories, while paying lip service to the Hanoverian succession, harbor many
powerful dissidents, called Jacobites, who are determined that the next monarch should instead be James
Stuart: a Catholic who haslived most of hislifein France asaguest and puppet of theimmensdly
powerful Sun King, Louis X1V.

England and an dliance of mostly Protestant countries have just finished fighting a quarter-century-long
world war againgt France. The second haf of it, known asthe War of the Spanish Succession, has seen
many battlefield victoriesfor the Allies under the generadship of two brothersin arms: the Duke of
Marlborough and Prince Eugene of Savoy. Nevertheless France haswon the war, in large part by
outmaneuvering her opponents politically. Consequently, agrandson of Louis X1V now stson the throne
of the Spanish Empire, which among other thingsis the source of most of the world’ sgold and silver. If
the English Jacobites succeed in placing James Stuart on the English throne, France' svictory will betotd.

In anticipation of the death of Queen Anne, Whiggish courtiers and paliticians have been establishing
contacts and forging aliances between London and Hanover. This has had the Sde-effect of throwing
into high rdlief along-smmering dispute between Sr Isaac Newton—the preBminent English scientist, the
President of the Royd Society, and Master of the Royd Mint at the Tower of London—and Leibniz, a
privy councilor and old friend of Sophie, and tutor to Princess Caroline. Ogtensibly this conflict is about
which of the two men first invented the calculus, but in truth it has deeper roots. Newton and Leibniz are
both Christians, troubled that many of their fellow Natura Philosophers perceive a conflict between the
mechanistic world-view of science and the tenets of their faith. Both men have devel oped theoriesto



harmonize science and religion. Newton' s is based on the ancient proto-science of Alchemy and
Leibniz' sisbased on atheory of time, space, and matter caled Monadology. They areradicdly different
and probably irreconcilable.

Princess Caroline wishes to head off any possible conflict between the world' s two greatest savants, and
the palitica and religious complications that would ensue from it. She has asked Danid, whoisan old
friend of both Newton and Leibniz, to journey back to England, leaving hisyoung wife and their little boy
in Boston, and mediate the dispute. Daniel, knowing Newton' s vindictiveness, seesthis asforeordained
tofail, but agreesto giveit atry, largely because heisimpoverished and the Princess has held out the
incentive of alargelifeinsurance palicy.

Danid departs from Boston onMinerva,a Dutch East Indiaman (a heavily armed merchant ship).
Detained along the New England coast by contrary winds, she fals under attack in Cape Cod Bay from
the formidable pirate-fleet of Captain Edward Teach, ak.a. Blackbeard, who somehow knowsthat Dr.
Waterhouse is on board Minerva,and demands that her Captain, Otto Van Hoek, hand him over.
Captain Van Hoek, who |oathes pirates even more than the typical merchant-captain, eectsto fight it
out, and bests Teach’ s pirate fleet in a day-long engagement.

Minervacrosses the Atlantic safely but is caught in a storm off the southwest corner of England and
nearly cast away on the Ides of Scilly. Latein December she putsin at Plymouth for repairs. Dr.
Waterhouse goes ashore intending to travel to London by land. In Plymouth he encounters afamily friend
named Will Comstock.

Will isthe grandson of John Comstock, a Tory nobleman who fought against Cromwell in the middle of
the previous century and, after the Restoration, came back to England and helped found the Royal
Society. Subsequently, John was disgraced and forced to retire from public life, partly through the
machinations of his (much younger) distant cousin and bitter rival, Roger Comstock. Danidl served asa
tutor in Natural Philosophy to one of the sons of John. This son later moved to Connecticut and
established an edtate there. Will was born and grew up on that estate but has lately moved back to
England, where he has found ahome in the West Country. Heisamoderate Tory who has recently been
created Earl of Lostwithiel. Queen Anne has recently been forced to create alarge number of such titles
in order to pack the House of Lordswith Tories, the party that she currently favors.

Danid has spent the twelve days of Christmaswith Will’ sfamily at his seat near Lostwithiel, and Will has
talked him into making asmall detour en route to London.

Book 6

Solomon’s Gold

Dartmoor

15JANUARY 1714

Inlifethereisnothing morefoolish than inventing.

—JAMESWATT

“MEN HALF YOUR AGEand double your weight have been dain on these wastes by Extremity of

Cold,” said the Earl of Lostwithid, Lord Warden of the Stannaries, and Rider of the Forest and Chase of
Dartmoor, to one of histwo fdlow-traveers.



Thewind had paused, as though Boreas had exhausted his lungs and was drawing in anew bregth of air
from somewhere above Iceland. So the young Earl was able to say thisin matter-of-fact tones. “Mr.
Newcomen and | are very glad of your company, but—"

Thewind struck them all deaf, as though the three men were candle-flames to be blown out. They
staggered, planted their downwind feet againgt the black, stony ground, and leaned into it. Lostwithiel
shouted: “We Il not think you discourteousif you return to my coach!” He nodded to ablack carriage
stopped aong the track a short distance away, rocking on its French suspension. It had been artfully
made to gppear lighter than it was, and looked asif the only thing preventing it from tumbling
end-over-end across the moor was the motley team of draught-horses harnessed to it, shaggy manes
gtanding out horizontaly inthe gde.

“I am astonished that you should call thisan extremity of cold,” answered the old man. “In Boston, as
you know, thiswould pass without remark. | am garbed for Boston.” He was shrouded in arustic leather
cape, which he parted in the front to reved alining pieced together from the pelts of many raccoons.

“ After that passage through the intestind windings of the Gorge of Lyd, we aredl in want of fresh
ar—especidly, if | read the sgnsrightly, Mr. Newcomen.”

That was dl the leave Thomas Newcomen wanted. His face, which was as pale as the moon, bobbed
once, which was as close as this Dartmouth blacksmith would ever cometo aforma bow. Having thus
taken hisleave, he turned his broad back upon them and trudged quickly downwind. Soon he became
hard to digtinguish from the numerous upright boul ders—which might be read as acomment on his
physique, or on the gloominess of the day, or on the badness of Danidl’ s eyesight.

“The Druidsloved to set great stones on end,” commented the Earl. “For what purpose, | cannot
imegine”

“Y ou have answered the question by asking it.”

“I beg your pardon?’

“Dweling asthey did in this God-forsaken place, they did it so that men would come upon these
standing stones two thousand years after they were dead, and know they had been here. The Duke of
Marlborough, throwing up that famous File of Blenheim Palace, isno different.”

The Earl of Lostwithid felt it wiseto let this pass without comment. He turned and kicked a path through
some stiff withered grassto a strange up-cropping of lichen-covered stone. Following him, Daniel
understood it as one corner of aruined building. The ground yielded under their feet. It was spread thin
over ashambles of tumbledown rafters and disintegrating pest-turves. Anyway the angle gave them
shelter from thewind.

“Speaking now in my capacity asLord Warden of the Stannaries, | welcome you to Dartmoor, Daniel
Waterhouse, on behdf of the Lord of the Manor.”

Danid sighed. “If I'd been in London the last twenty years, keeping up with my Heradic Arcana, and
going to teawith the Bluemantle Pursuivant, | would know who the hell that was. But as matters stand—"

“Dartmoor was created part of the Duchy of Cornwall in 1338, and as such became part of the
possessions of the Prince of Waes—atitle created by King Edward | in—"



“So in aroundabout way, you are welcoming me on behdf of the Prince of Waes,” Danid said abruptly,
inabid to yank the Earl back before he rambled any deeper into the labyrinth of feuda hierarchy.

“ And the Princess. Who, if the Hanovers come, shall be—"

“Princess Caroline of Ansbach. Y es. Her name keeps coming up. Did she send you to track me downin
the streets of Plymouth?’

The Earl looked alittle wounded. “1 am the son of your old friend. | encountered you by luck. My
surprise was genuine. The welcome given you by my wife and children was unaffected. If you doubt it,
come to our housenext Chrismeas.”

“Then why do you go out of your way to bring up the Princess?’

“Only because | wish to be plain-spoken. Where you are going next it isdl intrigue. Thereisasickness
of the mind that comes over those who bide too long in London, which causes otherwise rationd men to
put forced and absurd meanings on eventsthat are accidental.”

“I have observed that scknessin full flower,” Daniel dlowed, thinking of one man in particular.

“I do not wish you to think, Sx months from now, when you become aware of dl this, * Aha, the Earl of
Lostwithiel was nothing more than acat’ s paw for Caroline—who knows what other lies he may have
toldme!’” ”

“Very well. For you to disclose it now exhibits wisdom beyond your years.”
“Somewould call ittimidity originating in the disastersthat befell my father, and hisfather.”
“I do not take that view of it,” Daniel said curtly.

He was startled by bulk and motion to one side, and feared it was a standing-stone toppled by the wind;
but it was only Thomas Newcomen, looking agood dedl pinker. “God willing, that carriage-rideisthe
closest | shal ever cometo aseavoyage!” he declared.

“May the Lord so blessyou,” Daniel returned. “In the storms of the month past, we were pitched and
tossed about so much that al hands were too sick to eat for days. | went from praying we wouldnaot run
aground, to praying that wewould .” Daniel paused to draw breath as the other two laughed. Newcomen
had brought out a clay-pipe and tobacco-pouch, and Lostwithiel now did the same. The Earl clapped his
hands to draw his coachman’s eye, and signdled that fire should be brought out.

Danid declined the tobacco with awave of his hand. “One day that Indian weed will kill more white
men, than white men havekilled Indians”

“But not today,” Newcomen said.
If thisfifty-year-old blacksmith seemed strangely blunt and direct in the presence of an Earl, it was
because he and that Earl had been working together for ayear, building something. “ The balance of the

voyage was easier, | trust, Dr. Waterhouse?’

“When the wesather lifted, those horrid rocks werein sight. Aswe sailed past them, we said a prayer for
Sir Cloudedey Shovell and the two thousand soldiers who died there coming home from the Spanish



front. And seeing men at work on the shore, we took turns peering through a perspective-glass, and saw
them combing the strand withrakes .”

The Earl nodded knowingly at thisand so Daniel turned towards Newcomen, who looked
curious—though, cometo think of it, heaways looked curious when he was not in the middle of throwing
up. “You see” Daniel continued, “many a ship has gone down near the Ides of Scilly laden with Pieces
of Eight, and sometimes a great tempest will cause the seato vomit up silver onto dry land.”

The unfortunate choice of verb caused the blacksmith to flinch. The Earl stepped inwith alittle jest:
“That' sthe only slver that will find itsway onto English soil aslong asthe Mint over-paysfor gold.”

“I wish | had understood as much when | reached Plymouth!” Danid said. “All | had in my purse was
Pieces of Eight. Porters, drivers, innkeepers legpt after them like starving dogs—I fear | paid double or
treble foreverything at first.”

“What embarrassed you in Plymouth inns, may enrich you here, afew milesnorth,” said the Earl.

“It does not seem a propitiouslocation,” Daniel said. “The poor folk who lived here could not even keep
their roof off thefloor.”

“No one livedhere —this was what the Old Men call ajews-house. It meansthat there was alode
nearby,” said the Earl.

Newcomen added, “ Over yonder by that little brook | saw the ruins of atrip-hammer, for crushing the
shode.” Having got his pipelit, he thrust hisfree hand into a pocket and pulled out a black stone about
theszeof abun. Helet it roll into Danid’s hand. It was heavy, and felt colder than the air. “Fed its
weight, Dr. Waterhouse. That is black tin. Such was brought here, where we are standing, and melted in
apeat-fire. White tin ran out the bottom into abox hewn from granite, and when it cooled, what came
out was a block of the pure metal.”

The Earl had his pipe blazing now too, which gave him ajovia, donnish affect, in spite of thefact that (1)
hewasdl of twenty-three years old, and (2) he was wearing clothes that had gone out of fashion three
hundred years ago, and furthermore was bedizened with diverse strange ancient artifacts, viz. some
heraldic badges, atin peat-saw, and atiny bavin of scrub-oak twigs. “Thisiswhere | enter into it, or
rather my predecessors do,” he remarked. “ The block tin would be packed down the same sort of
appalling road we just came up, to one of the four Stannary towns.” The Earl paused to grope among the
clanking array of fetishes dangling from chains round his neck, and finaly came up with acrusty old
chisdl-pointed hammer which he waved menacingly in the air—and unlike most Earls, helooked asif he
might have actually used a hammer for some genuine purpose during hislife. “ The assayer would remove
acorner from each block, and test its purity. An archaic word for ‘corner’ is*coign,” whence we get, for
example, ‘quoin’—"

Daniel nodded. “The wedge that gunners use, aboard ship, to elevate a cannon, isso caled.”

“This came to be known asquoinage . And thence, our queer English word * coin,” which bears no
relation to any French or Latin words, or German. Our Continental friends say, loosdly trandated, ‘a
piece of money,” but we English—"

“Stop.”

“Ismy discourse annoying to you, Dr. Waterhouse?’



“Only insofar asllike you, Will, and have liked you since | met you asalad. Y ou have always seemed of
aleve head. But | fear you are going the way of Alchemists and Autodidacts now. Y ou were about to
declare that English money isdifferent, and that its difference inheresin the purity of the metd, andis

sgnified in the very word ‘coin.” But | assure you that Frenchmen and Germans know what money is.
And to think otherwiseisto let Toryism overcome sound judgment.”

“When you put it that way, it does sound abit silly,” the Earl said, cheerfully enough. Then he mused,
“Perhapsthat iswhy | havefdt it necessary to make thisjourney with ablacksmith on one hand, and a
sixty-seven-year-old Doctor on the other—to lend some gravity to the proposal.”

By gestures so subtle and tasteful that they were dmost sublimind, the Earl led them to understand that it
was time they were underway. They returned to the coach, though the Earl lingered for afew moments
on the running board to exchange civil words with asmal posse of gentleman riders who had just come
up out of the Gorge and recognized the arms painted on the carriage door.

For aquarter of an hour they trundled along in sllence, the Earl gazing out an open window. The horizon
wasfar away, smooth and gently varying except where it was shattered by peculiar hard shapes:.
protruding rocks, called Tors, shaped varioudy like schooners or Alchemists' furnaces or
fortress-ramparts or mandibles of dead beasts.

“Y ou put astop to my discourse and quite rightly, Dr. Waterhouse. | was being glib,” said the young
Earl. “But thereis nothing glib about this Dartmoor landscape, or would you disagree?’

“Panly not.”

“Then let the landscape say eoquently what | could not.”
“What isit saying?’

By way of an answer, Will reached into a breast-pocket and pulled out aleaf of paper covered with
writing. Angling thistoward the window, he read from it. “The ancient tumuli, pagan barrows,
Pendragon-battlegrounds, Druid-dtars, Roman watch-towers, and the gougesin the earth wrought by
the Old Men progressing west-to-east across the land, retracing the path of the Great Flood in their
search for tin; dl of it dlently mocks London. It saysthat before there were Whigs and Tories, before
Roundheads and Cavaiers, Catholics and Protestants—nay, before Normans, Angles, and Saxons, long
before Julius Caesar cameto thisidand, there existed this commerce, adeep subterranean flow, a
chthonic pulse of metd through primeva veinsthat grew like rootsin the earth before Adam. We are only

fleas gorging our petty appetites on what courses through the narrowest and most superficial capillaries.”
Helooked up.

“Who wrote that?’ Danid asked.
“l did,” said Will Comstock.
Crockern Tor

LATERTHAT DAY

SO MANY BOULDERS PROTRUDEDthrough the moth-eaten tarp of dirt stretched over thisland,
that they had to stop and dight from the carriage, which had become more trouble than it was worth.



They must either walk, or ride on arguably domesticated Dartmoor ponies. Newcomen walked. Daniel
elected to ride. He was ready to change hismind if the pony turned out to be asill-tempered asit |ooked.
The ground underfoot was awildly treacherous composite of boulders, and grass-tufts as soft as
goose-down pillows. The pony’ s atention was so consumed by deciding, from moment to moment,
whereit should place al four of its hooves, that it seemed to forget there was an old man onitsback. The
track ran north parallel to asmall water-course below and to their left. It was only visible about athird of
thetime, but helpfully marked out by a breadcrumb-trail of steaming horse-patties|eft by those who had
gone before them.

The stone wdls that rambled over thisland were so old that they were shot through with holes where
stones had falen out, and their tops, far from running straight and level, leaped and faltered. He would
phant’ sy he wasin an abandoned country if it weren't for thelittle pellets of sheep dung rolling away
under Newcomen'’ s footsteps and crunching benesth the soles of his boots. On certain hilltops grew
spruce forests, asfine and dense and soft-looking as the pelts of Arctic mammals. When the wind gusted
through these, a sound issued from them that was like icy water hurrying over sharp stones. But most of
the land was covered with hegther, gone scab-colored for the winter. There the wind was silent, except
for theraucous buller that it made asit banged around in the porches of Danid’ s earslike adrunk
burglar.

Of asparse line of Tors stretching north over the horizon, Crockern was the smallest, humblest, and
most convenient to the main road—which was probably why it had been chosen. It looked not so much
likeaTor aslike the stump and the crumbs | eft behind after a proper Tor had been chopped down and
hauled away. They broke out onto the top of the moor and saw it above them. The men and horses
huddling initslee enabled them to judge its Size and distance: farther away and higher up-hill than they
had hoped, as was the case with al hard-to-reach destinations. It felt as though they had toiled for hours,
and got nowhere, but when Daniel turned around and looked back at the way they had come, its many
long meanders, which he had hardly noticed at the time, were al compressed so that they looked like the
fingersof two interlaced fidts.

The Tors were out-croppings of layered rocks of the kind that Leibniz thought were built upin

riverbeds. Wind had eaten out soft layers to make them flattened lozenges piled atop each other in
teetering stacks that |eaned together for support—Ilike piles of time-rounded books madein alibrary by a
scholar who was trying to find something. Remnants of fallen ones were scattered down-hill for some
distance, haf-sunk into the ground a crazy angles, like three-volume treatises hurled into the ground in
disgust. Thewind only became stronger asthey went up; small brown birds flapped their wings as hard
asthey could and yet fell behind thisinvisible currency inthe air, so that they moved dowly backwards
past Daniel.

Danid estimated that two hundred and fifty gentlemen had answered the Earl’ s summons, and gathered
intheleeof the Tor. But in this place, that many men seemed like ten thousand. Few of them had
bothered to dismount. For whatever sort of folk their forebears might have been, these truly were
modern gentlemen, and they were as out of thelr rightful place, here, as Danid was. The only man who
seemed at home was the blacksmith, Thomas Newcomen, who looked like a chip off the old Tor ashe
stood to the side, broad shoulders an umbrella against the wind, scabby hands in pockets. Daniel saw
him now for what he was, a Dwarf out of some Saxon ring-saga.

Between Stones and Wind this Tor ought by right to be dominated by e ements of Earth and Air, if he
were disposed to think like an Alchemist; but to him it ssemed more awatery place. The wind sucked
heet from his body as swiftly as snow-melt. The air (compared to the miasmas of cities) had aclarity and
cleanliness, and the landscape awashed, lapidary qudity, that made him fed asif he were anding on the
bottom of aclear New England river at the moment when the ice broke up in the spring. So Water it



was, but the presence of Thomas Newcomen spoke of Fire aswell, for aDwarf was never far from his
Forge.

“Do not mistake me, | would fain be of service to the Proprietors of the Engine for Raising Water by
Fire,” Danid had insgsted, on the twelfth day of Christmas, after Newcomen had stoked the boiler, and
the Engine he had wrought, sucking and hissing like adragon, had begun to pump water up out of
Lostwithidl’ s mill-pond, and into acistern on the roof of hishouse. “But | do not have money.”

“Congder that stop-cock by which Mr. Newcomen brings the machineto life,” the Earl had said,
pointing to a hand-forged vave-wheel mounted on apipe. “Doesthat stop-cock make steam?”’

“Of course not. Steam is generated in the boiler.”

“Thetrade of this country isaboiler that raises al the seam—which isto say, al the capita—we
require. What iswanted isavave,” the Earl had said, “ameans of conducting some of that capital into an
enginewhereit may do something ussful.”

THE JUMBLE OF SHRUGGED-OFFd abs afforded natural benches, podia, lecterns, and balconies
that served the tin-men aswdll as the same furnishingsin a proper meeting-house. The Court of Stannary
was convened there, asit had been for half amillennium, by reading certain decrees of King Edward I.
Immediately the most senior of the gentleman of this Tin Parliament stepped forward and proposed that
they adjourn, without delay, to acertain nearby Inn, the Saracen’s Head, where (Danid inferred)
refreshments were to be had. Thiswas proposed without the least suspicion that it would be refused.
"Twas like the moment at awedding when the Priest polls the congregation for objectionsto the union.
But the Earl of Lostwithiel astonished them all by refusing.

He had been seated on amossy bench of stone. Now he clambered up onto it and ddlivered the
following remarks.

“HisMagjesty King Edward | decreed that this Court meet in this place, and it has been phant’ sied ever
sncethat he did smply thrust the royd finger a aMap, indicating a place equidistant from the four
Stannary Townsthat surround the M oor, and never suspecting that by so doing he was choosing one of
the most remote and horrible placesin Britain. And so it is customary to adjourn to the comforts of
Tavigtock, on the supposition that the King of yore would never have intended for his gentlemen to hold
their ddiberationsin aplacelikethis. But | give King Edward | more credit. | daresay that he had a
suspicion of Courts and Parliaments and that he wanted his Tin-men to spend their daysin producing
metd and not in carrying on tedious disputes, and perhaps forming Cabals. So he chose this place by
design, to shorten our deliberations. | say that we ought to remain here, and profit from the King's
wisdom. For the tin and copper trades have falen on hard times, the mines are flooded, and we have no
real businessto transact, other than what we gin up. I mean to gin some up now, and to go about it
directly.

“My grandfather was John Comstock, the Earl of Epsom, and the scion of that branch of our ancient
line, known vulgarly asthe Silver Comstocks. Asyou know he cameto ruin, and my father, Charles,
fared little better, and even had to leave over the Earldom and immigrate to Americawhen James| was
overthrown. | make no bones about my ancestors.

“But even those of you who suppose that we are Jacobites (which we are not) and cdl usinveterate
Tories (which we are) and who say that Queen Anne made me an Earl, only to pack the House of Lords



with Tories when she needed to break Marlborough’ s power (which may be true)—I say, even those
among you who think nothing of me and my line, except what is deprecating and false, must know of the
Royad Society. And if you think well of that Society and its works—as every sapient gentleman
must—you may not take it amiss, if | remind you of the old connexions between that Society and my
grandfather. John Comstock, though wedded to many of the old ways, was a so aforward-thinking
Natura Philosopher, who introduced the manufacture of gunpowder to England, and whose gresat
diginction it wasto serve asthefirst President of the Royal Society. During the Plague Y ear he
succoured them aswell, by offering them refuge on his estate at Epsom, where discoveriestoo many to
list were made by John Wilkins, by the late Robert Hooke, and by him who stands at my right hand: Dr.
Daniel Waterhouse, Fdllow of Trinity College, Cambridge, Fellow of the Roya Society, and Chancellor
of the Massachuseits Bay Colony Ingtitute of Technologicka Arts. Dr. Waterhouse has very recently
re-crossed the Atlantic and is even now on hisway to London to confer with Sir Isaac Newton...”

The mention of Daniel’ s name caused a sparse ripple of curiosity to propagate through the company of
cold, irritable Gentlemen. The mention of Isaac’ s created a sensation. Danid suspected this had lessto
do with Issac’ sinvention of the cal culus than with the fact that he was running the Mint. The suspicion
was confirmed by the next words of William Comstock, Earl of Lostwithiel: “1t has been years since
slver coins were to be seen in the market-places of thisland. As many as are minted are taken to the
furnaces of the money-goldsmiths and made over into bullion and sent into the East. Golden guiness are
the currency of England now; but that istoo great adenomination for common folk to usein their
dedlings. Smaler coins are wanted. Will they be minted of copper? Or of tin?’

“Copper,” shouted afew voices, but they were immediately drowned out by hundreds shouting, “ Tin!”

“Never mind, never mind, ’tis no concern of ours, for our mineswill not produce!” proclaimed the Earl.
“Else, we would have never so much to talk about. To the Saracen’ s Head we should adjourn, so as not
to starve or freeze during our ddliberations. But asal of our mines are flooded with weter, the copper, or
thetin, for the next English coinage shdl perforce be imported from abroad. * Twill be of no concern and
no profit to us. The doings of this ancient Parliament shal remain a mere antiquarian curiosity; and so why
not convene for afew ticks of the clock on afreezing moor, and have done with it?

“Unless—gentlemen—uwe can pump the water out of our mines. | know how you will object, saying,
‘Nay, we have tried man-engines, horse-engines, mill-whed's and windmills, none of them profit us!’
Even though | am not aminer, gentlemen, | understand these facts. One who understands them better is
thisfellow standing at my left hand, Mr. Thomas Newcomen, of Dartmouth, who being an humble man
styleshimsdf blacksmith and ironmonger. Those of you who have bought mining-tools from him know
him thus. But | have seen him work on mechanicd prodigiesthat are, to a mining-pick, asthe Concertos
of Herr Handd are to the squesking of arusty whed, and | recognize him by thetitle of Engineer.

“Now, those of you who have seen the apparatus of Mr. Savery may hold alow opinion of enginesfor
raisng water by fire; but that of Mr. Newcomen, though it comes under the samepatent as Mr. Savery’s,
works on dtogether differentprinciples —asis evidenced by the fact that itworks. Dr. Waterhouseis
plucking at my deeve, | can keep him quiet no longer.”

Thiscame asasurpriseto Danid, but he did in fact find something to say. “ During the Plague Y eer |
tutored this man’ sfather, the young Charles Comstock, in Natura Philosophy, and we spent many hours
studying the compression and rarefaction of gasesin the engines conceived by Mr. Boyle, and perfected
by Mr. Hooke; the lesson was not |ost on young Charles; two score years later he passed it on to young
Will at their farm in Connecticut, and it was my very greet pleasureto visit them there, from timeto time,
and to witness those lessons being taught so perfectly that no Fellow of the Roya Society could have
added what was wanting, nor subtracted what was false. Will took up those lessonswell. Fate returned



him to England. Providence supplied him with alovely Devonshire wife. The Queen gave him an
Earldom. But it was Fortune, | believe, that brought him together with the Engineer, Mr. Newcomen. For
in the Engine that Newcomen has fabricated at Lostwithidl, the seed that was planted at Epsom during
the Plague, England’ s darkest hour, has flourished into a tree, whose branches are now bending ' neath
the burgeoning weight of green Fruit; and if you would careto et of it, why, al you need do iswater that
Treealittle, and presently the gpples shdl fal into your hands.”

From this, most of the gentlemen understood that they were about to be dunned for Contributions, or, as
they were styled in those days, Investments. Between that, and hypothermia, and saddle-sores, the
response was more tepid than it might have been. But Will Comstock had their attention. “Now one may
see why | did not adjourn this Court to the Saracen’s Head. Our purpose isto set prices, and transact
other business relating to tin-quoinage. And asthe Old Men were exempt in severd ways from Common
Law, and common taxation, this Court has long met to supersede and overrule the onesthat held sway
over therest of England. Without capita, Mr. Newcomen’ sengine will remain nothing morethan a
curiogty that fillsmy cistern. The mines shal remain inundated. Neither copper nor tin shall come out of
them, and this Court shall lose standing, and have no business to transact. On the other hand, if thereis
some interest among you Gentlemen of Devon—to speak plainly, if afew of you would careto purchase
sharesin thejoint ock company known asthe Proprietors of the Engine for Raising Water by
Fire—why, then, the bleak situation | have just described is overturned, you shall have purchased a
Revolution, and this Court will be abusy oneindeed, with little choice but to adjourn to that merry Inn
down the road—where, by the way, thefirst two rounds of drinkswill be paid for by your humble and
obedient servant.”

The Saracen’s Head
THAT EVENING

“NOW YOU WILL BEaTory, inthe eyes of certain Whigs,” Will warned him, “and abutt for al the
envenomed Darts of Party Mdlice”

“Itismerely arepetition of when | departed my father’ s house on Holborn during the Plague, and went
to seek refuge at Epsom,” Danid said wesrily. “ Or when | became part of King James' s court—in part,
at the urging of your father. It isever thus, when | have dedlings with aComstock...”

“With aSilver Comstock,” Will corrected him. “Or aTin one, asthey havetaken to calling mein
Parliament.”

“Being aTory hasits perquisites, though,” Danidl dlowed. “Mr. Threader has very courteoudy offered
to convey meto London, departing tomorrow. He is going thither on business.”

The Earl looked abit queasy. “And you have gratefully accepted?’

“| saw no reason not to.”

“Then know that Tories have ther factions too, and parties within the party—"

“And Party Mdice?’

“And party madice. Though within a party—as within afamily—the malice is more strange, and

frequently worse. Dr. Waterhouse, as you know, | am my father’ sthird son. | spent agood ded of time
getting beaten up by my elders, and quitelost my savour for it. | was reluctant to be madeaTory lord,



because | knew it would lead to more of the same—" Here his gaze broke free of Danid’s, and
wandered round the Inn until it had sought out Mr. Threader, who was holding court with severd
gentlemen in acorner, saying nothing, but listening, and writing in abook with aquill.

Will continued, “But | said yesto the Queen, because she was—is—my Queen. Many blows have
landed on me since, from Whigs and from Jacobite Tories alike, but the two hundred miles of bad road
between here and London act asasort of padding to lessen their severity. Y ou enjoy the same benefit
here; but the moment you climb into Mr. Threader’ s coach, and begin to put miles behind you—"

“I understand,” Daniel said. “But those blows do not hurt me, because | am followed around—some
would say, haunted—by along train of angels and miraclesthat account for my having survived to such a
great age. | think that this explainswhy | was chosen for thiswork: either | am living acharmed life, or
else| have overstiayed my welcome on this Planet; either way, my destiny’ sin London.”

Southern England
LATE JANUARY 1714

TRUE TO HISWORD,Mr. Threader—or, to be precise, Mr. Threader’ strain of carts, coaches, spare
horses, and blokes on horseback—collected Daniel from the Saracen’s Head on the morning of 16
January 1714, hours before even the most optimistic rooster would be moved to crow. Danidl was
proffered with acourtly bow, and accepted with sincere reluctance, the distinction of riding with Mr.
Threader himself in his persond coach.

As Danid’ sperson had been deemed so worthy, hisbaggage (three sea-trunks, two of which sported
bullet-holes) merited placement on the cart that followed right behind the coach. Getting it there was not
to be achieved without afew minutes unpacking and rearranging.

Danid stayed outside to observe this, not because he was worried (the luggage had survived worse) but
because it gave him alast opportunity to stretch hislegs, which was something he had to do frequently, to
prevent his knees from congealing. He doddered round the Inn’ s stable-yard trying to dodge
manure-piles by moon-light. The porters had unpacked from the wagon amatched set of three wooden
boxes whose deeply polished wood harvested that light and raked it together into a pattern of gleams.
They were expertly dovetailed together at the corners, and furnished with pretty hardware: hinges, locks,
and handles made to look like natural swirlings of acanthus-leaves and other florabeloved of ancient
Roman interior decorators. Behind them on the cart was arow of peculiarly tiny strong-boxes, some no
larger than tobacco-chests.

The three wooden cases put Daniel in mind of the ones commissioned by the more well-heded Fellows
of the Royd Society for storage and transportation of scientific prodigies. When Hooke had made the
Rarefying Engine for Boyle, Boyle caused such abox to be madeto carry it round in, to emphasizeits
great Sgnificance.

In hislaboratory in the cupola of Bedlam, Hooke had used Comstock gunpowder to drive the piston of
such an engine, and had shown it could do work—or in Hooke-language, that it could give service asan
artificia muscle. That was because Hooke the cripple had wanted to fly, and knew that neither his
muscles nor anyone el se' s were strong enough. Hooke knew that there were certain vapors, issuing e.g.
from mines, that would burn with greeat violence, and hoped to learn the art of generating them and of
conducting them into a cylinder to drive a piston—which would be an improvement on the gunpowder.
But Hooke had other concernsto distract him, and Daniel had distractions of his own that led him gpart
from Hooke, and if Hooke' s artificia muscles had ever been perfected, Daniel had never seen them, nor



heard about them. Now Newcomen was findly doing it; but his machines were great brutish
contraptions, reflecting the fact that Newcomen was a blacksmith to miners where Hooke had been a
watchmaker to Kings.

That merely glimpsing three good wooden boxes on a baggage-wain could lead to such broodings made
Daniel wonder that he could get out of bed in the morning. Once, he had feared that old age would bring
senility; now, hewas certain it would dowly paralyze him by encumbering each tiny thing with dl sorts of
sgnifications. And to becomeinvolved, at thislate date, with the Engine for Raisng Water by Fire, hardly
smplified matters! Perhaps he was being too hard on himsdlf, though. He was of an age where it was
never possible to pursue one errand at atime. He must do many at once. He guessed that people who
hed lived right and arranged things properly must haveit al rigged so that al of their questsranin pardld,
and reinforced and supported one another just so. They gained reputations as conjurors. Others found
their errands running at cross purposes and were never able to do anything; they ended up seeming mad,
or else perceived the futility of what they were doing and gave up, or turned to drink. Daniel was not yet
certain which category he wasin, but he suspected he’ d find out soon enough. So hetried to forget about
Hooke—which was difficult, snce Daniel was till carrying his bladder-stone around in one pocket, and
Hooke' swatch in the other—and got into the coach with Mr. Threader.

Mr. Threader bid him good morning and then did down the coach’ swindow and made some remarksto
his entourage, the genera import of which wasthat they ought dl to begin moving in the direction of
London. Thiscommand was recelved much too cheerfully, asif going to London were a sudden brilliant
improvisation of Mr. Threader’s. Movement commenced; and so it came to pass that on the evening of
the 16th they found themsdves dightly lessfar away from London than they had been &t the Sart, and on
the evening of the 17th, dightly lessdistant still. They lost ground on the 18th. Progress on the 19th was
debatable. Certain days (as when they wandered north to the suburbs of Bristol) they might have been
vulnerable to the accusation that they were not making any progress whatsoever.

Daniel’ sfather, Drake Waterhouse, had once moved his person, two horses, a pistol, some bags of
oats, a Geneva Bible, and a sack containing eleven hundred pounds sterling from Y ork to London—a
distance comparable to the one Daniel was atempting to cover with Mr. Threader—in asingleday. And
this at the height of the Civil War, when roads were so muddy, and canals so murky, asto erasethe
digtinction. That ride, and otherslikeit, had become proverbia among Puritan traders. examplars of
Industry. Mr. Threader, by contrast, played the dothful tortoise to Drake s enterprising hare. On thefirst
day of the journey, they stopped no fewer than five times so that Mr. Threader could engage in lengthy
conversations with gentlemen who surprised them dong the way—in all cases, gentlemen who happened
to have been in attendance at the Court of Stannary the day before.

Danid had just begun to form the ideaithat Mr. Threader was not of sound mind, when, during the last of
these conversations, his ears picked up the sounds of coinsin collison.

Danid had come well stocked with books, borrowed from Lostwithid’s smdl but colorful library. He
began reading hisway through them, and gave little further thought to Mr. Threader’ s activitiesfor the
next severa days. But he saw and heard things, which was a grievous distraction for one who was
suffering from the particular form of anti-senility troubling Danidl.

Just asthe end of a Parishioner’ slife was announced by the tolling of the church-bell, so the demise of a
Threader-conversation was invariably signaled by the music of coins. never the shrill clashing of farthings
and Spanish bits, but the thick, liquid clacking of English golden guineas hefted in Mr. Threader’ s hand.
Thiswas anervous habit of Mr. Threader’s. Or so Danidl guessed, since he obvioudy was not doing it to
betagteful. Once, Danid actudly caught him juggling apair of guineas one-handed, with his eyes closed;
when he opened his eyes, and realized Daniel was watching, he stuffed one coin into the |eft, and the



other into the right, pocket of his coat.

By thetime they had got past Sdisbury Plain en route to the suburbs of Southampton, and thereby put
al strange Druidic monuments behind them, Daniel had learned what to expect from aday on the road
with Mr. Threader. They traveled generally on good roads through prosperous country—nothing
remarkablein itsdlf, savethat Daniel had never in hislife seen roads so excdllent and country so thriving.
England was now as different from the England of Drake, as1le-de-France was from Muscovy. They
never went into the cities. Sometimes they would graze asuburb, but only to call upon some stately
manor-house that had formerly stood dl by itself in the country (or had been made, in recent times, to
look like such ahouse). In generd, though, Mr. Threader hewed to the open country, and sniffed out the
seets of gentle and noble families, where he was neverexpected but invariablywecome . He carried no
goods and performed no obvious services. He dealt, rather, in conversation. Severa hours of each day
were devoted to talking. After each conversation he would retire, clinking pleasantly, to his carriage, and
open up agreat Book—not aledger (which would be tasteless) but a smple Waste-Book of blank
pages—and joggle down afew cryptica notationswith aquill pen. He peered a hisdiary through tiny
lenses, looking somewhat like a preacher who made up the scripture as he went long—an Evangelist of
some gospe that was none the less pagan for being extremely gented. Thisillusion, however, diminished
asthey drew (at length) closer to London, and he began to dress more brilliantly, and to bother with
periwigs. These, which would have been ornaments on most humans, were impenetrable disguises on
Mr. Threader. Danid put this down to the man’ s utter lack of features. On careful ingpection one could
discover anosein the center of the fleshy ova that topped Mr. Threader’ s neck, and working outwards
from there, find the other bitsthat made up aface. But without such diligent observations, Mr. Threader
was ameattabularasa, like the exposed cliff of aroast beef |eft by the carver’ sknife. Danid at first took
Mr. Threader for a man of about three score years, though as the days went on, he began to suspect that
Mr. Threader was older than that, and that age, like amonkey trying to scale amirror, smply had not
been able to find any toe-hold on that face.

Southampton was a great sea-port, and since Mr. Threader obvioudy had something to do with money,
Daniel assumed they would go to it—just as he had assumed, afew days before, that they would go into
Bristol. But instead of Bristol, they had traced a hyperbola around Bath, and instead of Southampton,
they grazed Winchester. Mr. Threader, it seemed, felt more comfortable with cities that had actually been
laid down by the Romans, and viewed the newfangled port-towns aslittle better than hovel s thrown up
by Pictish hunter-gatherers. Recoiling from salt water, they now set a course, not precisaly for Oxford,
but for alot of tiny places between Winchester and Oxford that Daniel had never heard of .

Now, Daniel was not being held captive; Mr. Threader even tendered apol ogies to him more than once,
and offered to put him on a hired coach to London. But this only made Daniel want to seeit through with
present company. (1) Partly it was class. To legp out of Mr. Threader’ s excellent carriage and dash of f
to London in agrubby hack-coach would be to admit that he was in ahurry—which, in Mr. Threader’s
crowd, was not done. (2) He had been worried, anyway, about his knees locking up if he were forced to
gt for along time; which would be true, axiomaticaly, in an efficient coach. Thelesurdly itinerary of Mr.
Threader was just the one Daniel would have chosen, had he been afforded the power to choose. (3) He
was not in ahurry anyway. According to what Enoch Root had confided to him in Boston, his summons
from the Princess had been asingle mote in astorm of activity that had broken in the Court of Hanover in
the late spring and early summer of the year just concluded, after the signing of the Peace of Utrecht had
brought the War of the Spanish Succession to an end, and got al the Princes and Parliaments of Europe
thinking about what they were going to do with the rest of the Eighteenth Century. Caroline could be
made the Princess of Wales, and Daniel’ s errand could suddenly be imbued with al sorts of import and
urgency, by two deaths—Queen Anne’' s and Sophi€'s. Perhaps Caroline had, at that time, had reasons
to expect the former, and to fear the latter. Accordingly, she had begun to set her pieces out on the
board, and dispatched her summonsto Danidl. But both Anne and Sophie were still dive, asfar as



Daniel knew. So he was not even apawn yet. ’ Twere pointless, aswell as sdf-important, to rush to
London, so long as he was on the idand, and able to reach the city on short notice. Better to take his
time and to see that idand, so that he would better understand how things were, and be amore
competent pawn when the time came. Through the windows of Mr. Threader’ s carriage he was viewing
acountry almost as strange to him as Japan. It was not only England’ s unwonted peace and prosperity
that made it strange to him. Too, it was that he was viewing places that Puritans and Professors did not
get invited to. Since Danidl had never seen those places, he tended to forget they existed, and to discount
the importance of the people who lived in them. But thiswas amistake, which would make him avery
poor and usdless pawn indeed if he did not mend it; and weak pawns were liable to be sacrificed early in
the game.

They had a surprising bit of warm wesather then, for aday or two. Danid took advantage of it by getting
out of that coach whenever it stopped moving. When hetired of walking, he had his great raccoon-lined
cape brought out—it filled atrunk by itself—and spread upon the wet grass. There was dways grass, for
they dways stopped in placeswith lawns, and it was always short, for there were dways sheep. On his
square of American raccoon fur he would sit and read abook or eat an apple, or lie on hisback in the
sun and doze. These little picnics enabled him to make further observations of Mr. Threader’ s business
practices, if that iswhat they were. From time to time, through a manor-house window, across a Great
Lawn, or between sparkling fountain-streams, he would catch sight of Mr. Threader passing ascrap of
paper to agentleman, or vice versa. They looked like perfectly ordinary scraps—not engraved, like
Bank of England notes, and not encumbered with pendulous wax sedlslike lega documents. But their
passing from hand to hand was aways attended with much courtesy andgravitas.

If children were present, they would follow Mr. Threader about, and, whenever he stopped moving,
form up around him and look expectant. He would pretend not to notice them at first. Then, suddenly, he
would reach out and snatch a penny out of some child’ s ear. “Were you looking for this? Do takeit—it is
yours!” he'd say, holding it out, but before the little hand could grasp it, the penny would vanish as
mysterioudy asit had appeared, and be discovered amoment later in adog’ s mouth or under a stone,
only to disgppear again, &c., &c. Hewould drive thelittle onesinto afrenzy of delight beforefindly
bestowing asilver penny on each of them. Danidl hated himsdlf for being so fascinated by what he knew
to be the cheap jugglery of acarnival mountebank, but he could not help watching. How, he wondered,
could the wedlthy parents of these children entrust money—asthey apparently did—to aprestidigitator ?

On one Lawn, while he dozed, sheep came up al around him, and the sound of them grazing became a
sort of continuo-lineto his dreams. He opened his eyesto see aset of blunt yellow sheep-teeth tearing at
the grass, inchesfrom his face. Those teeth, and the mass of winter wool that had turned the animal into a
waddling, greasy bae, struck him as most remarkable. That solely by gnawing at the turf and lapping up
water, an anima could generate matter like teeth and wool!

How many sheep in England? And not just in January 1714 but in dl the millenniabefore? Why had the
idand not sunk into the sea under the weight of sheep-bones and sheep-teeth? Possibly because their
wool was exported—mostly to Holland—which wasin fact snking into the seal Q.E.D.

On the 27th of January they entered aforest. Daniel was astonished by its size. He thought they were
somewhere near Oxford—it went without saying that they were avoiding the city itself. Hesaw a
fragment of Roya herddry, but old and ivy-grown. They must be on the estate that, in his day, had been
known as the Roya Manor and Park of Woodstock. But Queen Anne had given it to the Duke of
Marlborough in gratitude for hiswinning the Baitle of Blenheim, and Saving the World, ten years ago.
The Queen’ sintention was that a magnificent Palace was to be thrown up there for Marlborough and his
descendantsto dwdl in. If this had been France, and the Queen had been Louis X1V, it would have been
done by now—but it was England, Parliament had its knobby fingers around the Monarch’ sthroet, and



Whigs and Torieswerejoined in an eterna shin-kicking contest to determine which faction should have
the honor of throttling her Mgesty, and how hard. In the course of which, Marlborough, aquintessential
Tory, and son of a Cavalier, had somehow been painted as a Whig. Queen Anne, who had decided,
very laeinlife, that she much preferred Tories, had stripped him of military command, and in genera
made life so unrewarding for himin England that he and Sarah had gone away to Northern Europe
(where he was considered the greatest thing since beer) to bask in the gratitude of Protestants until such
time as the Queen stopped fogging mirrors at Kensington Palace.

Knowing al of this, and knowing what he knew of congtruction sites and of the English climate, Daniel
expected to see alifeless morass surrounded by a dum of underemployed workers huddling under
tarpaulins and drinking gin. For the most part he was not disappointed. But Mr. Threader with hisgenius
for skirting, and his abhorrence of the center, teased Danid by taking unmarked tracks through the
woods and across meadows, opening gates and even taking down fence-rails asif he owned the place,
and sniffing out the cottages and lodges where the Duke' s tame gentlemen kept records and counted
coins. In glimpses between the trunks of trees (where trees still stood) or piles of timbers (where they
didn’t) Daniel collected vague impressions of the Palace' s foundations, and some half-completed walls.

This divagation to Woodstock finally broke the ice—which had been very thick—between Dr.
Waterhouse and Mr. Threader. It was clear that Daniel was as mysteriousto Mr. Threader as the other
way round. Since Threader had not been present at Crockern Tor—he had lain in wait for the Stannary
Court at the Saracen’ s Head—he' d not had the benefit of hearing Will Comstock’ s account of the
Plague Year. All Mr. Threader knew was that Danidl was a Royal Society chap. He could infer that
Danid had got in solely on account of hisbrains, as he was manifestly lacking in the other tickets: wedlth
and class.

In the early going, out in Devon where distances between fine houses were greater, Mr. Threader had
not been ableto restrain himself from circling round Danidl and jabbing at his outer defenses. He had
somehow got it in hishead that Danid was connected to the family of Will Comstock’ shride. Andto him
thiswould make sense. Will had married the daughter of a Plymouth merchant who had grown wedthy
importing wine from Portugal. But her great-grandfather had been a cooper. Will, by contrast, had noble
blood, but no money. Such complementary marriages were al the rage now. Danid was no gentleman;
ergo, he must be some friend of the cooper’ sfolk. And so Mr. Threader had made certain dry, deadpan
utterances about Will Comstock, hoping that Daniel would put his book down and unburden himself of
some lacerating comments about the folly of using steam to do work. Inthefirst few days travel he had
bobbled such bait before Danidl, but his angling had been in vain. Since then, Danid had kept busy
reading in his books and Mr. Threader writing in his. Both men were of an age when they werein no
great hurry to make friends and share confidences. Starting friendships, like opening up new overseas
trade routes, was amad venture best 1&ft to the young.

Stll, from timeto time, Mr. Threader would lob dry conversation-startersin Danidl’ sdirection. Just to
be a good sport, Daniel would do the same. But neither man could accept the loss of face that attended
curiogty. Danid could not bring himsdlf to come out and ask what Mr. Threader did for aliving, ashe
could see that among the set who kept big houses in the country, it was perfectly obvious, and that only
anidiot, or agrubby Whig, would not know. Mr. Threader, for his part, wanted to know how Daniél
was connected to the Earl of Lostwithidl. To him, it was monstroudy strange that an aged Natural
Philosopher should materialize dl of asudden in the middle of Dartmoor, in acoonskin wrapper, and
croak out afew words that would cause every gentleman in atwenty-mile radiusto liquidate other
holdings, and buy stock in that commercid Lunatick Asylum, the Proprietors of the Enginefor Raising
Water by Fire.

Daniel had devel oped two aternative hypotheses: Mr. Threader was a betting agent who roamed about



taking and settling wagers. Or, Mr. Threader was a Jesuit in disguise, visiting the homes of
crypto-Catholic Jacobite Toriesto hear confessions and to collect tithes. The polished wooden chests,
according to this hypothes's, contained communion wafers, chalices, and other Popish gear.

All of these speculations collgpsed in afew minutes when Danid saw Blenheim Pdace a-building;
redlized whose estate they were on; and, in his astonishment, forgot himself, and blurted, “I1s he here?’

“Iswho here, precisdy? Dr. Waterhouse?' Mr. Threader asked delicately.
“Churchill.”
“WhichChurchill’?” Mr. Threader asked shrewdly. For new ones were being produced dl thetime.

“The Duke of Marlborough.” Then Danid cameto his senses. “No. I'm sorry. Stupid question. HE' sin
Antwerp.”

“Frankfort.”
“He hasjust moved to Antwerp,” Daniel indsted.

This occurred moments before Mr. Threader went into one of Marlborough’ s out-houses to do
whatever it wasthat he did. Meanwhile Danid meditated on the foolishness of hislittle outburst.
Obvioudy the Lord of the Manor was not in residence now. Men who owned such estates did notlive
upon them, at least, not inJanuary. At thistime of the year they were dl in London. The most important
occupants of the country estates were not men, but sheep, and the most important activity was
conversion of grassinto woal; for wool, exported, brought revenue, and revenue, farmed, enabled
gentlefolk to pay rent, buy wine, and gamblein London, al winter long.

All clear enough inits generd outlines. But as Daniel had got older he had devel oped a greater respect
for details. Mr. Threader, he suspected, was a detail.

To amerchant, England was anecklace of sea-ports surrounding a howling impoverished waste. As
with aburning log on a hearth, dl the warmth, color and hezt lay in the outer encrustation of ruby-red
coals. Theinterior was cold, damp, dark, and dead. The sea served the same purpose for the commerce
of England asthe atmosphere did for combustion of alog. Any place that the sea could not reach was of
no account, save in the vagtly inferior sensethat it sort of held everything together structuraly.

And yet Englanddid have an interior. Danid had quite forgotten this until he had been awakened by the
sheep-teeth right in front of hisface. Unlike, say, theinterior of New Spain, which produced itswedlth in
afew highly concentrated mines, England’ s countryside made itstreasure in the most diffuse way
imaginable. There were no wool-mines. A given swath of grass produced infinitesmal revenue. In order
to arrange it so that a Lord could wager a hundred guineas on ahorse-race, some kind of frightfully
tedious and complicated money-gathering process would have to take place, and it would have to take
placedl over England, al thetime, without letup. Danid’ s eyeswatered, to think of the number of
separate transactions that must go on, dl over a given hundred-mile-square patch of English turf, in order
to yidd asingle pound sterling of free-and-
clear income, ddliverableto aFop in London.

But at any rate it happened somehow. The recipients of those pounds sterling gathered in London, all
winter long, and engaged in Intercourse. That is, money changed hands among them. Inthe end, agreat
dedl of that money must make itsway back out into the countryside to pay for the building and upkeep of



sately houses, &c., &cC.

The stupidest imaginable way of handling it would have been to gather together dl of the penniesin the
countryside, from millions of tributary farmsteads, and physicaly trangport them into London; let the
wagon-trains feed and water while the gentlefolk carried out their Intercourse; and then load the coins
back onto the wagons and haul them back out to the country again. And perhaps that was how they did
it in some countries. But England had obstinately refused to mint coins of large denominations—which
wasto say, gold coins—in large enough quantities to be actualy useful. Anyway, such coinswere too
enormous for small transactions on farms. Those that were minted, tended to be snapped up by London
merchants, and used for overseas trade. The true coin of England, the one ordinary folk used, had always
been the silver penny. But itslow vaue—which was precisely what made it useful in market-town and
countryside—made it miserably inconvenient for gentry who wanted to live in the city. The annud systole
and diastole of wedlth in and out of London would require movement of vast wagon-trains laden with
coins.

One never saw such traffic on English roads, though. The very idea had a Robin Hood—esque,
days-of-yorering to it. And because what was out of sight was out of mind, Daniel had never thought
about what wasimplied by the disgppearance of money-chests from the highways of modern England.

Suppose one had gained the trust of many gentlefolk in London. One could then act as an intermediary,
settling their transactions in the city with aword and ahandshake, without the need for bags of slver to
be lugged around and heaved into the doorways of posh town-houses.

Suppose one aso had many contacts in the countryside—a network, asit were, of trusted associates on
al of theestatesand in dl of the market-towns. Then one could dmost dispense with the need for hauling
stamped disks of slver to and from London on the highways—but only by replacing it with atorrentid,
two-way flow ofinformation.

Winged-footed Mercury, messenger of the Gods, must have very little to do nowadays, aseveryonein
Europe seemed to be worshipping Jesus. If he could somehow be tracked down and put on retainer and
put to work flitting back and forth from city to country and back, carrying information about who owed
what to whom, and if one, furthermore, had rooms full of toiling Computers, or (engaging in abit of
Speculaive Fiction here) agiant Arithmetickal Enginefor balancing the accounts, then most transactions
could be settled by moving aquill across apage, and movement of silver across England could be cut
back to the minimum needed to settle the balance between city and country.

And forget silver. Convert it to gold, and the number of wagons required would be divided by thirteen.

And if one possessed a reservoir, amoney-cistern somewhere, eventhose movements could be
reduced—one could then do cal culus on the curves, and integrate them over time—

“Youwereright,” Mr. Threader exclaimed, climbing back into the carriage. “ His Grace has indeed
moved to Antwerp.”

“When Queen Anne suffered her latest Onset of Symptoms,” Danid said absent-mindedly, “ George
Louisin Hanover findly got it clear in hismind that he and his mum would be responsible for the United
Kingdom any day now, and that they would need an apparatus—a Council of State, and a Commander
in Chief.”

“Of coursehe would wantMarlborough for that,” said Mr. Threader, sounding just abit scanddized. As
if there was something clearly improper about the next King of England choosing the most glorious and



brilliant generd of English history to teakethereins of the Army.

“Therefore the Duke has gone to Antwerp to renew tieswith our regimentsin the Low Countries, and to

be ready—"

“To pounce,” Mr. Threader said.

“Some would say, to be of service, when the new reign begins, and his exile comesto an end.”
“Sdf-imposed exile, let usnot forget.”

“Heisnot afool, nor acoward—he must have felt some strong compulsion to leave his country.”
“Oh, yes, hewasto be prosecuted for duelling!”

“For issuing achdlenge, | wasinformed, to Swallow Poulett, after Mr. Poulett said, to the Duke sface,
in Parliament, that the Duke had sent his officers off to be daughtered in hopeless Engagements, so that
the Duke could then profit from re-sdlling their commissons.”

“Scanddoud” said Mr. Threeder ambiguoudy. “But that isin the past. The Duke' s pretensions asto his
exile, however surdy they may haveappeared tosome in thepast, are now wholly undermined; for | have
abit of news concerning Marlborough that I’'ll wager not evenyou have heard, Dr. Waterhouse!”

“I amcata eptic with anticipation, Mr. Threader.”

“My lord Oxford,” said Mr. Threader (referring to Robert Harley, Lord Treasurer of the Ream, the
Queen’schief minister, and leader of the Tory Juntillawhich had thrown down the Whig Juncto four
years earlier), “has granted the Duke of Marlborough awarrant of ten thousand pounds to resume
congiruction of this Palace!”

Daniel picked up aL.ondon newspaper and rattled it. “What avery odd thing for him to do, when
Harley’ s own Spleen, theExaminer, isjetting bile a Marlborough.” Thiswas Danidl’ s delicate way of
suggesting that Harley was only throwing money at Marlborough to create adistraction while he and his
henchman Bolingbroke were up to something redlly reprehensible. Mr. Threader, however, took it at
face vaue. “Mr. Jonathan Swift of theExaminer isabull-terrier,” he proclaimed, and favored the
newspaper with what, by Mr. Threader’ s tandards, was awarm look. “ Once he got his caninessunk in
my lord Marlborough’sleg it was severd years labor for my lord Oxford to pry those foaming jaws
gpart; never mind; Harley’ sdeeds speak louder than Swift’ swords; those Whigswho would clam
Marlborough'’ s virtuesfor their own, must now explain the matter of those ten thousand pounds.”

Daniel was about to air the observation that ten thousand pounds was avery reasonable price for the
Toriesto pay to get Marlborough in their camp—especiadly sinceit was not actualy their money—but he
curbed histongue, sensing that there was no point. He and Mr. Threader would never agree on athing.
There was no profit to be gained by further discussion anyway, for Mr. Threader’ s fascination with those
ten thousand pounds was the datum that enabled Daniel to solve the equation at last.

“I| wonder if we might have met before, you and |,” Daniel mused. “Long ago.”

“It must have been very long ago indeed, Sir. | never forget—"

“I have perceived that about you, Mr. Threader—that you allow certain things to dip decently into the



past—which ispractica —but you never forget, which isprudent. In thisinstance you have not forgot a
thing; we were not formally introduced. In the summer of 1665, | left London and went out to find refuge
at Epsom. Asvery little traffic was moving on the roads, for fear of the plague, | had to walk from Epsom
town out to John Comstock’ s estate. It was rather along walk, but in no way unpleasant. | recall being
overtaken by a carriage that was on its way to the manor-house. Painted upon its door was a coat of
arms not familiar tome. | saw it severd more times during my stay there. For even though the rest of
England was immobili zed—emba med—the man who went about in that carriage would not sop moving
on any account. His comings and goings were evidence, to me, that the world had not come to an end,
the Apocalypse had not occurred—the hoofbeets of histeam on Comstock’ s carriageway were like the
fant pulsein apatient’s neck, which tellsthe Physcian that the Patient ill lives...”

“Who isthat madman, coming and going in the midst of the Plague,” Daniel asked, “and why does John
Comstock let him into his house? The poxy bastard' Il infect usdl.”

“John Comstock could not exclude that fellow any more than he could ban air from hislungs,” Wilkins
sad. “That ishis money-scrivener.”

Mr. Threader was getting teary-eyed now, though it was atoss-up whether thiswas because of Danid’s
mawkish Narration, or because at long last he understood the nature of Danidl’ s feeble connection to the
Silver Comstocks. Daniel brought the anecdote to a swift merciful conclusion: “Unlessmy memory is
having me off, the same arms are painted on the door of the vehicle in which we are now gtting.”

“Dr. Waterhousg, I'll not sit till while you disparage your faculty of recollection any more, for truly, you
have the memory of an eephant, Sir, and it isno wonder to me that you were gathered in by the Roya
Society at atender age! Y our account iswithout flaw; my late father, may God have mercy on hissoul,
had the honor of being of serviceto the Earl of Epsom, just asyou said, and my brothersand I, during
our gpprenticeships, asit were, did accompany him on severa of hisexcursonsto Epsom.”

HE HAD PROMISEDthat they would go into London the next day, but the matter of the ten thousand
changed everything. Mr. Threader was now in the same predicament as a spider who has unexpectedly
caught something hugein hisweb, which isto say, the newswas good, but much frantic scurrying around
was now demanded of him. So they were detained round Oxford on the 28th and 29th of January.
Again, Danid could have got to London easily but again he resolved to see the journey through with Mr.
Threader. So he nipped into Oxford and renewed friendships or, as warranted, hogtilitieswith scholars at
the University, while Mr. Threader mended the strands of hisloca Web, so unused to such exertions.

On the 30th, which was a Saturday, they got alate sart. Danid firgt had to find a hackney-carriage to
take him from Oxford back out to Woodstock. There was alot of blundering about in the woods there
trying to rendezvous with Mr. Threader’ strain. When he spied it, drawn up before a cottage on the edge
of thewood, he saw that he wastoo early after al, asthe horseswere dl in their feed-bags. He had the
hackney-driver unload his trunks on the spot, so that Mr. Threader’ s men could get them packed on the
right cart. But Daniel himsdf remained in the hackney-coach, and asked the driver to continueamile
down the road and drop him off, so that he could enjoy astroll back through the woods. If they were
going to attempt to makeit al the way to London today, this would be hislast opportunity to stretch his

legs

The woods were pleasant enough. Spring wastrying to come early. Even though branches were bare,
holly and ivy provided some greenery. But the road was a d ough, with puddiesthat would have
challenged an abatross. It seemed to be cutting round the base of arise situate between him and the



cottage, and so Daniel angled away fromiit first chance he got, taking what looked like agametrail up
onto higher and firmer ground. Reaching the top of the rise he was faintly disgppointed to discover the
cottage just where he had expected to find it. Decades had passed since he had enjoyed the thrill of
getting lost. So down he went, and approached the little compound from its back side, and thereby saw
something through awindow.

The three wooden chests from Mr. Threader’ s baggage cart had been brought in and unlocked. They
contained scales—exquisite scales made out of gold, so that cycles of tarnishing and polishing would not,
over the years, throw off their balance. In front of each scale sat one of Mr. Threader’ s assistants,
weighing golden coins, one a atime. Another assistant was counting the coins out of achest and
distributing them, as needed, to the weighers, who stacked the weighed coins one a atime on
embroidered green fdlt cloths that they had unrolled on the tabletop. Each weigher was maintaining three
stacks of coins; the stack in the middle tended to be higher than the other two. When a stack grew
precariousit would be carried off, counted, and deposited in one of Mr. Threader’ s strong-boxes. Or
that was the generd impression Danid collected peering through bubbly ancient window-panes with
Sxty-seven-year-old eyes.

Then he remembered the warning that Will had spoken to him at the Saracen’ sHead. He knew instantly
that, even though he had come thisway with intentions wholly innocent, and stumbled upon this scene by
chance, it would never beviewed that way. He began to fed actud guilt-pangs even though he was
blameess. Thiswas amiraculous prodigy of self-shaming that was taught to young Puritans by their
elders, as Gypsiestaught their children to swallow fire. He skulked back into the forest like a poacher
who has stumbled upon the gamekeeper’ s camp, and worked his way round to the road, and
approached the carts from that side, just as the scales and strong-boxes were being |oaded onto the carts

for transport.

They began to work their way down the gantlet of thriving river portsthat crowded the brinks of the
Thames. It was market-day in severa of the townsthey passed through, which impeded their progress,
and at the end of the day they had got no farther than Windsor. This suited Mr. Threader, who perceived
opportunities for conversation and profit in that district, so lousy with Viscounts, Earls, & ¢. Danid was of
amind to gtroll up the road to the nearby town of Slough, which wasfull of inns, including one or two
newish-looking ones where he thought he could find decent lodgings. Mr. Threader deemed the plan
insane, and watched Danid set out on the journey with extreme trepidation, and not before Daniel had, in
the presence of severd witnesses, released Mr. Threader from liability. But Danid had scarcely got
himsdf into agood walking-rhythm before he was recognized and hailed by aloca petty noble who was
aFdlow of the Roya Society, and who insisted that Daniel accompany him to his house near Eton and
stay the night in his guest bedchamber. Danid accepted gladly—to the fascination of Mr. Threader, who
saw it play out in the carriageway, and found it extremely singular, verging on suspicious, that achap such
as Daniel should be thus recognized and plucked out of the crowd simply because of what went onin his
brain.

The next day, Sunday, January 31<t, 1714, Danid did not get breakfast, because none was served. His
host had given hiskitchen staff the day off. Instead he was hustled off to a splendid church between
Windsor and London. It was exactly the sort of church that Drake would have set fire to with extreme
prejudice during the Civil War. Asamatter of fact, the longer Danidl looked at it, the more certain he
became that Drakehad torched it, and that Daniel had watched. No matter; as Mr. Threader would say,
that wasin the past. The church was vaulted with afair new roof now. Daniel’ s bum, and the bums of the
noble and gentle congregants, were kept up off the stony floor by most excellent carven pews, which
were rented out to the occupants at annud rates that Daniel did not dare to even think about.

This seemed like the sort of High-Flyer church where the minister would wear glorious raments. And



maybe it was. But not today. He trudged up the aidein burlap, his head hung low, pdlid knuckleslocked
together below his chin, dolorous musick wheezing out of the organ, played upon reed stops that mocked
the rumblings of the parishioners empty stcomachs.

"Twas ascene of pre-Norman gloom. Daniel half expected to see Vikings crash through the stained
glasswindows and begin raping the ladies. He was quite certain that Queen Anne must have suffered
another Setback, or the French unloaded a hundred regiments of Irishmen in the Thames Estuary. But
when they had got through the obligatory stuff in the beginning of the service, and the Minigter findly had
an opportunity to stand up and share what was on hismind, it turned out that al of thisfasting,
humiliation, and wearing of rough garmentswasto bewall an event that Danidl had persondly witnessed,
from a convenient perch on hisfather’ s shoulders, sixty-five years earlier.

“THOSE PEOPLE MIGHT ASWEL L have been Hindoosto me!” he shouted as he was diving into
Mr. Threader’ s carriage three hours later—scant moments after the Recessiond dirge had expired.

Then he looked a Mr. Threader, expecting to see the man' s periwig turned into animbus of crackling
flames, and his spectacle-frames dripping, molten, from hisears, for Danidl’ s humours got sorely out of
bal ance when he was not fed, and he was quite certain that fire must be vomiting from his mouth, and
gparksflying from hiseyes. But Mr. Threader merdly blinked in wonderment. Then hiswhite eyebrows,
which were not on fire at dl, went up, which waswhat Mr. Threader did when overtaken by the urgeto
amile

Danid knew that Mr. Threader was fedling that urge for the following reason: that now, in thefind hours
of their two-week trek, starvation and aHigh Church sermon had succeeded where Mr. Threader had
failed: thereal Danid Waterhouse had been unmasked.

“I see no Hindoos, Dr. Waterhouse, only aflock of good English parishioners, emerging not from a
heathen temple but from a church—the Established Church of thisRedm, in case you were
misinformed.”

“Do you know what they were doing?’
“That | do, gir, for | wasin the church too, though | must admit, in aless expensive paw...”

“ ‘Expiaing the horrid Sin committed in the execrable Murder of the Royd Martyr! Remembrancing his
rank Butchery at the Hands of the Mobb!” ”

“This confirms that we did attend the ssme sarvice”

“I wasthere,” Daniel said—referring to the rank Butchery—"and to meit looked like a perfectly regular
and well-ordered proceeding.” He had, by thistime, had afew momentsto compose himsalf, and did not
fed that he was spewing flames any more. He uttered thislast in avery mild conversationa tone. Yet it
affected Mr. Threader far more strongly than anything Daniel could have screamed or shouted at him.
The conversation stopped as dramatically asit had begun. Little was said for an hour, and then another,
asthe carriage, and the train of wagons bringing up the rear, found itsway dong town stregtsto the
Oxford Road, and turned towards the City, and made its way eastwards across a green, pond-scattered
landscape. Mr. Threader, who was facing forward, stared out a side window and looked alarmed, then
pensive, then sad. Danie recognized thistrain of emotionsal too wdll; it was atrestment meted out by
evangdicasto Damnable Sinners. The sadness would soon give way to determination. Then Danid could



expect afiery last-ditch conversion attempt.

Daniel was facing backwards, watching the road pass under the wheels of the baggage-cart. On that
cart, heknew, was Mr. Threader’ s strangely over-organized collection of strong-boxes. Thisput himin
mind of amuch-needed change of subject.

“Mr. Threader. How shdl | compensate you?’
“Mm—Dr. Waterhouse? What?’

“Y ou have not only transported me but boarded me, entertained me, and edified me, for two weeks,
and | owe you money.”

“No. Not at al, actudly. | am avery particular man, Mr. Waterhouse, in my dedlings. Had | desired
compensation, I’ d have said as much before we set out from Tavistock, and I'd have held you to it. As|
did not do sothen | cannot accept a penny from younow. ”

“I' had in mind more than apenny —"

“Dr. Waterhouse, you have made alengthy journey—an unimaginable journey, to me—and are far from
home, it would be a gn to accept so much as afarthing from your purse.”

“My purse need not enter into it, Mr. Threader. | have not undertaken thisjourney without backing. My
banker in the City will not hesitate to advance you an equitable sum, on the credit of the Person who has
underwritten my travels”

Now Mr. Threader was, at leat, interested; he stopped |ooking out the window, and turned his
attention to Danid. “1'll not takeanyone' s money—yours, your banker’s, or your backer’s, sir. And I'll
not ask who your backeris, for it has gradually become obviousto methat your errand is—likea
bat—dark, furtive, and delicate. But if you would be so good asto indulge my professiond curiogity on
onesmall matter, | should consider your account paid in full.”

“Nameit.”
“Whoisyour banker?’
“Living as| doin Boston, | have no need of abank in London—but | am fortunate enough to have a

family connexion in that business, whom | can call upon as the occasion demands: my nephew, Mr.
William Ham.”

“Mr. William Ham! Of Ham Brothers! The money-goldsmiths who went bankrupt!”

“Y ou arethinking of hisfather . William was only aboy then.” Danidl began to explain young William's
career at the Bank of England but he bated, seeing aglassy look on Mr. Threader’ sface.

“The money-goldsmiths!” Mr. Threader reiterated, “ The money-goldsmiths.” Something in histone put
Danid in mind of Hooke identifying a parasite under amicroscope. “Well, you seethen, it' sof no
account anyway, Dr. Waterhouse, as| do not think that Mr. Ham’s money would have any utility for me.”

Danid understood now that Mr. Threader had set atrap by asking for the name of his banker. Saying to
Mr. Threader, amoney-scrivener,My banker isamoney-goldsmith , waslike mentioning to an



Archbishopl attend church in abarn : proof that he belonged to the Enemy. The trgp had sprung on him
now; and, whether by design or no, it happened at the moment they trundled through Tyburn Cross,
where limbs of freshly quartered criminals were spiked to the scaffold, festooned with unraveled bowels.
Mr. Threader proclaimed, “Coinersl” with the finaity of aNorn.

“They’ re drawing and quartering people forthat now?’

“Sir Isaac is determined to root them out. He has brought the judicial Powersround to hisview, whichis
that counterfeiting is not just a petty crime—it is high treason! High treason, Dr. Waterhouse. And every
coiner that Sir 1saac catches, ends upthudy , torn by flies and ravens at Tyburn Cross.”

Then, asif it were the most natural Transition imaginable, Mr. Threader—who had leaned far forward
and screwed his head around to contemplate, at greater length, the festering shreds of Sir |saac’ s latest
kills—fell back into his repose with a contented sigh, and fastened the same sort of look on the tip of
Daniel’ snose. “Y ou were there when Charles the First was decapitated?’

“That iswhat | told you, Mr. Threader. And | wasstartled, to say the least, to enter a church three score
and five yearslater, and be confronted with evidence that these High Church folk have not yet recovered
from the event. Do you have any idea, Mr. Threader, how many Englishmen perished in the Civil War?
In accordance with our norms, | shall not even mention Irishmen.”

“No, I'venoidea...”

“Precisaly! And so to make such a bother about one chap seems as bizarre, idolatrous, fetishistic, and
beside the point to me, as Hindoos venerating Cows.”

“Helived in the neighborhood,” said Mr. Threader, meaning Windsor.

“A loca connexion that was not even mentioned in the homily—noat, | say, in thefirst, the second, or the
third hour of it. Rather, | heard much talk that sounded to me likepalitics. ”

“Toyou.Yes. Buttome, Dr. Waterhouss, it sounded likechurch. Wheress, if we wereto go there—"
and Mr. Threader pointed at abarn in afield to the north side of Tyburn Road, surrounded by carriages,
and emanating four-part harmony; i.e., aMeeting-House of some Gathered Church “—we would hear
much that would sound like church toyou , and politicstome.”

“Tomeit would sound like common sense,” Daniel demurred, “and | hope that in time you would come
round to the same opinion—which would be an impossibility forme, inthere —" Fortuitoudy, they had
just crossed over some important new street that had not existed, or had been just acow-path, in
Danid’ sday; but never mind, as looking north he saw Oxford Chapd just where it had always been, and
s0 hewas ableto thrust hisfinger a an Anglican church-steeple, which was dl he wanted to illustrate his
point. “—in that thereisno senseto it whatever, only mindlessritud!”

“It isnaturaly the case that Mysteries of Faith do not lend themselves to commonsensical explanation.”
“You, Sr, might aswell be aCatholic, if that iswhat you believe.”

“And you, S, might aswell be an Atheis—unless, like so many of the Roya Society, you have, on your
way to Atheism, chosen to pause for refreshment at the Spring of Arianism.”

Danid wasfascinated. “Isit widdy known—orsupposed , | should say—that the Roya Society isanest



of Arianism?’
“Only among those capable of recognizing theobvious, sr.”

“Those cgpable of recognizing theobvious might conclude from the service you and | have just been
subjected to, that this country isruled by Jacobites—and ruled, | say, thudy from the verytop .”

“Y our powers of perception put mine to shame, Dr. Waterhousg, if you know the Queen’smind on this
guestion. The Pretender may be a staunch Catholic, and he may be in France, but heis her brother! And
at the end of a poor old lonely woman’slife, to expect that she' Il not be swayed by such congderationsis
inhumane”

“Not nearly asinhumane as the welcome her brother would recaeiveif he came to these shores styling
himsdf King. Consder the example just cited, so tedioudy, in church.”

“Y our candor is bracing. Among my circle, one does not alude so freely to Decapitation of Kingsby a
Mobb.”

“I am glad that you are braced, Mr. Threader. | am merely hungry.”
“To meyou seemthirgy —”

“For blood?’

“Forroyd blood.”

“The blood of the Pretender isnot royd, for heisno King, and never will be. | saw hisfather’sblood,
streaming out of his nogtrilsin agin-house a Sheerness, and | saw hisuncle sblood being let from his
jugulars at Whitehdl, and his grandfather’ s plashing dl round the scaffold at the Banqueting House,
sxty-five years ago today, and none of it looked different from the blood of convictsthat we put up in
jarsat the Royd Society. If spilling the Pretender’ s blood prevents another Civil War, why spill it.”

“Y ou redly should moderate your language, sir. If the Pretender did come to the throne, the words you
just spoke would be high treason, and you would be dragged on a dedge to the place we have just put
behind us, where you would be half-hanged, drawn, and quartered.”

“I amply find it inconcelvable that that man would ever be suffered to reign over England.”

“Wecall it the United Kingdom now. If you were fresh from New England, Dr. Waterhouse, whichisa
hot-bed of Dissidents, or if you had been dwelling too long in London, where Whigs and Parliament lord
it over ordinary sengble Englishmen, then | should understand why you fedl asyou do. But during our
journey | have showed you Englandasit is, not as Whigs phant’ sy it to be. How can aman of your
intelligence not perceaive the wedth of this country—the wealthtempora of our commerce and the wealth
spiritud of our Church? For | say to you that if you did comprehend that wealth you wouldcertainly be a
Tory,possibly even a Jacobite.”

“Thespiritud side of the account is balanced, and perhaps o’ er-balanced, by the congregations who
gather together in Meeting-Houses, where one does not need to Sign alease, to Sit on apew. So we may
leave Church-disputes out of the reckoning. Wheremoney is concerned, | shall confess, that the
prosperity of the countryside quite overtopped my expectations. But it comesto little when set againgt the
wedlth of the City.”



Timing once again favored Danid, for they were now on Oxford Street. To the carriage sleft Sde, the
Green Lane stretched northwards across open country, threading itsway between parks, gardens and
farms, darting into little vales and bounding over rises. To theright Sdeit wasal built-up: adevelopment
that had been only agleam in Sterling’ s* eye twenty years ago: Soho Square. Gesturing first thisway,
then that, Daniel continued: “For the country draws its revenue from afixed stock: sheep eating grass.
Wheress, the City drawsitswedth from foreign trade, which is ever-increasing and, | say, inexhaustible.”

“Oh, Dr. Waterhouse, | am so pleased that Providence has given me the opportunity to set you right on
that score, before you got to London and embarrassed yourself by holding views that stopped being true
while you were gone. For look, we are come to Tottenham Court Road, the city beginsin earnest.” Mr.
Threader pounded on the roof and called out the window to the driver, “High Street isimpassable for
re-paving, jog left and take Great Russdll round to High Holborn!”

“On the contrary, Mr. Threader. | know that the Tories have established their own Bank, asariva and
acounterpoise to the Bank of England. But the Bank of England is capitalized with East Indiashares. The
equity of the Tories Land Bank is, smply, land. And East Indiatrade grows from year to year. But of
land thereis afixed quantity, unless you mean to emulate the Dutch, and manufacture your own.”

“Thisiswhere you need to be st to rights, Dr. Waterhouse. The Land Bank isan antiquarian folly, for
just the reasons you have set forth. But thisin no way signifiesthat the Bank of England holdsa
monopoly. On the contrary. With all due respect to the busy, but misguided men of the Juncto, their
Bank’shedth is as precarious as the Queen’s. The war we have just brought to an end was a Whig war,
pressed upon areluctant Queen by the importunities of awarlike Parliament, led by a Juncto intoxicated
by dreams of adventures on foreign soil. They got the money by taxing the people of the country—and |
know whereof | speak, for they are my friendsl—and they got that money into the coffers of the Duke of
Marlborough’sarmy by means of loans, brokered in the City, at great persona profit, by Whig bankers
and money-goldsmiths. Oh, it was very lucrative for atime, Mr. Waterhouse, and if you wereto believe
the representations made by my lord Ravenscar, why, you might be forgiven for thinking it wasdl
profitable to the Bank of England. Thereishishouse, by theway,” Mr. Threader remarked, as he peered
at aspreading Barock pile on the north side of Great Russdll Street. “ Unspeakably vulgar,
quintessentialynouveau ..."

“I wasthe architect,” Daniel said mildly.
“Of thefird bit,” said Mr. Threader after only amoment’ s break, “which was admirable, ajewel-box.
Pity what has been inflicted on it since you left. Y ou know both the Golden, and the Silver, Comstocks.

Fascinating! Ravenscar isno longer in aposition to afford the best, and so, as you can plainly see, he
makes up in ostentation and volume what he cannot have in taste and qudity. His mistress seemsto find it

plessing.”
] Oh.ll
“Y ou do know who my lord Ravenscar’ s mistressis?’

“I’'ve no idea, Mr. Threader; when | knew him, he had a different whore every week, and sometimes
three at once. Who is hiswhore presently?’

“The niece of Sir | saac Newton.”

Danid could not bear thisand so he said the first thing that came into his head: “ That is where we used



tolive”

He nodded southwards across Waterhouse Square, and dipped far down in his seat so that he could get
alook at the house that brother Raleigh had built on the rubble of the one where Drake had been blown
up. This change of position brought him knee-to-knee with Mr. Threader, who seemed to know the story
of Drake' sdemise, and observed arespectful silence asthey circumvented the square. Gazing, from his
low-down position, over the skyline of the city, Danid was shocked by a glimpse of an enormous dome:
the new St. Paul’s. Then the carriage rounded aturn onto Holborn and helost it.

“Y ou were making some comment about banks, earlier?” Daniel inquired, in adesperate bid to purge his
mind of theimage of Roger Comstock putting his poxy yard into Isaac’ s niece.

“It went poorly for the Whigs, very poorly indeed, in the last years of the war!” Mr. Threader answered,
grateful to’ ve been given the opportunity to recount the misfortunes of the Juncto. “Bankruptcy forced
England to do what France could not: suefor peace, without having accomplished the chief gods of the
war. No wonder Marlborough fled the country in disgrace, no wonder at al!”

“I cannot believe East Indiatrade will be depressed for very long, though.”

Mr. Threader leaned forward, ready with an answer, but was tripped up by an interruption, of a
professona nature, from the driver.

“Dr. Waterhousg, if you would be so good as to specify any destination in greater London, it would be
my honor and privilege to convey you to it; but we are approaching Holborn Bridge, the gates and wall
of the ancient City are within view, and you must decide now, unless you redlly want to accompany me
al theway to ChangeAlley.”

“That isvery kind of you, Mr. Threader. | shdl lodge at the Royal Society to-night.”

“Right, guv'nor!” said the driver, who could overhear conversations when he needed to. Heturned his
attention to his horses, then, and addressed them in dtogether different language.

“Bad luck that that the Royal Society has moved out of Gresham’s College,” Mr. Threader asserted.

“The ddicacy of your discourseisacontinua wonder to me, sr.” Danidl sighed, for in truth, the Royal
Society had been thrown out of that mouldering pile after Hooke—who, for many years, had defended
their lease with hisusud vicious tenacity—had died in 1703. Without Hooke, they had only been ableto
delay the eviction. And they had delayed it superbly, but as of four years ago they werein new quarters
off Fleet Stret. “Those of uswho sank our money into the bonds that paid for the new building, might
employ stronger language than *bad luck.” ”

“Itisapropos, gr, that you should bring up the topic of investments. | had been about to mention that,
should we have taken you to Gresham'’ s College, we should have passed by the front of anew edifice, at
Threadneedle and Bishopsgate, that might fairly be called anew Wonder of the World.”

“What—your offices, Mr. Threader?’

Mr. Threader chuckled palitely. Then he got adistracted ook, for the carriage had s owed down, and
tilted dightly, depressing him and eevating Daniel. They were climbing agentle grade. Mr. Threader’s
gaze bounced from the left window to the right, and stuck there, fixed on the sight of St. Andrew’s
church-yard, ahuddled mob of gray head-stones fading into the twilight of the absurdly truncated



mid-winter day. Daniel, who even in daylight would have been at some difficulty to keep track of where
they werein this new London, redlized that they were il rattling eastwards down High Holborn; they
had missed severa turns, viz. Chancery Lane and Fetter Lane, that would have taken them down toward
Fleet Street. AsSt. Andrew’ sfdll away &ft, they missed yet another: Shoe Lane. They were climbing the
approaches to the bridge where Holborn, like a country gentleman stepping over aturd-pile, crossed the
Flet Ditch.

Mr. Threader rapped on the roof. “The Roya Society isno longer at Gresham’s College!” he explained
to the driver. “They have moved to a court off of Fleet Street—"

“Crane Court,” Daniel said. “Near Fetter Lane, or so | am informed.”

The driver now murmured something, asif he were ashamed to speak it aloud.

“Would you be offended, affrighted, sickened, or in any wise put out, if we were to go down the Fleet?’
“Aslong aswe do not attempt it in aboat, Mr. Threader.”

Mr. Threader put thetips of hisfingersto his mouth, lest the mere suggestion should cause him to throw
up. Meanwhilewith his other hand he made a coded rap on the celling. The driver immediately guided his
team toward the right edge of the street. “ The brink of our Cloaca Maxima has been shored up since you
last, r—"

“Made aDeposit into aVault?”

“Asit were, Dr. Waterhouse. And it is still early enough that the nocturnd traffic shal not have built to
the pitch of activity one would so desperately wish to avoid, later.”

Daniel could not see where they were going, but he could smell it now, and he could fed the carriage
swerving away from the foot of the Holborn Bridge, and dowing to negotiate the turn southwards. He
leaned forward and looked out the window down the length of the Fleet Ditch, ablack and apparently
bottomless dot in along dab of unspeskably stained pavement, running due south to the Thames. The
sky abovetheriver shed aflinty twilight on this gap, from which the buildings of the city seemed to draw
back in dismay. In defiance of Mr. Threader’ s optimistic prediction, an ox-cart, conssting of agiant
barrel on wheels, had backed up to the edge of the ditch and opened alarge orificein itsrear to spew a
chunky brown cataract into this, the least favored tributary of the Thames. The sounds coming up from
the depths below, indicated that it was striking something other than clear running water. Making aquick
scan of the length of the Ditch between them and the Fleet Bridge, about a quarter of amile
downstream—if “downstream” had any meaning here—Daniel saw two other such carts doing the same
thing, or getting ready to. Other than the usual crew of idlers, vagrants, thieves, shake-rags, and
disgraced preachers sdlling instant weddings, there was no traffic, other than asingle sedan-chair, which
was just emerging from an dley on the opposite bank of the ditch, and in the act of turning north towards
Holborn. As Danid caught sight of it, it faltered and stopped. The faces of the two men carrying it waxed
likeapair of moons asthey turned to look at Mr. Threader’ strain. Then the carriage in which Danid was
riding executed its turn. The Ditch sivung out of Daniel’ s view, and was replaced by thefirst in avarious
row of cookeries and market-stalls, not al that bad here, close to Holborn, but bound to degenerate
rapidly asthey moved on. Danid turned his head the other way to look out at the Ditch. A dablikewall
rose from the opposite bank, ventilated by afew windows barred with heavy grids: the front of the Fleet
Prison. His view was then blocked by the nogtrils of an ox towing avault-wagon. A whiff camein the
window that pardyzed him for afew moments.



“Deposits must be down to-day, and vaults empty, as o many are fasting in remembrance of the Royal
Martyr,” Daniel observed sourly, for he could tell that Mr. Threader wanted to continue talking about
Financid Inditutions.

“If | were coming to London a-fresh, Dr. Waterhouse, and wished to align my persond interestswith a
bank, 1 should pass the Bank of England by—passit right by, | say! For your own sake! And keep right

ongoing.”

“To the Roya Exchange, you mean...one or two doors down, on the opposite side...”
“No, no, no.”

“Ah, you are speaking of Change Alley, where the stock-jobbers swarm.”

“That isoff Cornhill. Therefore, in agtrictly cartographic sense, you are getting colder. But in another,
you are getting warmer.”

“You aretrying to interest me in some security that istraded in Change Alley. But it issuesfrom an
Eighth Wonder of the World that is on Threadneedle, near Gresham's College. Itisamost imposing
riddle, Mr. Threader, and | am ill-equipped to answer it, as|’ve not frequented that busy, busy
neighborhood for twenty years.”

Danidl now leaned to one side, planting his elbow on an arm-rest and supporting his chin on hishand. He
did 0, not because he wastired and weak from hunger (though he was), but so that he could see round
Mr. Threader’ shead out the rear window of the carriage. For he had glimpsed a peculiar apparition
overtaking them. A rustic person would have guessed it to be a coffin levitating through the air. And
considering the number of corpsesthat had been disposed of in Fleet Ditch over the centuries, there was
no better place in London for ahaunting. But Daniel knew it was asedan chair, probably the same one
that had emerged, afew moments ago, from the aley acrossthe way. Looking across the Ditch Daniel
could seedirectly into that dley, or onelikeit, and it seemed to him like the vertica equivaent of the
Fleet Ditchitself, ablack dot filled with who knew what sort of vileness. What had a sedan chair been
doing in such a place? Perhaps taking a gentleman to an unspeskably perversetryst. At any rateit was
now gaining ground on them, coming up along one side. It got close enough that Daniel could Sit up
sraight and view it directly out the carriage’ s Sde window. The windows of the sedan chair—assuming it
had windows—were screened with black stuff, like a confession-booth in a Papist church, and so Daniel
could not seeinto it. He could not even be certain that anyone was inside, though the ponderous jouncing
of the box on its poles, and the obvious strain on the two massive blokes who were carrying it, suggested
that something wasin there.

But after severa moments these porters seemed to hear some command from inside the box, and then
they gratefully dackened their pace and allowed Mr. Threader’ s carriage to pull away from them.

Mr. Threader, meanwhile, had resorted to complicated hand-gestures, and was staring at a distant point
above Danidl’ s head.

“Proceed to the fork in the road, there, where Pig Street |leads away from Threadneedle. Whether you
go right, toward Bishopsgate, or |eft up Pig toward Gresham’s College, you will in afew moments come
to the offices of the South Sea Company, which, though it isonly three years old, aready spansthe
interva between those two ways.”

“And what do you propose | should do there?’



“Invest! Open an account! Align your interests!”
“Isit just another Tory land bank?’

“Oh, on the contrary! Y ou are not the only one to perceive the wisdom of investing in the future increase
of foreign trade!”

“The South Sea Company, then, has such interests. . .where? South America?’
“Initsorigina conception, yes. But, as of afew monthsago, itstrue wedth liesin Africa”

“Africal That isvery strange. It puts mein mind of the Duke of Y ork’s Africa Company, fifty years ago,
before London burned.”

“Think of it asthe Roya Africa Company, risen from the ashes. Just asthe capital stock of the Bank of
England isthe East India Company, that of the South Sea Company isthe Asento.”

“Even | know that thisword Asiento is linked somehow to the Peace, but I’ ve been terribly
digtracted—"

“We could not win the war—could not didodge the grandson of Louis X1V from the Throne of
Spain—but we did extract certain concessions from him. One of which wasthe entireright of shipping
davesfrom Africato the New World. Mr. Harley, our Lord Treasurer, made arrangements for this
Asento to become an asset, as it were, of the South Sea Company.”

“How splendid.”

“Asthe commerce of Americagrows, so the demand for davesfrom Africawill grow agpace with it, and
30 there can be no sounder investment than the Asiento, no surer foundation for abank, for afortune—"

“Or for apolitica party,” Daniel sad.

Mr. Threader raised his eyebrows. Then they passed by another vault-wagon, forcing them to keep their
mouths, and even their eyes, closed for afew moments.

Mr. Threader recovered quicker, and said: “ Steamn,on the other hand, Sir, | would hold in very low
esteem, if you'll indulge mein aspot of word-play.”

“Itislamentably latein thisjourney, and this conversation, Sir, for you to be divulging thisto me.”
“Divulging whet, Dr. Waterhouse?’

“That you think the Earl of Lostwithid islaunching amad enterprise, and that you believe your clients
should put their money, rather, into the Asento.”

“| shdl put their money where they have directed meto put it. But | cannot help observing, that the
nearly limitless coast of Africais crowded with daves, driven out from theinterior by their more ferocious
cousins, and virtudly freefor the picking. If | wish to pump water from a Cornish tin-mine, Dr.
Waterhouse, | need not pay Mr. Newcomen to erect afrightful Engine; now that we have the Asiento, |
need only send a ship southwards, and in afew weeks timel shall have dl the daves| need, to pump



the water out by stepping on tread-mills, or, if | prefer, to suck it out through hollow straws and spit it
intothe sea”

“Englishmen are not used to seeing their mines and pastures crowded with Blackamoors toiling under the
lash,” Daniel remarked.

“Whereas, seam-engines are afamiliar sght !?” asked Mr. Threader triumphantly.

Danid was overcome with tiredness and hunger, and leaned his head back with asough, fedling that only
amiracle could get him out of this conversation whole. At the same moment, they arrived at the Fleet
Bridge. They turned right and began back-tracking westwards, since the driver had over-shot their
degtination. Danidl, who, as dways, had aview out the rear window of the vehicle, was confronted
suddenly by the astonishing sight of a colossal stone egg rising up out of the street lessthan half amile
away, reigning over the low buildings of London like a Khan over amillion serfs. Thiswas by awide
margin the largest building Daniel had ever seen, and something about it replenished hisenergies.

“Nothing about the English landscape isforever fixed. Just as you have probably grown used to the
presence of that Dome,” Danid said, nodding down Fleet to S. Paul’s, and obliging Mr. Threader to
turn around and rediscover it, “we might grow accustomed to multitudes of black daves, or
steam-engines, or both. | speculate that thecharacter of England is more congtant. And | flatter us by
assarting, furthermore, thatingenuity isamore essential element of that character thancrudty .
Steam-engines, being a product of the former virtue, are easier to reconcile with the English scene than
davery, whichisaproduct of the latter vice. Accordingly, if | had money to bet, I’d bet it on
Seam-engines.”

“But daveswork and steam-enginesdon’t !”

“But daves canstop working. Steam-engines, once Mr. Newcomen has got them going, can never stop,
because unlike daves, they do not have free will.”

“But how isan ordinary investor to match your level of confidence, Dr. Waterhouse?’

“By looking athat, ” Daniel answered, nodding at St. Paul’s, “and noting that it does not fall down. Go
and examine its arches, Mr. Threader, and you will seethat they arein the shape of parabolas. Sir
Christopher Wren made them thus, on the advice of Hooke; for Hooke shewed that it should be so.”

“Y ou have quite wandered away from me. It isan excellent church. | see no connection to
seam-engines.”

“Both church-domes and engines are subject to physica laws, which are, in turn, amenable to
mathematickal calculations; and we know thelaws,” Danid announced. “It isat least aswell-founded as
what you do for aliving.”

They had cometo a hdt before the mouse-hole in the north side of Fleet Street that led to Crane Court.
The driver maneuvered histeam into it, giving directionsto the other driversthat the baggage-cart done
should follow; the remainder of the train, consisting by this point of two large carriages and a second
baggage-wain, wereto remain in Fleet Street, and to get themsalves turned around and aimed in the
direction of Ludgate.

Getting the horses, their tack, and the carriage to pass through that archway was a bit like funnding a
mode ship, rigging a-luff, through the neck of ajug. At one point they drew to afull stop and Danid,



glancing out a side-window, found himsalf within kissing range of a pedestrian—gawky, post-smalpox,
perhaps thirty years of age—whose advance down Fleet Street had been barred by al of Mr.
Threader’ s maneuvers. Thisfelow, who affected aratty horse-hair wig, and who carried asmoky
lanthorn in one hand and a staff in the other, peered in on them with frank curiosity that Mr. Threader
found unseemly. “Go to, go to, sirrah, we are no concern of the Watch!”

The carriage moved forward into the narrow cul-de-sac of Crane Court.
“One of the Royd Society’ s new neighbors?” Daniel asked.
“That watchman? No, | should think not!”

“Each inhabitant is supposed to take histurn on the Watch,” Danidl said pedantically, “and so |
assumed...”

“That was twenty years ago when the Act was passed,” Mr. Threader returned, sorrowful over Danidl’s
naiveté. “It has become the practice for householdersto pool abit of money and pay some
fdlow—usudly some caitiff from Southwark—to do the chorein their stead. Asyou encountered him
thisevening, so shdl youevery evening, unlessyou have the good fortune to pass by while heisin Pub.”

Still they were making their way, tentatively, down Crane Court. Once they had squeezed through the
entrance, it had broadened dightly, to the point where two oncoming carriages might scrape past each
other.

“I rather thought we should be leaving you off at the home of some digtinguished Fellow,” said the
bemused Mr. Threader. “I say, you're not on the outs with them, are you?’ he jested, trying to terminate
their journey on ajolly note,

| shal be soon enough.”| have severd invitationsin my pocket, and mean to spend them
methodicaly—"

“Likeamiser with hiscoind” said Mr. Threeder, il trying to haul Danid up to theleve of jovidity that
he considered suitable upon parting; perhaps this meant he wanted to see Danid again.

“Or asoldier with his pouch of bals,” Danid returned.
“Y ou may add one more!”
“I beg your pardon?’

“Invitation! Y ou must come and lodge with me for afew days, Dr. Waterhouse; | shdl takeit asan
affront if you do not.”

Before Danid could think of a polite way to beg off, the carriage came to astop, and at the same
moment the door was pulled open by afellow Danidl assumed was a porter, abeit over-dressed for the
jobin his Sunday church-going togs. He was not a porter of the gorillatype, but rather tal, of reasonably
norma proportions, perhaps forty-five years old, clean-shaven, dmost gentlemanly.

“Itisl,” Daniel volunteered, as this man could not seem to decide which of the two passengers wasthe
honored guest.



“Welcometo Crane Court, Dr. Waterhouse,” said the porter, sincerely but coolly, speaking in aFrench
accent. “1 am Henry Arlanc, at your service.”

“A Huguenot,” muttered Mr. Threader as Henry Arlanc helped Daniel down onto the pavement.

Danid glanced at the front of the house that formed the end of the court, but it looked just like the
engravings, which wasto say, very plain and smple. He turned to look back towards Fleet Street. His
view was blocked by the baggage-cart, which had taken longer to negotiate the entrance, and was ill
fifty feet away, lumbering towardsthem.“Merci,” said Mr. Threader as Arlanc helped him out.

Daniel moved over to one side so that he could peer between the baggage-cart and the line of
house-fronts running down to Fleet. His night vision was not what it had once been, but he thought he
could seethe glimmer of the inquisitive watchman' slanthorn limning the arch, perhaps three hundred feet
away. He was bothering someone else now, someone in asedan chair.

The luggage wagon suddenly got much larger, asif agiant bladder had been inflated to fill the entire
width of the court. Danidl had scarcely registered that impression, when it became a source of light. Then
it seemed aradiant yellow fist was punching at Danid through a curtain of iron-colored smoke. The
punch was pulled long before it reached him, and collapsed and paled into an ashy cloud. But he had felt
its heet on hisface, and things had flown out of it and struck him. Crane Court was now enlivened by the
music of fagry-bells as golden coins sought out resting-places on the paving-stones, and fell in twirling
parabolas onto the roof-tiles. Some of them must have been flung straight up inthe air for great distances
because they continued to land hard and to bounce high for severa seconds after Danidl had found his
own resting-place: on hisarsein the street. The court had been blocked off by awall of smokewhich
now advanced to surround him; he could not see his own feet. But he could smdll the smoke; it was
sulfurous, unmistakenly the product of the combustion of gunpowder. Mixed in with that was a sharper
chymical scent that Daniel probably could have identified if he had sniffed it in alaboratory; asit was, he
hed distractions.

People were calling names, including his. “I am dl right,” Daniel announced, but it sounded asif his
fingerswerein hisears. He got to hisfeet, spry as atwenty-year-old, and began working hisway down
the court in the direction of Fleet Street. The air was clearer nearer the ground, and he ended up walking
bent nearly double, tracking his progress by the passage of sprayed coins and other detritus under his
feet. Therewasakind of snow fluttering through the smoke aswell: raccoon fur.

“Watchman!” Daniel shouted, “can you hear me?’

“Yes, sr! The Marching Watch has been sent for!”

“I do not care about the Marching Watch, they aretoo late! | want that you should follow that sedan
chair, and tell mewhereit goed”

No answer came back.

Mr. Threader’ svoice came out of the smoke, just afew yards away. “Watchman, follow that sedan
chair and | shdl giveyou aguineal”

“Right you are, Sr!” returned the watchman.

“...or aguined sequivadent value in other goods or services, a my discretion, provided that timely and
useful information, which would not have been obtainable through other means, is brought to me, and me



aone; and note that nothing in this offer shal be construed to create a condition of employment between
you and me, particularly where assumption of liabilities, crimind or civil, is concerned. Did you hear dl of
that, Dr. Waterhouse?’

“Yes, Mr. Threader.”

“It is 0 witnessed this thirty-first day of January, Year of our Lord 1714.” Mr. Threader muttered very
rapidly.

In the next breath, he began finally to answer the hails of his assstants, who had come running up from
Fleet Street and were now tramping blindly through the smoke dl round, hardly less dangerous than the
terrified horses. Having found Mr. Threader and Danid by nearly running them down, they began asking,
repeatedly and redundantly, whether they were dl right; which soon became annoying to Daniel, who
suspected that they were only doing it to be noticed. He told them to instead go and find the driver of the
baggage-cart, who had been airborne when Daniel had logt sight of him.

The smoke wasfindly beginning to clear; it seemed to be draining, rather than rising, from the court. Mr.
Threader approached. “Did anything strike you, Dr. Waterhouse?’

“Not very hard.” For thefirst time it occurred to him to brush himsdlf off. Wood-shards and
raccoon-tufts showered from the folds of his clothing. Hisfinger caught the edge of acoin, which had
been made rough as a saw-blade by the violence of its recent career, and thisfluttered to the ground and
hit with atinny dap. Danid bent to examineit. It wasnot acoin a al. It was aminiature gear. He picked
it up. All round him, Mr. Threader’ s assstants were in Smilar postures, snatching guiness off the ashlars
likeacrew of gleaners. The driver of the baggage-cart was face down, moaning like adrunk as he was
tended to by Henry Arlanc and awoman, possibly Arlanc’ s wife. Someone had had the presence of
mind to draw the other baggage-cart across the entrance of Crane Court so that the Marching
Watch—when and if they arrived—would not smply march in watching for stray coins.

“At therisk of being one of thosebores who will only venture to sate facts after they have become
perfectly obviousto al,” said Mr. Threader, “I guessthat my baggage-cart has just been Blown Up.”

Danid flipped the gear over in hispam severa times, then put it in his pocket. “Without a doubt, your
hypothes s passes the test that we call, Ockham’ s Razor.”

Mr. Threader was strangely merry. For that matter, even Daniel, who had been in asour mood al day
from fasting, was feding abit giddy. He saw Henry Arlanc approaching, wiping traces of blood from his
hands, hisface blackened. “Mr. Arlanc, if you are dl right, would you be so good asto fetch abroom,
and sweep my thingsin-doors?’

Thisactualy produced aguffaw from Mr. Threader. “ Dr. Waterhouse! If | may speak frankly, | had
been concerned that your coonskins would leave you open to ridicule from London’salamode . Butin
the end, the Garment in Question was not even suffered to passthe city gates.”

“It must have been done by someone very young,” Daniel guessed.

“Why do you suppose so, Sir?’

“I have never seen you happier, Mr. Threader! Only afelow who had lived through very little would
imagine that a gentleman of your age and experience would find this sort of thing impressve.”



This hammered abung into Mr. Threader’ sbarrel of chuckles, and straightened him right up for severa
moments. In time he worked hisway back to merry, but only after perilous detours through confused,
astonished, and outraged. “I was about to make asimilar remark directed atyou !” He was less shocked
by the explosion than by Danid’ simputation that it had anything to do withhim . Another cycle of
bewilderment and stifled anger swirled round hisface. Daniel observed with some fascination; Mr.
Threader had facid features after al, plenty of them.

Intheend, al Mr. Threader could do was laugh. “1 was going to express myoutrage, Dr. Waterhouse,
that you imagined this had anything to do withme but | bated. | cannot throw stones, since | have been
guilty,mutatismutandis, of theidentical sn.”

“Y ou thought it was forme !'? But no one knew | was coming,” Danidl said. But he said it weakly, for he
had just remembered the piratesin Cape Cod Bay, and how Edward Teach, literally smouldering on the
poop deck of Queen Anne' s Revenge, had asked for him by name.

“No one, save the entire crew of the ship that put you ashore at Plymouth—for she must have reached
London by now.”

“But no one knewhow | was coming to London.”

“No one, save the Court of Directors, and most of the Investors, of the Proprietors of the Engine for
Raising Water by Fire! Not to mention your Backer.” Mr. Threader then got abright look on hisface
and said, “ Perhaps they were not trying toafright you, but smply tokill you!”

“Oryou, " Danid returned.

“Areyou awagering man, Dr. Waterhouse?’

“I was brought up to loathe it. But my return to London is proof that | am afallen man.”

“Ten guiness”

“On theidentity of theintended victim?’

“Just s0. What say you, Dr. Waterhouse?’

“Asmy lifeisdready staked, ' twere fal se caconomy to quibble over ten guineas. Done.”

Crane Court

EARLY FEBRUARY 1714

But what should be the reason that such agood man should be dl his days so much in the dark?
—JOHNBUNY AN, The Rilgrim’ s Progress

DANIEL’ SFIRST FORTNIGHTat the Roya Society was not equd, in excitement or glamour, to that
fiery Spectacle that had heralded hisarriva. In the minutes after the blast, excitement born of fear had
made him fed half acentury younger. But the next morning, he wokein hislittle guest-garret to discover

that the thrill had vanished as quickly asthe smoke of the blast; while the fear perssted as stubbornly as
the carbon-black scorchesit had sprayed on the pavement. Aches and pains had appeared in every part



of him, asif al the shocks and insults he had suffered since Enoch Root had walked into his Ingtitute
some four months ago, had not been registered at once by his body, but had been marked downina
credit-ledger which had now come due, dl at once, and with usurousinterest.

Much more debilitating was a melancholy that settled over his spirit, and took away hisdesireto edt, to
get out of bed, or even to read. He only stirred at odd intervals when the melancholy condensed into a
raw, beastly fear that set his heart thumping and caused all the blood to drop out of hishead. One
morning before dawn he found himsalf crouching before histiny window, twitching alinen curtain, peering
out at awagon that had trundled into Crane Court to deliver some sea-coal to a neighboring house,
wondering whether the collier and his boys might be disguised murderers.

His own clear awarenessthat he had gone half mad did nothing to lessen the physica power of hisfear,
which moved hisbody with irresstible power, as a sea heaves a svimmer. He got no rest during the two
weeks he spent in that garret, despite staying in bed most of the while, and realized only one gain: namely,
he arrived at a better understanding of the mentality of Sir Isaac Newton. But that hardly seemed likea
reward. It was almogt asif he had suffered a stroke, or ablow to the head, that had stolen away his
faculty of thinking about the future. He was quite certain that his story had cometo an end, that his
sudden journey acrossthe Atlantic was aflash in the pan, which had quite failed to ignite the powder in
the barrel, and that Princess Caroline would purse her lips, shake her head, and writeit dl off asafailed
investment and a Bad Idea. Really he was no better off during that time than he had been tied to Hooke' s
chair a Bedlam being cut for the stone. The pain was not asintense, but the mental state was much the
same: trapped in the here and now like a dog, and not part of any coherent Story.

He got better on Saint Vaentine' s Day. The agent that brought about this miraculous cure was as
obscure as the cause of the diseaseitself. It certainly did not originate from the College of Physicians, for
Danid had used what energies he had to keep the doctors and their lancets at bay. It seemed to issue,
rather, from apart of town that had not existed when Danid had been ayoung man: aplace, just up the
road from Bedlam, cdled Grub Street.

Danidl’smedicine, in other words, was Newspapers. Mrs. Arlanc (thewife of Henry, an English
Dissenter, and the housekeeper of Crane Court) had been faithfully bringing up food, drink, and
new-papers. She had toldvistors that Dr. Waterhouse was degthly ill, andphyscians that he was doing
much better now, and thereby stoppeddl of them from crossing histhreshold. At Daniel’ srequest, she
refrained from bringing him hismall.

Now, most places did not have newspapers, and o, if Mrs. Arlanc had not brought him any, he would
never have known that they were wanting. But London had eighteen of them. ' Twas asif the combination
inone city of too many printing presses; abloody and perpetua atmosphere of Party Malice; and an
infinite supply of coffee; had combined, in some achemical sense, to engender amonstrous prodigy, an
unstanchable wound that bled Ink and would never hedl. Danid, who had grown to maturity in aLondon
where printing presses had to be hidden in hay-wagons to preserve them from the dedgehammers of the
Censor, could not quite believe this at first; but they kept coming, every day. Mrs. Arlanc brought these
to him asif it were perfectly normal for aman to read about al London’s scandals, dudls, catastrophes,
and outrages every morning as he spooned up his porridge.

At first Danid found them intolerable. It was asif the Heet Ditch were being diverted into hislap for half
an hour every day. But once he grew accustomed to them, he began to draw akind of solace from their
very vileness. How salf-absorbed for him to cower in bed, for fear of mysterious enemies, hereinthe
center of ametropolis that wasto Hostility what Pariswasto Taste? To be so unnerved, smply because
someone had tried to blow him up in London, waslike asallor in anava engagement pouting and sulking
because one of hisfellows had stepped on histoe.



So, inasmuch asit made him fed better, Danid began to look forward to hisdaily ink-toilette. Immersion
in Bile, asplash of Calumny on the face, and adab of Sander behind each ear, and he was anew man.

The 14th of February was a Sunday, meaning that before the sun had risen, Mr. and Mrs. Arlanc had
embarked on their weekly pilgrimage to a Huguenot meeting-house that lay somewhere out beyond
Ratcliff. Danid awoketo find, next to his door, abowl of cold porridge resting on an otherwise empty
tray. No newspapers! Down he ventured into the lower storeys of the house, scavenging for old ones.
Most of the rooms had no reading materia whatever, except for damned Natura Philosophy books. But
on the ground floor, back in Mrs. Arlanc' s kitchen, he found a sheaf of old newspapers preserved as
fire-starters. He re-ascended in triumph to his garret and read afew of the more recent numberswhile
excavating apit in his congedled porridge.

Of the past week’ s ediitions, severd actually agreed on something factual. This happened about as often
asaTotd Eclipse of the Sun, and was just aslikely to cause panic in the streets. They agreed that Queen
Annewas going to open Parliament tomorrow.

Daniel had been conceiving of this Queen asacaricature of ederliness and frailty. Newsthat this
half-embamed figment was going to clamber out of bed and do something of consegquence made Danid
fed ashamed of himsdlf. When the Arlancs returned from church in the late afternoon, and the Mrs.
trudged up to the garret to collect the tray and porridge-bowl, Daniel announced that tomorrow he would
read hismail, and perhaps even put on clothes and get out of bed.

Mrs. Arlanc, who hid competence benesth ajiggly, henlike fagade, smiled at this news; though she had
the good mannersto keep her lips pressed together so that Daniel would not be exposed to the sight of
her teeth. Like most Londoners, these had been well blackened by sugar.

“Y ou chose aptly, Sir,” she dlowed the next morning, backing through the narrow door with a basket of
books and papers balanced on her tummy. “ Sir Isaac inquired after you for athird time.”

“He was here thismorning?’

“Ishere now,” Mrs. Arlanc answered, then paused. The entire house had drawn atiny, sharp breath as
the front door was closed. “Unless that was him departing.”

Daniel, who had been sitting up on the edge of his bed, rose to hisfeet and ventured to awindow. He
could not see down to the front door from here. But in afew moments he spied aburly fellow plodding
away, holding apole in each hand, followed closely by ablack sedan chair, and then a second
pole-holding bloke. They patiently built up to atrot, weaving round afew stentorian vendors,
knife-grinders, & ¢. who were making their way up and down Crane Court, pretending to be shocked
that the residents were not flocking out of their houses to transact business with them.

Danid tracked Isaec’ s sedan chair until it reached Fleet, which was a howling flume of Monday morning
traffic. The bearers paused long enough to draw deep breaths and then executed amad sally into agap
between carriages. From a hundred yards away, through awindow, Daniel could hear driversreminding
them about their mothers. But the whole advantage of the sedan chair wasthat it could out-pace other
vehides by ingnuating itsdf into any narrow leads that might present themsdvesin traffic, and so very
soon they had vanished in the tide of men and animals flowing to Westmingter. “Sir Isaacison hisway to
the opening of Parliament,” Danidl hazarded.

“Yes, dr. Asis Sir Christopher Wren, who aso nipped in and asked about you,” said Mrs. Arlanc, who



had not failed to seize on this rare opportunity to strip off the bed-clothes. “But that isnot dl, oh, no sir.
Why, thismorning you’ ve had mail from aDuchess. A messenger brought it round not haf an hour ago.
"Tison the top of the basket.”

Hanover 21 January 1714
Dr. Waterhouse,

Asyou are expected (God willing) to arrive in London soon, Baron von Leibniz is eager to correspond
with you. | have made private arrangements for |letters to be conveyed between Hanover and London by
courierswho may be trusted. At therisk of being presumptuous, | have offered the Doctor (as|
affectionately call him, even though he has been ennobled) the use of this service. My sedl on this
envelopeis my affirmation that the enclosed letter came from the Doctor’ s hand to yours, untouched and
unseen by any other person.

If you would forgive ashort persona memorid, | beg leave to inform you that | have taken possession of
Lecester House, which, as you may know, was once the home of Elizabeth Stuart, before she cameto
be known as the Winter Queen; when | return to it, which may occur soon, | trust you will be so
generous with your Time, asto call upon methere.

Y our humble and obedient servant,

ElizadelaZeur

Duchess of Arcachon-Qwghim

This had been wrapped around aletter written in Leibniz' s hand:
Danid,

That God hearsthe prayers of Lutherans, isa proposition hotly disputed by many, including many
Lutherans. Indeed the late fortunes of the King of Sweden in hiswars againgt the Tsar might lend support
to those who say, that the surest way to bring something about, isfor Lutheransto get down on their
knees and pray that God forbid it. Notwithstanding which, | have prayed for your safe passage every day
snce | was alowed to know you had left Boston, and | write these lines in the hope and expectation that
you have arrived safein London.

It would be unseemly for me to beg for your succour so early inthisletter, and so | shal divert you (or
so | flatter mysdlf) by relating my last conversation with my employer, Peter Romanov, or Peter the
Grest, asheisnow styled—not without perfectly sound reasons—by many (1 say “employer” because
he owes—I do not say “ pays’—me astipend to act as his advisor on certain matters, my Mistress and
liege-lady remains, asdways, Sophie).

Asyou probably know, the Tsar’s chief occupation these last severa years has been making war on the
Swedes and on the Turks. What little time remains, he spends on the building of hiscity, St. Petersburg,
which by dl accountsis growing up into afair place, thoughit isbuilt on adough. Which amountsto
saying, that he haslittle timeto listen to the prating of savants.

But he does havesome time. Since he flushed the Swedes out of Poland, it has become his habit to travel
down through that country and into Bohemiato take the waters at Carlsbad for afew weeks out of every
year. This happensin the winter when the land is too barren and the seas too frozen for him to prosecute



hiswars. Carlshad, which liesin amountain valey thick with nobletrees, is easily reached from Hanover,
and so that iswhere| go to earn—I do not say “collect”—my pay as consultant to the Tsar of All the
Russas

But if you are imagining apeaceful winter idyll, it isbecause | have not rendered the scene faithfully. (1)
The entire point of “taking the waters’ isto induce violent diarrhoaa for days or weeks on end. (2) Peter
brings with him avast entourage of lusty Steppenwolves who do not take well to the gentedl boredom of
Carlshad. Suchwordsas*“languid,” “leisurely,” and “placid,” common asthey may be among the Quality
of Europe, who are exhausted by a quarter-century of wars, do not appear to be trand atable into any of
the languages spoken by Peter’s crowd. They stay on an estate that isloaned to them by the Polish duke
who ownsit. But | am certain that this fellow does so out of some baser emotion than hospitdity, for
every year the Russiansfind it in good repair, and leaveit aruin. | would not even have been ableto
reach the placeif | had not comein my own persona carriage; theloca coachmen will not venture neer it
for any amount of money, for fear that they or their horseswill be struck by musket-balls, o—what is
more dangerous—be invited to join in the revels.

| was not afforded a choice. When | stepped out of my coach in the carriageway of this estate, | was
spied by adwarf, who saw methanking God for my safe arrival, and beseeching Him for an expeditious
departure, in the Lutheran manner. “ Swede! Swede!” he began to cry, and the chant was rapidly taken
up by others. | told my driver to make himsalf scarce and he rattled away promptly. Meanwhile | had
been picked up by apair of Cossacks and thrown into adifferent sort of vehicle: an ordinary gardener’s
wheslbarrow. But it took me several moments to understand this, for it had been decked out with silver
canddlabras, silk curtains, and embroidered tapestries. To make room for me, they had to expel amarble
bust of the King of Prussia, which was dready spalled by impacts of musket-balls, and now broke in half
on theicy cobblestones. Then theliving Leibniz took the place of the carved King. Unlike my
predecessor | did not break in two, though | was put in my chariot roughly enough that | was lucky not to
have fractured my tailbone. A fragment of alady’ stiarawas stabbed into my periwig to serveasa
crown, and without further ceremony | was whedled into the grand ballroom of this stately house, which
was as smoky as any battle-field. By thistime | had been engulfed in amotley phaanx of dwarves,
Cossacks, Tatars, and diverseill-looking Europeans who had been milling about in the stable-yard until
my ariva. | did not see asingle Russian until the smoke, driven by afrigid gust from the open doors,
cleared from the far end of the ballroom to reveal asort of makeshift fortress that had been erected by
flipping severd dining-tables up on edge, and then lashing those walls of polished wood together with
bell-ropes and curtain-pulls. Thisfortification was supplemented by demilunes and raveins, fashioned
from chairs and cabinets; and it was manned entirely by Russians.

| collected now that Peter’ s entourage had been divided into two groups, viz. Muscovites, and
Miscellaneous, and that a battle was being enacted. Orre -enacted; for the generd arrangement of the
redoubt, and the deployment of the Miscellaneous forces, brought to mind the Battle of Poltava. Peter’s
antagonist in that great clash was King Charles X11 of Sweden, which role had been played by the
marble bust until moments ago; but said statue had performed so miserably that hisforces had been
repulsed, and driven back into the bitter cold of the stable-yard. Little wonder that they had seized on
me, aflesh-and-blood L utheran, as areplacement. But if they were expecting meto display any more
martial qualitiesthan the bugt, they were sorely let down, for even after | had been wheded into the van
of the Miscellaneous battaions, | comported myself in al ways as a sixty-seven-year-old philosopher. If |
pissed myself it was of no account, since the Moravian prostitute who came running toward me with a
two-foot-high tankard of beer, tripped on her dirndl and flung the contentsinto my lap.

After this pause for refreshment, the Miscellaneous forces mounted a charge towards the redoubt. We
had got about hafway across the ballroom when some Russian galloped out from behind an overturned
armoire and cut the chandelier-rope with a backhand swing of his saber. | looked up to see half aton of



crystal, and agross of lit tapers, descending toward me like a glittering meteor. The men who were
pushing my whedlbarrow flung themselves forward and with amighty accel eration we shot benegth the
chandelier so closethat | felt the warmth of the candle-flames moments before being struck by a hail of
shattered crystal. We had dodged it; but those behind us were brought up short by this spectacle, and
then hindered by its sharp wreckage. So our advancefdtered; but my heartstopped, when | saw barrels
of muskets reach up over the wooden redoubt, and then shorten asthey were leveled at us. Pan-powder
flashed up and down the line, and then bolts of white fire sprang towards us. But nothing €lse came our
way save afew chunks of wadding-material. | was struck on the arm by asmoking wine-cork and il
bear the bruise on my bicep. The amount of smoke hardly bears description. Most of it cameforthin an
amorphous cloud, however | saw one or two smoke-rings, about the size of aman’s hat, propagating
across the room, and retaining their shape andvisviva for extraordinary distances. Theserings are unlike
water-waves, which consst of different water at different times, for smoke rings propagate through clear
ar, proving that they indeed carry their own substance with them, neither diluting it with, nor dispersing it
into, the surrounding atmosphere. And yet there is nothing specid about the smoke as such—it isthe
same smoke that hangs over battlefields in shapel ess clouds. The identity of a smoke ring would appear
to cons s, not in the stuff of which it ismade, for that is commonplace and indifferent, but rather ina
particular set of relationshipsthat is brought into being among its parts. It isthis pattern of relationships
that coheresin space and persstsin time and endows the smoke-ring with an identity. Perhaps some
gmilar observation might be made about other entities that we observe, and credit with uniqueness and
identity, including even human beings. For the stuff of which we are madeisjust the common stuff of the
world, viz. ordinary gross metter, so that amateridist might say, we are no different from rocks, and yet
our matter isimbued with some organizing principle that endows uswith identities, so that | may send a
letter to Danid Waterhouse in London in the full confidence that, like asmoke-ring traversing a
battle-field, he hastraveled agreet distance, and perssted for along time, and yet is till the same man.
The question, as aways, iswhether the organizing principleisadded to the gross matter to animateit, as
yeast isthrown into beer, orinheresin the relationships among the parts themsalves. AsaNaturd
Philosopher | fed compelled to support the latter view, for if Natura Philosophy isto explain theworld, it
must do so in terms of the things that make up the world, without recourse to occult intrusions from some
externd, unknowable Realm Beyond. That isthe view | have set forth in my book Monadology, a copy of
which is enclosed—you are most wel come—and, right or wrong, | interpreted the smoke-rings flying
past mein the ballroom in Carlsbad as a Roman would interpret owls, ravens, &c. before a battle.

The Russians had not fired live musket-balls at us; or if they had, none had struck me. | flattered mysdlf
for amoment that we were safe. But then, on the other side of the smoke-bank into which | was being
thrust headlong, | heard the scrape and ring of stedl blades being whisked from scabbards, and the
rumbling roar of deegp-chested Russians bellowing war-cries as they vaulted over wrecked furniture.
They were mounting asaly from the redoubt! They came out of the haze like gpparitions, asif the smoke
itself were condensing to solid form, and fell upon the attackers swinging their blades. By this point | had
fully convinced mysdif that | redly was caught up in aviolent insurrection, and that | would go to my
desth in awhed barrow. Then my attention was commanded by avast disturbance propagating through
the smoke towards me: not so much asingle whorl or eddy, as awhole meteorologica event unto itsdlf,
like the towering whirlwinds of America, and seeming dl the higher for my postion: aslow downinthe
whesdlbarrow as| could douch.

Glints and gleams, not only of stedl, but of diamonds, and cloth-of-gold, shone through the dark
turbulence of it; and finaly the smoke cleared away, like a bow-wave parting round the gilded figurehead
of aship, to reved Peter the Grest.

When he recognized me, he laughed, and given my circumstance | could do nothing but accept this
humiliation. “Let usgo out,” hesaid in Dutch.



“I amafraid | will bekilled!” | returned, quite honestly. He laughed again, then sheethed his saber and
stepped forward until he was straddling the whedlbarrow, dmost asif he meant to pisson me. Then he
bent down, planted his shoulder in my gut, wrapped one arm around my waist, and lifted me up asif |
were asack of coffee-beans being taken from a ship’s hold. In amoment | was upside down over his
shoulder, watching his spurs glide above the marble floor as he bore me across the room with immense
strides. | expected to see pools of blood and severed limbs, too, but the worst was the occasional burst
of beer-vomit. The battle till raged dl around, but the shouting was mixed with agood ded of hilarity.
Blade till rang against blade, but where sword-blows struck home, they did so with dapping noises, the
Russans were beating their foes with the flats of their sabers.

In afew moments Peter had carried me out into aformal garden that had been hewn at great expense
from the surrounding forest. He bent over and tossed me onto what | first supposed was avery high
bench; but it pivoted benesth me. Looking around, and shaking away my dizziness, and blinking off the
brightness of the sun on the snow, | perceived that | was perched on the whed of awagon, which had
flipped over onitsside a the end of along set of skid-marks. It had plowed to astop in atopiary hedge
shaped like aman-of-war, which was now listing to port asaresult of having been rammed by this cart.
The hedge served to block the wind; and the cart-whedl, which was as high off the ground as an average
man’ s shoulder, devated meto the point where by sitting up straight | could very nearly look the Tsar in
theeye.

Now, it was not usua to see him so quickly. In previous years| have been summoned to Carlsbad most
urgently, only to languish in the town for days or weeks as| beg his Court officiasfor the favor of an
audience. My first impulse was to be pleased that | had found myself in the Presence so soon; then | had
the wit to redlize that he would only act in such haste if he were angry with me, or wanted meto do
something. Asit turned out, | was right about both.

The conversation was direct. Somewould say brutdl. It isnot that Peter isabrute. Extremely violent and
dangerousto be sure, but morein the style of a highly effective Roman Emperor than of acave-bear. Itis
amply that he likesto accomplish things, preferably with his own hands, and tendsto view conversations
asimpediments. He would ratherdo something of an essentidly stupid and pointless nature, thantak of
something beautiful or momentous. He wants his servantsto be like his hands, which carry out hiswill
immediately and without the tedium of verba instructions—so much so theat if aconversation extends
beyond afew sentences, he will grow intolerably restless, hisface will become disfigured by
uncontrollabletics, and he will shoulder hisinterlocutor out of hisway and take action himsdf. Since he
and | do not share fluency in any language, he might have summoned an interpreter—but he was content
to get dong with afew crude sentencesin amixture of Dutch, German, and Russian.

“At St. Petersburg there is a place staked out to build the Academy of Sciences asyou have suggested,”
he began.

“Most Clement Lord,” | said, “as | have had the honor and privilege of founding such an Academy in
Berlin; and as| have made some head-way in persuading the Emperor to found onein Vienna; myjoy
upon hearing this news, cannot but be commingled withagpprehension that that of Russawill one day
out-shine those of the Germans, and perhaps even put the Roya Society in the shade.”

Y ou can well imagine hisimpatience as | croaked thisout. Before | was half-way through it, he was
stomping back and forth in the frozen garden like a frost-bitten sentry. | looked down to the opposite end
of the clearing and noticed several portraitsin ornate gilded frames, which had been taken down from the
walls of the chateau, leaned against the hedge, and used for musketry practice. The faces of most of
those paintings now conssted of fist-szed holes, and stray balls had punched out novel congtellationsin
the dark backgrounds. | decided | had better get to the point. “How can | make this happen?’



This startled him and he spun round to glare a me. “What?’

“Y ou want the Russian Academy to over-awe those of Berlin, Vienna, and London?’
“yes”

“How may | be of serviceto your Tsarish Mgesty? Do you want meto recruit savants?’

“Russaishig. | canmake savants. Just as| can make soldiers. But asoldier without agunisonly afire
that burnsfood. I think the sameistrue of a savant without histools.”

| shrugged. “ Mathematicians do not require tools. But dl the other types of savant need something or
other to help them do their work.”

“Get those things,” he commanded.

“Yes, Mogt Clement Lord.”

“Wewill make that thing you spoke of,” he announced. “ The library-that-thinks.”

“The great machine that manipul ates knowledge according to a set of logica rules?’

“Y es. That would be agood thing for my Academy of Science to have. No one else hasone.”
“On both counts | am in full agreement, your Imperia Mgesty.”

“What do you need, to build it?’

“Just as St. Petersburg cannot be built without architects' drawings, or aship without plans—"

“Yes, yes, yes, you need the tables of knowledge, written down as binary numbers, and you need the
rules of symboliclogic. | have supported thiswork for many years!”

“With generosity worthy of a Caesar, sre. And | have developed alogica calculuswell adapted to
regulate the workings of the machine.”

“What of the tables of knowledge! ?'Y ou told me aman wasworking on thisin Boston!”

By this point the Tsar had stormed up and put hisface quite close to mine and gone into one of his
twitching fits, which had spread to involve hisarm. To steady himsdf he had gripped the rim of the whed
upon which | was seated, and was twisting it back and forth, rotating mefirst thisway, then that.

For what | said next, it may help to exonerate me dightly in your eyes, Danidl, if | mention that this Tsar
gtill breaks men on the whedl, and does even worse things to those who have incurred his displeasure;
which wasimpossible for meto put out of my mind in my current circumstance, viz. mounted on alarge
whedl. Before | could think better of it, | blurted, “Oh, Dr. Waterhouse is on hisway across the Atlantic
at this very moment, and should, God willing, reach London soon!”

“Heisturning over thework! paid for, to the Roya Society!? | knew | should have throttled that
Newton when | had the opportunity!” (For when Peter visited London some years ago he met Sir Isaac



a theMint.)

“Not at dl, Clement Lord, for indeed, your humble servant and all hisworks are reviled by the Royal
Society, which would never accept anything linked to my name, even if Dr. Waterhouse were to behave
so dishonestly, which isinconceivablel”

“I'am building up my Navy,” Peter announced.
This, | confess, made little impression on me, for heis nevernot building up hisNavy.

“I have ordered three men-of-war to be constructed in London,” he continued, “and to sail into the
Bdtic when weather permitsin the spring, to join my fleet for afurther assault upon the Swedes; for |
have not yet fully purged Finland of those vermin. It ismy wish that when those ships sall from London,
they are to be laden with tools for my savantsto use a the Academy of Science, and they areto carry
the fruits of the labors of Dr. Waterhouse.”

“It shdl be asyou say, your Imperia Mgesty,” | answered, asit seemed unwise to give any different
response.

Then he could not shoo me away fast enough. | was dragged, breakneck, back into the center of
Carlsbad on atroika and re-united with my driver. Thence we proceeded to Hanover with only a brief
detour to Leipzig, where dl of my affarsarein astate of upheava. Publication of Monadology has gone
forward with only the norma amount of bickering with printers. Now that the war is over, Prince Eugene,
the Duke of Marlborough'’ s valiant brother-in-arms, has taken an interest in Philosophy—uwhich may or
may not be an affectation. At any rate, he asked me to write down some of my ideasin aform that would
be readable by people like him, who areliterate, and intdlligent, but do not make a professona study of
Philosophy (and heisnot thefirdt. It would be interesting to ask one of these people why they assume it
ispossibleto do thisin the case of philosophy when they would never dream of asking Sir Isaac to writea
verson of PrincipiaMathematica with all of the mathematicks taken out). | have donethe best | canto
satisfy Prince Eugene. Thetract is calledPrinciples of Nature and of Grace, andits printing moves forward
too, attended by acompletely different set of distractions and controversies. But most of my timein
Leipzig was spent, not on the publication of new work, but on the most tedious re-hashing of what | was
doing forty years ago. Since you are in the bosom of the Roya Society, Danid, you know what | refer to:
the dispute with Sir Isaac asto who first invented the calculus. Letters have been flying back and forth
like kites over aknacker’ syard ever since this becamewarm about six years ago, but it has beenhot
during the last two years, or ever since Sir | saac began to convene “ committees’ and, God help us,
“tribunals’ at the Roya Society to render animpartid verdict. In short, by the time you read this, anything
| might say concerning the Priority Dispute will be out of dete, and you can get better intelligence by
stopping anyone in the hdlway and asking him for the latest.

By thispoint, Danidl, you are no doubt frantic with anxiety that I’ m about to ask for your help in my war
with Sir Isaac. Indeed, | confess| might have stooped so low, if Peter had not laid more pressing
burdens upon me. Asit happened, during theride from Leipzig to Hanover | scarcely thought of Newton
at al, savein one, purely practical sense: | could not imagine how | was going to get aletter to you at
Crane Court without someone—possibly even Newton himsalf—recognizing my handwriting, and tearing

it open.

Upon my arrival, however, | learned that Providence had shed some favor on me. My old friend (and
yours, | believe) Eliza, the Duchess of Arcachon-Qwghlm, had come to townincognito .

Several members of the English nobility have gravitated to Hanover in the last year or two, asthe war



ground to ahalt like an unwound clock, and it became evident that England would not suffer the
Pretender to succeed Queen Anne. These English courtiers—all Whigs, of course—have probably
earned the scorn of London society for turning their backs on areigning Queen and leaving their country
to curry favor with Sophie and her son. And perhaps some of them deserveit. But they have performed
invauable services, not only to the Hanoverians but to England, by forging contacts, teaching their future
rulersafew words of English, and coaxing them to think concretely about preparations. If the change of
reign goes smoothly, you may thank them for it. They will be sure to compensate themsdlves handsomely!

Thisis not the placeto tell the nature of Eliza swork in Hanover. Sufficeit to say that herincognito isnot
just ahigtrionic fashion statement. Sheis not seen in Court. Almost no one knows sheis here. She
corresponds frequently with a certain distinguished Englishman who lived in Frankfort until recently, when
he moved to Antwerp. And if she receives | etters from the Pretender’ s court in St.-Germain, it is not
because sheisin league with the Jacobites, but because she makes it her businessto know every detail of
the plotsthat are being laid there, to bring a Catholic king back to the Court of St. James. At any rate,
the Duchess s network of couriersis peerless and more than equal to the task of getting aletter from my
hands to yours without it faling into the grasping claws, and passing benegth the bulging eyebdls, of Sir
| saec.

S0, to the matter at hand: Peter’ s three new warships are supposedly being completed at Orney’s
ship-yard in aplace cdled Rotherhithe, across the river from Limehouse, adjacent to the Shepherd and
Dog Stairs, off Lavender Street. | hope that these names mean something to you!

If you are feding up to aminor adventure, and if it would in no way interfere with whatever it isyou are
supposed to be doing for Princess Caroline, | should be indebted if you wereto (1) learn from Mr.
Orney when those ships are expected to sail for St. Petersburg, and (2) before they do <o, freight them,
as much as you can, with goods that might be of use, or at least of interest, to aspiring Russian Natura
Philosophers, viz. thermometers, scales, lenses, toad' s-eyes, unicorn’ s-gallbladders, Philosopher’s
Stone, and the like; and (3) for God' s sake give the Tsar something to show for our work of the last
fifteen years. If you can arrange for your note-cards to be shipped over from Boston intime, that isidedl.
Short of that,any tangible evidence that you have been doingsomething at the Massachusetts Bay Indtitute
of Technologickd Arts, may help to keep your humble and obedient servant from being broken on a
whed before the Russan Academy of Sciences, as an example to Scientists who draw stipends without
yielding Science,

Yours, & c.,
Leibniz

Daniel got dressed. Much of his clothing had been blown up. In the two weeks since, however, Mrs.
Arlanc had brokered the procurement of new garments. Danidl had been too debilitated to meddle.
Consequently he was now closer to beingalamode than a any timein hislife.

Theladt fifty years had not witnessed anything like the thorough-going revolution in gentlemen’ s attire
that had come about after the Plague and the Fire, when doublets, and other medieval vestiges, had
finaly vanished from the world by decree of Charlesl. The garments stacked on the table next to
Daniel’ s bed bore the same names, and covered more or less the same bits of the humane anatomy, as
the ones that had become fashionable at that time: hose up to the knee, breeches, alinen shirt, along,
skirted, many-buttoned vest, and over that along-deeved coat with even more buttons. They had even
managed to scare up aperiwig for him. Theold Louis X1V lion-manewig was no longer in use; the new
oneswere narrower and more compact. A bizarre affectation seemed to have taken hold, of dusting
them with white powder. The one Mrs. Arlanc had put on the block-head here was as plain as could be,



and smply madeit ook asif Danid had aluxuriant head of snow-white hair, tied back in aqueue. Daniel
put it on, if only to keep hisbald head warm. He had avoided freezing to deeth in thisroom only by
wearing awoolen night-cap twenty-four hours aday.

While he was putting on these clothes, which took along time—hisfingerswere tiff with age and chill,
and the buttons never ended—he glanced through the basket Mrs. Arlanc thought of as arepository, and
Danid thought of asadustbin, for hismail. There were five separate communications from Mr. Threader,
two from Roger Comstock, one from the Earl of Lostwithidl, and diverse cards and notes from Fellows
who had stopped by to look in on him, and been turned away by the adamant Mrs. Arlanc. HisLondon
relations, some of whom he had never even heard of (these were children of the late Sterling and of
Raleigh, and of William Ham) had written, somewhat perfunctorily. As promised,Monadology wasin
there from Leibniz, and there was a 2nd edition of Isaac’ sPrincipiaMathematica, itslesther cover il
reeking of the tannery. This had been dropped off, not by | ssac—indeed, there was nothing in the basket
from him—~but by one of hisyoung acolytes, who had thoughtfully piled on top of it arecent issue of
Journd Literaire, aRoya Society document from last year caledCommercium Epigtolicum, and alitter of
broadsheets and pamphletsin diverse languages, al tied together with narrow black ribbon. Daniel
recognized these as several years worth of attacks and counter-attacks in the calculus dispute.
Apparently he was expected to familiarize himsdf with them—which could only mean that they intended
to cal him before ther tribuna to render testimony.

So much for mail from persons he actualy knew. He worked hisway deeper into the basket. Metdlic
clanking and scraping noisesissued from its depths as he stirred through it. There were afew lettersfrom
Londoners who, starting as of amonth ago, had become his fellows on the Court of Directors of the
Proprietors of the Engine for Raisng Water by Fire. There were two from chaps whose names he did not
recognize at dl, but who had orderly minds—or so he guessed from their handwriting. These two were
the only letters he actudly bothered to open and read, smply because they were the only oneswhose
contents were not wholly predictable. Asit turned out, both were from men who had come up with
inventionsfor determining longitude, and sought Danidl’ s help in bringing their ideas before the Royd
Society. Daniel threw them away.

Therewere no letters from hiswife, or from little Godfrey, which wasin no way surprising, given the
season of the year and the rough weather. Groping to the very bottom of the basket, he scraped his hand
on something jagged, and jerked back. He was not too old to die of tetanus. His fingers emerged sooty,
rather than bloody. Pulling al the mail out of the basket and then tilting it towards the window he
observed severd twisted and blackened shreds of wood and of metal in the bottom. The largest bit was
aminiature cask, no more than gallon-sized, such as might be used to transport distilled spirits. Oneend
of it was intact—badly damaged to be sure, but sill recognizable as having once been akeg. The staves
were bound together by an iron band at the end, and spread out, like lines of longitude from the pole,
until they reached the equator. But none of them continued very far into the opposite hemisphere. Some
were snapped off clean, some bent outwards, some smashed into splintery brooms. That end of the keg,
and its meta band, were gone entirely, though they might be accounted for by some of the loose
fragmentsin the bottom of the basket. Other things werein there, too: gears, springs, levers of wrought
brass.

Part of Danidl wanted to overturn this basket on awell-illuminated table and piece the device back
together. But instead he buried it again under his unread mail. He had spent afortnight immobilized by
melancholy, and tormented by unreasonable fears. Today his humours had gone back into balance. The
Danid Waterhouse who had cowered in that bed for two weeks was a different chap from the one who
was standing by the door, dressed and periwigged. But they could easily change placesif he dwelled too
long on the dark relicsin that basket. They had grown cold, waiting for his attention; let them grow colder
gill.



THEROYALSOCIETY’ SHEADQUARTERScomprised two separate houses and atiny courtyard
separating them. During the fund-raising effort, some had gone so far asto styleit a“compound.” One of
the houses was the northern terminus of Crane Court. Aboveits ground floor it had two addtiond full
storeys, plusagarret in the roof space. This garret, which was where Daniel had been lodged, had two
small dormer windows facing the Crane Court side, which would have afforded aclear view dl the way
down to Fleet Street, and even to the Thames, had they not been partialy blocked by alow parapet-wall
that had been added to the front of the house to make it seem afew feet higher than it redly was. So
from hisbed, Danid’ s view had been of a sort of lead-lined ditch formed where the steeply doping roof
plunged down to die in the base of the parapet: a bathing-place for birdswhen it rained, and araceway
for rodentsin al weathers. For afew hoursin the afternoon the sun would traverse the rectangle of sky
that showed above the parapet, if the weather happened to be clear. If Danid stood up and approached
the window he could see over thelip of the parapet, where moss, soot, and birdshit vied for hegemony,
down into Crane Court, and scan the jumble of rooftopsal around. A view of the dome of St. Paul’s
was denied him unless he opened the window, thrust his head out, and craned it to the left. Then it was
gartlingly close. Y et it seemed ingpproachable because of the wide crevasse of Fleet Ditch, which broke
the city in twain half-way between. If he turned one hundred eighty degrees and looked west, he was
confronted by a church that was much closer, and infinitely older: the Rolls Chapel, which gppeared to be
sinking or collapsing into a spacious church-yard just across Fetter Lane. Thismedievad pile, which had
been used by Chancery as arecords dump for many centuries, had turned black with coa-smoke during
Danid’slifetime. A bow-shot to the south of it, fronting on Fleet Street, was the Church of St.
Dungtan-in-the-

West, aWren production, duly turning black.

Much less strenuous for an old stiff-necked man was smply to gaze southward down the length of
Crane Court and hopeto glimpse abit of open water between the buildings that filled most of the space
between Fleet Street and theriver. Thisview, every time he spied it, made Danid fed asif he had, by
some error in navigation, been taken to some city as strange as Manilaor Isfahan. For the London in
which he had grown up had been a congeries of estates, parks, and compounds, thrown up over
centuries by builders who shared acommon dream of what abit of English landscape ought to look like:
it should be a generous expanse of open ground with a house planted init. Or, in apinch, ahouse and
wadll built around the perimeter of a not-so-generous patch of ground. At any rate, there had been, in
Danid’sLondon, views of sky and of water, and little parks and farmlets scattered everywhere, not by
roya decree but by some sort of mute, subliminal consensus. In particular, the stretch of riverbank Daniel
could see from this garret had been a chain of estates, great houses, palaces, courts, temples, and
churches put up by whatever powerful knights or monks had got there first and defended them longest.
During Danid’ slifetime, every one of these, with the exceptions of the Temple (directly acrossfrom the
outlet of Crane Court) and Somerset House (far off to hisright, towards where Whitehal | Palace had
stood, before it had burned down), had been demolished. Some had been fuel for the Fire and others
had falen victim to the hardly less destructive energies of Red Estate Developers. Which wasto say that
with the exception of the large open green of the Temple, every inch of that ground now seemed to be
covered by Street or Building.

Turning his back on the window and opening his bedchamber door brought him back to London
straightaway—not the London of average Londoners, but the circa-1660, Natural-Philosophic London
of John Wilkins and Robert Hooke. For the remainder of the attic was packed to the rafters with material
that Danid recognized and identified under the broad heading of , Science Crapp . All had been brought
over from the Roya Society’ s créche at Gresham'’ s College.



Gresham’s College had been precisdly the sort of structure that had no place in modern-day London: a
compound, rather than a house, built around a court that was spacious enough to house hundreds of
Londonersif razed and jammed with town-houses. Gresham’ s had been Tudor wattle-and-daub, astyle
that encouraged buildersto makeit up asthey went dong, and generally suffered them to get away with
it. Whatever it might have looked like in Sir Thomas Gresham’smind' s eye, when he had come back
from Antwerp, famous from mending Gloriana s coinage, and rich from speculating in it, by thetime
Daniel had got there it seemed to have been made not by human architects but by wasps.

At any rate it had been huge: ten timesthe size of the two Crane Court houses combined. They had not
had the whole thing to themsalves, but they’ d had alot of it.

Also they’ d had Hooke and Wren, who'd built London up from cinders. If there was acdllar, close,
attic, or shed anywhere in London that was sitting vacant, Wren would know of it, and Hooke would
have the temerity to useit for something.

What it all amounted to wasthis: up to about the turn of the century, the Roya Society had been ableto
store things by the acre. There had been no need to cull out, to throw away, or even to organize. But
during thefirst decade of the century they’ d lost Gresham’ s and they’ d lost Hooke. Thelir storage space
had shrunk by afactor of ten, at the least. Which might have been avery favorable turn if the sorting out
and throwing away had been done by someone who was qudified—who had been around from the
beginning—and who had had the time to do agood job of it. To put it plainly, Newton, Wren, or
Waterhouse. But Sir Isaac had been busy with the Mint, with prosecuting awar against Flamsteed, and
with making the second edition of Principia Leibniz-proof. Sir Christopher Wren, during the same days,
had been finishing St. Paul’ sand building the Duke of Marlborough’s London house, just next door to St.
James s Palace: two significant jobs for an architect. Daniel had been in Massachusettstrying to build a
Logic Mill.

Who then had performed the sorting-out? One of Newton’ s acolytes. And he had probably doneitina
hurry. If Danid had been fully aware of thisfour years ago, when it had been happening, he’ d have been
inapanic. Now he could only look on the contents of this attic in the same spirit in which he had looked
at theremains of Drake s house on the morning after the Fire.

Most of the Science Crapp was still packed in the crates, barrels, bundles, and balesin which it had
been carted hither. Each of these containers was an impediment to the casud investigator. Danid spied a
crate, not far below therafters, withitslid dightly askew. The only thing atop it was aglass bdll jar
covering adessicated owl. Daniel set the bird to one side, drew out the crate, and pulled off thelid. It
was the old Archbishop of Y ork’ s beetle collection, lovingly packed in straw.

This, and the owl, told dl. It was as he had feared. Birds and bugs, top to bottom, front to back. Al
salvaged, not because they had innate value, but because they’ d been given to the Royd Society by
important people. They’ d been kept here just as a young couple keeps the ugly wedding present from the
rich aunt.

He heard someone gtifling asneeze. Straightening up carefully, so as not to burst any of thejuicy bitsin
his spina column, he looked down the stairs and caught the eye of Henry Arlanc. Henry looked nervous,
and studiously mournful, like avicar at awake, who did not know the deceased, but who is aware that
theliving have suffered agrievouslossand arelikely to bein afoul mood. “I have endeavoured, Dr.
Waterhouse, to preserve al that was brought here, in the condition it was brought.”

“No solicitor could have worded it more carefully,” Daniel muttered under his breath.



“| beg your pardon, Sir?’

Daniel stepped over to the top of the staircase, and steadied himsalf with ahand on thewall, for thiswas
halfway between aladder and adtair, and it made him dizzy.

“Y ou have donewell...you are absolved,” Daniel said. “ The owl wasfree of dust.”

“Thank you, Dr. Waterhouse.”

Danid sat down at the top of the sairs, resting his feet on the first step down. Between his knees he now
enjoyed aclear and direct view of Henry’ sface. Up herein theattic it was gloomy, but the walls and
doors of the storey below were dl painted white or closeto it. The doors had been left open to release

the light coming in the windows, and so Henry was bathed in pitiless and reveding illumination, likea
gpecimen on amicroscope stage. He was regarding Daniel uneasly.

“How long have you served here, Henry?’

“Sinceyou movedin, Sr.”

Danid was abit confused until he redizedyou meantThe Roya Society .
“I liketo say, that | came with the property,” Henry continued.

“Whenwe moved here from Gresham'’ s College, there must have been agood dedl of...rubbish. At
Gresham'’s, | mean.”

Henry looked inexpressibly relieved. “Oh yes, sir, more than you could ever imagine.”
“Cart-loads, then, wasit?’

“Yes, gr, dozens of cart-loads hauled away,” Henry affirmed, in the pride of ajob well done,
“Hauled away where, precisdy?’

Henry fatered. “I—I would not know that, Dr. Waterhouse, there are salvage-men who pick through
rubbish looking for objects of vaue, and sell them to tinkers...”

“I understand, Henry. What ismore, | agree that neither you, nor any other man, can be asked to know

whither rubbish has gone, after the rubbish-cart has disappeared from view. But | have a different
question for you dong the same lines, on which you must concentrate asintently asyou can.”

“| shal strain to do s0, Dr. Waterhouse.”

“At the time that Gresham’ swas being cleared out, and therubbish being carted away, and thetreasures
brought safely here—I say, at that time, was any rubbish taken away, or treasures produced, fromother

locations 7’
“Other locations, Dr. Waterhouse?’

“Hooke. Mr. Robert Hooke. He might have squirrelled things away a Bedlam, or in the additionsto the
Marquis of Ravenscar’ s house, or the College of Physicians—"



“Why those places, Sr?’

“He built them. Or . Paul’s, or the Fire Monument—he had a hand in those aswell. He might have | eft
thingsin those buildings, and just as the nuts, hidden in out-of -the-way places by asquirrd, are oft
forgotten, and discovered later by others—"

“I do not recollect anything coming from Bedlam, or any other place besides Gresham'’s College,” Henry
sdflatly.

Henry looked curioudy red in the face. He had been smple enough to fal into the trap that Daniel had
set by speaking of rubbish. But he was sharp enough to seeit in hindsight. His response was to become
angry rather than fearful. Daniel sensed immediately that to have this man angry a him was undesirable.
He explained, in softer tones, “It isonly that the Roya Society is so pre-eminent among the scientific
academies of the world, that what is rubbish to us, would be esteemed treasure to some who are
accounted savants in backward places, and as a gesture of friendship towards such countries, we could
send them odds and ends for which we have no further use.”

“| take your meaning now, Sir,” said Henry, the flush fading from his cheeks.

“Better for one of Mr. Hooke' s old clocks to be studied by a student in Muscovy, than for some
Shadwdl| tinker to make the gearsinto jewery.”

“Indeed, Sr.”

“1 have been asked by a colleague on the Continent to keep an eye out for any such items. It is probably
too late for the dozens of cart-loads. Perhaps not for what might have been stowed by Hooke in other
buildingsto which he had keys.”

“Sir Christopher Wren was an old friend of Mr. Hooke's.”

“That hewas,” said Daniel, “though | wonder how you know it, snce Hooke died seven years before
you had any connection to the Royal Society.”

Again Henry sfaceflushed. “ * Tis common knowledge. Sir Christopher is here dl thetime—why, he
stopped in just this morning—and often speaks of Hooke with akind of affection.”

Henry got awry distracted look which proved he was speaking truth. God and the angels might speak
of Hooke with outright and unalloyed affection; butakind of affection was the best that could be achieved
by Wren, or any other mortal.

“I should smply refer my inquiriesto Sir Christopher, then.”

“He has stated more than once that he would enjoy renewing your acquaintance, sir, whenever...”

Henry trailed off and made afurtive glance at the doorway to the garret, near the top of the dairs.

“Whenever | cameto my senses. Consider me healed, Henry. And if you are seized by an urge to throw
anything away, do make me aware of it, so that | can pluck out any items that would passfor wondersin

Muscovy.”



Danid went out for awak: amost imprudent act.

Henry Arlanc had let it be known that if Daniel ever summoned the will to leave, for an hour or aday,
he, Henry Arlanc, could arrange a sedan chair or a carriage. Thiswas nothing more than smple common
sense. The streets of London were agood bit more dangerous now than when Danidl had last walked
them, and Danidl much more vulnerable. But on amorning like this, with the streets so crowded with
well-to-do persons on the move, murderers and footpads were less likely to be encountered than
pickpockets. And these would resp only the meagrest of harvests from Danidl.

An odd notion had comein to Danid’ s mind: perhapsthe intended victim of the Infernd Device had
been, not Daniel or Mr. Threader, but Henry Arlanc.

Now in hisyears of toil for the Royd Society, Daniel had become a stern judge of odd notions. There
were abundant reasonsto discard this one straightaway . I1ts most obvious defect was smply that Danidl
had not the faintest ideawhy anyone would want to blow up the Roya Society’ s porter. Moreover, the
fog that had descended over Daniel’ s mind since the explosion had made him susceptible to hypotheses
of an extremey dark and frightening cast, and this seemed like one of those.

But the Natural Philosopher in him had to admit that it was at |easttheoretically possble. And until it had
been ruled out, Danid liked to preserve, from Arlanc, some independence—he did not wish to get in the
habit of relying on the Huguenot every time he stirred from Crane Court—and some privacy. ' Twas
neither necessary nor desirable for Arlanc to know everything about his movements around London.

Hiskneeswere still recovering from too long spent in bed, but they had become unlimbered by thetime
he reached the end of Crane Court and flung himsalf on the mercy of Fleet Street. He turned to theright,
therefore moving in the generd direction of Charing Cross, and worked hisway cautioudy upstream,
prudently facing on-coming traffic, and with hisright hand dabbing at the fronts of houses and shopsin
case he should be forced to save himsdlf by diving into adoor-way. Soon he had left St.
Dungtan-in-the-West behind. The Inner and Middle Temple would be to hisleft, on the opposite Side of
Fleet, lurking behind ascreen of newer buildings. These were largely occupied by pubsand
coffee-houses that were continua targets of arch but confusing references, and crud but murky satire, in

newspapers.

Soon he had passed through Temple Bar. The way—now called the Strand—forked into amain channel
on theleft and aninferior oneto theright, creating along centra idand with acouple of churchesinit.
Danid took the narrower way—redly a series of digoint street-fragments crudely plumbed
together—and grew convinced that he was lost. The buildings were held apart by splints of air, too
narrow to deservethe name“dley,” that jogged crazily to the right and left, and did not run in straight
lines even when they could have. The fire had stopped short of this part of the city, probably because the
Rolls and the Temple, with their generous lawns, had acted as fire-breaks. Hooke, in his capacity as City
Surveyor, had not been empowered to bring it out of the Dark Ages. These ancient rights-of-way were
as sacred, or at least as unassailable, asthe precepts of the Common Law. Somewhere among them was
an old, therefore low-ceilinged room that had been acquired by a printer, Mr. Christopher Cat, and
made into athing called the Kit-Cat Clubb.

| have spoken to Mr. Cat about you, Roger had let Daniel know, in anote dipped under his door.When
you venture out, stop by our Clubb for refreshment. There had been a sketchy map, which Daniel now
withdrew from his pocket, and tried to interpret. It was usaless. But presently he was ableto find hisway
to the Kit-Cat Clubb smply by following the carriages of Whig M.P.s.

The building had clearly been thrown up in an epoch of English history short on food and building



materids, because Danid, who was of average height, could barely stand up without being bludgeoned
by ajoist. Accordingly, the paintingsthat Mr. Cat had commissioned to adorn thewalswere dl bizarrely
wide and short. Thisruled out portraits, unless they were portraits of very large groups as seen from
tremendous distances. Of these, the largest and most prominently displayed was of the distinguished
membership of the Kit-Cat Clubb. Roger was front and center in his best wig, which was captured asa
horseshoe-shaped swipe of an overloaded paint-brush.

“LET’SDO SOMETHINGabout L ongitude!”

He was the same Roger in amuch older body. Only his teeth |ooked young, because they were; they
could not have been carved more than afew months ago. He had deteriorated in every way save the
Menta and the Dental. He made up for it with clothing.

Danid blew on his chocolate for afew moments, trying to get it to cool without forming awrinkled hide
on thetop. He could not hear himsdlf think for al the Whigsin wigs shouting at each other. “The Queen
opened Parliament only two hours ago,” he reminded Roger, “or so I’ ve been told, and she forgat,
entirdy, to mention the trifling detail of who would succeed her, after her demise. And you wish to havea
chat about Longitude.”

The Marquis of Ravenscar rolled hiseyes. “ " Twas settled asns ago. Sophie or Caroline will succeed
I,H_”

“Y ou mean, Sophie or George Louis.”

“Don’'t beafool. Ladies run Europe. The War of the Spanish Succession wasal women. In Versailles,
Madame de Maintenon. In Madrid, her best friend, the Princesse des Ursins, CamareraMayor of the
Bourbon Court of Spain. She runs the place. Those two on the one side, fought it out against Queen
Anne and Sophie on the other.”

“I thought Queen Anne and Sophie hated each other.”

“What' sthat got to do with anything?’

“Touché, Roger.”

“Now if you ingst on being pedantic, yes, George Louisis next in the queue after Sophie. Do you know
what hedid with hiswife?’

“Something horrible, | heard.”
“Locked her up inaSchlof3 for therest of her life, for bed-swerving.”
“So clearlyhe has the upper hand, at leesst—"

“"Tisthe exception that provesthe rule, Danid. By taking such ameasure, he confesses his hel plessness
to the world. She made him a cuckold. Cuckolds cannot be unmade.”

“Stll,she’' s locked in a Schlofd, and heian't. ”



“Heislocked up in the Schlof? of hisown mind, which, by al accounts, haswalls so thick, asto leave
very little room within. Theleading lady of England will be the Princess of Waes—raised persondly by
Sophie and by the late lamented, by al accounts dazzling, Queen of Prussia; and tutored byyour friend. ”
This Roger stressed ominoudly.

“Er, getting back to the actua topic of conversation, don’t you think your time were better spent making
sure the Hanoverians actudly do succeed to the throne? Longitude can wait.”

Roger waved his hand asif trying for the e eventh time to knock a particular horse-fly out of the air.
“God damn it, Danid do you redly think we are so feckless, as not to have thought of that?’

“| beg your pardon.”

“WEe re not letting the Pretender in! Y ou werethere at his so-caled birth—you saw the deight-of-
hand involving the warming-pan—surely aman of your discrimination was not so easly deceived!”

“Tomeit looked like ababe s head coming out of the Queen’svagina.”

“And you cal yoursaf aman of sciencel”

“Roger, if you would set asde this quaint notion that countries must be ruled by kings who are the sons
ofother kings, then it would not matter whether the Pretender entered St. James s Palace through a
vagina, or awarming-pan; either way, to hell with him.”

“Areyou suggesting | become a Republican?’

“I"'m suggesting you dready are one.”

“Hmmph...from there, 'tisonly ashort step to Puritanism.”

“Puritanism has its advantages. . .we are not so much under the thumb of ladies.”

“Only because youhang dl of the interesting ones!”

“I antold you have amigtress of adistinguished family...”

“Asdo you—the chief difference being, | get to deep with mine”

“They say sheisextraordinarily clever.”

“Yours, or mine?’

“Both of them, Roger, but | was referring to yours.”

Roger did an odd thing then, namely, raised up hisglass and turned it thisway and that, until it had
caught the light from the window the right way. It had been scratched up with adiamond. Severd lines of
script ran acrossit, which he now read, in aghastly chaunt that was either bad reading or bad singing.

At Barton' sfeet the God of Love

His Arrowsand his Quiver lays,



Forgets he has a Throne above,

And with thislovely Creature Says.

Not Venus s Beauties are more bright,

But each appear so like the other,

The Cupid has mistook the Right,

And takes the Nymph to be his Mother.

By the time he had lurched and wheezed to the end, severa nearby clubbers had picked up the

mel ody—if it could be so called—and begun to sing dong. At the end, they al rewarded themsalves by
Consumption of Alcohal.

“Roger! | never would have dreamed any woman could move you to write even bad poetry.”

“Itsbadnessis proof of my sincerity,” Roger said modestly. “1f | wrote her anexcdlent love-poem, it
might be said of me, that | had doneit only to flaunt my wit.”

“ As matters stand, you are indeed safe from any such accusations.”
Roger now alowed afew slent moments to pass, and adjusted his posture and hiswig, asif about to be
recognized in Parliament. He proclaimed: “Now, when the attention of all Good and Forthright Meniis

fixed upon the controversies attending the Hanoverian Succession, now, | say, isthetimeto pass
Expensve and Recondite Legidation!”

“Viz. Longitude?’

“We can offer aprize to the chap who devises away of measuring it. A large prize. | have mentioned the
ideato Sir Isaac, to Sir Christopher, and to Mr. Halley. They aredl for it. The prizeisto be quite large.”

“If you havethair support, Roger, what can you possibly want of me ?’

“It ishigh time the Massachusetts Bay Ingtitute of Technologickd Arts—which | have supported so
generoudy—did something useful!”

“Such as—7?'

“Danid, | want to win the Longitude Prize!”

London

LATE FEBRUARY 1714

DANIEL WAS LURKING LIKE Abat in the attic, supervising Henry Arlanc, who was packing
Science Crapp into crates and casks. Sir Isaac Newton emerged from aroom on the floor just below,

talking to apair of younger men asthey strode down the corridor. Daniel craned his neck and peered
down the stairway just in timeto catch aglimpse of Isaac’ s feet and ankles asthey flicked out of view.



One of the men was Scottish, and sanguine, and fully agreeable to whatever it was that |saac thought he
should do. “I shdlremark on the Baron’ sremarks, Sr!”

Leibniz had published hislatest sdlvo inJournd Literaire under thetitle “ Remarks.”
“I'll usehim smartly, | will!”

“I shal supply you with my noteson hisTentamen. | found init a clearly erroneous use of second-order
differentids,” Isaac said, preceding the others down the airs.

“I perceive your strategy sir!” boomed the Scotsman. * Before the Baron presumesto pick thelint from
oot 0' yoor eye he ought to extricate thelog from oot 0’ hisoon!” It was John Keill: Queen Ann€e's

cryptographer.

The three men stormed down the stairs and out into the streets, or so it sounded to Danid, in whose
failing earstheir footsteps and their conversation melted together into afusillade of hoots and booms.

Danid waited until their carriages had cleared the end of Crane Court, then went to the Kit-Cat Clubb.

ONE OF THE REGULARS THEREwas John VVanbrugh, an architect who made a specidty of country
houses. For example, he was building Blenheim Palace for the Duke of Marlborough. He couldn’t help
but be busy on that front just now, since Harley had just flung ten thousand pounds at the Duke. Most of
histasks, just now, had nothing to do with the drawing up of plans or the supervision of workers. Hewas
rather shunting money from place to place and attempting to hire people. Danid knew this because
Vanbrugh was using the Kit-Cat Clubb as his office, and Danid couldn’t go there and read the paper and
drink chocolate without hearing haf of Vanbrugh’ s business. Occasionally Daniel would glance up to
discover Vanbrugh staring a him. Perhaps the architect knew he had corresponded with Marlborough.
Perhapsit was something ese.

At any rate, Vanbrugh was there when Danid walked down from Crane Court, and within afew
moments he had a great deal more reason to stare. For Daniel had scarcely sat down before aredly
excdlent carriage pulled up in front of the club, and the head of Sir Christopher Wren gppeared inits
window, asking for Dr. Daniel Waterhouse. Danid obliged by coming out and climbing right in. The
magnificence of this vehicle, and the beauty of the four matched horsesthat drew it, were sufficient to
stop traffic on the Strand, which greatly smplified the task of getting it turned around and aimed back the
way Danid had come, eastwardsinto the city.

“1 sent a carter round to Crane Court, as you requested, to collect whatever it was you wanted
collected. He shall meet usat St. Stephen Walbrook and then he is yoursfor the day.”

“I aminyour debt.”
“Not at dl. May | ask what it is?’
“Rubbish from the attic. A gift to our scientific brethren in St. Petersburg.”

“Then | aminyour debt. Given the nature of my work, what ascandal it would raise, if Crane Court
collapsed under the weight of beetles.”



“Let us consder al accounts settled between us, then.”

“Did you redly go throughdl of it!"?’

“What | am redlly after isthe resdue of Hooke.”

“Oh—er! Youshan'tfind itthere . Sir Isaac.”

“Hooke and Newton are the two most difficult persons| have ever known—"
“Flamsteed belongstoo in that Pantheon.”

“Hooke thought Newton stole hisidess.”

“Y es. He made me aware of it.”

“Newton considered himsdlf aggrieved by any such accusations. Hooke' s legacy could only support
Hooke, and never exonerate Newton—so away with all such rubbish! But Hooke, being no less
obstreperous than Newton, must have anticipated this—he would therefore have placed his most
valuable stuff out of Newton’sreach.”

Wren bore his eighty-one years as an arch supports tons of stone. He had been a sort of mathematical
and mechanica prodigy. The quicksIver that had seemingly welled up out of the ground, round thetime
of Cromwell, had been especially concentrated in him. Later that tide had seemed to ebb, as many of the
early Roya Society men had succumbed to a heaviness of the limbs, or of the spirit. Not so with Wren,
who seemed to be changing from an dfin youth into an angel, with only abrief sojourn in Manhood. He
wore atal fluffy slver wig, and clothing of light color, with airy lace & the throat and wrists, and hisface
wasin excdlent condition. His age showed mostly in the dimples of his cheeks, which had lengthened to
crevices, and in thefragile skin of hiseyeids, which had become quiteloose, pink, and swollen. But even
thisonly seemed to lend him aplacid and mildly amused look. Daniel saw now that Wisdom had been
among the giftsthat God had bestowed on the young Wren, and that it had led him into architecture: a
field where the results spoke for themselves, and in which it was necessary to remain on speaking terms
with large numbers of one' sfellow humansfor years at atime. The other early Roya Society men had
not recognized Wren’ swisdom, and so there had been whispers, fifty years ago, that the wonder boy
was squandering his gifts by going into the building trade. Danid had been as guilty of saying so as
anyone ese. But Wren' s decision had long since been vindicated, and Danid—who’ d made hisown
decisions, some wiser than others—felt no trace of envy, and no regret. Only a sort of awed
bemusement, astheir carriage emerged from Ludgate and circumnavigated St. Paul’ s church-yard, and
Wren parted a curtain with one finger to cast an eye over . Paul’s, like a shepherd scanning his flock.

What would it belike, to have builtthat ? Daniel could only guessat it, by considering whathe had built,
and trying to gppraiseit inasmilar spirit. But Daniel’ swork was not finished yet. He was not that
old—or so hefdt, in present company. When Wren' s son had laid the last Soneinto itsplacein the
lantern atop the dome of St. Paul’s, Sir Christopher had been ten years older than Daniel wastoday .

St. Paul’ s had passed from view; they had turned onto Watling Street and come to adead stop in the
congestion; the tables had turned, and now Wren was looking at Daniel bemusedly. “1 do not intend to
make your busnessmine,” he said, “but it would help meto help you, if you would alow meto know
what sort of Hooke-stuff you are looking for. Some of hisartwork, to adorn your walls? Navigationa
instruments, for finding your way back to Boston? Architecturd drawings? Astronomica observations?
Schemesfor flying machines? Samples of exotic plants and animals? Clock-work? Optical devices?



Chymical Receipts? Cartographica innovations?’

“Forgive me, Sir Christopher, my affairs divide and multiply from one day to the next, | am compelled to
pursue severd errands at once, and SO my answer isnot as plain asit might be. Almost anything will
servetheend | have dready mentioned, viz. giving the Russian savants-in-training food for thought. As
for my own purposes, | require anything to do with machines.”

“I have heard it mentioned that you are amember of the Court of Directors of the Proprietors—"

“No. Itisnot that. Mr. Newcomen's Engine is a huge and beastly piece of ironmongery, and he needs
no assistance from meto makeit. | am thinking of small, precise, clever machines.”

“I suppose you mean, smal, precise machines,made cleverly. ”
“I meant what | said, Sir Christopher.”
“Soit’ sthe Logic Mill again?1 thought Leibniz gave up on it, what, forty years ago.”

“Lebnizonlyset it aside forty years ago, so that he could—" Here Danid was struck dumb for afew
moments out of sheer awe at thefaux pas he had been about to commit; he was going to say,invent the
caculus

Sir Christopher’ sface, as he regarded this narrowly averted conversational disaster, looked like the
desth-mask of aman who had died in his deep while having a pleasant dream.

Findly Wren said, brightly, “1 recal Oldenburg wasfurious. Never forgave him for not finishing it.”

A short pause. Daniel was thinking something unforgivable: perhaps Oldenburg had been right, Leibniz
should have built the damned machine and never trespassed upon the holy ground that | saac had
discovered and walled round. He sighed.

Sir Chrigtopher was regarding him with infinite patience. ' Twas like sharing a coach with a Corinthian
column,

“I am serving two masters and one misiress,” Danidl began. “Just now, | don’t know what the mistress
expects of me, and so let usleave her out of the discussion, and consider my masters. Both men of
power. One, aprince of afaraway land, of an old style, but with new ideas. The other, anew sort of
prince: aParliamentary potentate. | can satisfy both, by achieving the same object: construction of a
Logic Mill. I know how to build it, for I have been thinking about it, and making test-pieces, for twenty
years. | shal soon have aplaceto builditin. Thereiseven money. | want tools, and clever men who can
work miracleswith them.”

“Hooke devised machinesfor cutting tiny gears, and thelike.”
“And he knew al of the watch-makers. Among his papers there might be names.”

Wren was amused. “Oh, you' |l have no difficulty getting watch-makersto talk to you, after my lord
Ravenscar passesthe Longitude Act.”

“That depends on whether they percelve me as a competitor.”



“Areyou?’

“I believe that the way to find longitude is not to make better clocks, but to make certain astronomical
observations—"

“The Method of Lunar Distances.”

“Indeed.”

“But thereis so mucharithmetick to be done, with that method.”
“And 0 let us equip every ship with an Arithmeticka Engine.”

Sir Christopher Wren pinkened—not because he was angry, or embarrassed, but because he was
interested. His mind worked for awhile. Danid let it. Findly Wren said, “ The most ingenious mechanics|
have ever seen, have not been those who make clocks—though they are admittedly very clever—Dbut the
oneswho makeorgans. ”

“Pipe-organs, you mean?’
“Yes. For churches.”

Danid felt something very strange happening to hisface: hewas amiling. “ Sir Christopher, you must have
employed more organ-makers than any man in history.”

Wren held up a steadying hand. “ The furnishings are put in by the parish vestries—it isthey who employ
the organ-makers. But thismuchistrue: | seethem al thetime.”

“London must be infested with them!”

“That was more true ten and twenty years ago than now. London’ s churches are finished. Many of the
organ-makers have gone back to the Continent, to rebuild instruments destroyed in the wars. But many
aredill here. | shal makeinquiries, Danidl.”

They arrived at the church of St. Stephen on Walbrook. Walbrook had been a stream in Roman times,
and was now assumed to be a sewer flowing somewhere beneath the street of the same name, though no
one was volunteering to go down and verify this. It was agood omen for the day, because thiswas
Danid’ sfavorite church. (1) Wren had put it up early in his career—cometo think of it, during the same
years Leibniz had been toiling on the calculus. It was al domes and arches, as white and pure as an egg;
and whatever uplifting thoughtsits parishioners might think asthey filed into it, Daniel knew it was Wren's
secret anthem to Mathematicks. (2) Thomas Ham, his goldsmith uncle, had lived and worked close
enough to hear the hymns being sung in this church. Hiswidow Mayflower—who latein life had
converted to Anglicanism—had attended services there with her surviving son William. (3) When King
Charles |1 had ennobled Thomas Ham by way of apology for absconding with al of his customers
deposits, he had named him Viscount Walbrook, and so to Danidl the Church of St. Stephen Walbrook
fdt dmogt like afamily chapd.

Wren had put up so many churches so quickly that he' d not had time to plant steeples on them. They all
looked splendid on theinside. But steeples were essentia to hisvision of how London ought to ook from
the outside, and so now, in semi-retirement, he was going round to his old projects and banging out
majestic yet tasteful steeples one after the other. From here Danidl could see another being finished a St.



James Garlickhythe, a quarter-mile away, and yet another freshly completed one across the street from
thereat St. Michad Paternoster Roya. Apparently Sir Christopher’ s steeple project was rolling through
London aneighborhood at atime. Eminently practical, that. Thisone, at St. Stephen Walbrook, was just
getting underway, using men and matériel being moved over from the other two.

They were taking over the near end of an anomal ous open ground north of the church, which spanned a
distance of a hundred yards or so between it and the riotous Poultry/Threadneedle/Cornhill/Lombard
intersection. Formerly this had been the Stocks Market. It wasimpossible for so much uncovered dirt to
exig inacity like London without becoming a breeding-ground for Crime or Commerce, and Danid
spied instances of both as soon as he got out of Wren's carriage. At the nearer end, Wren’ sworkmen
had set up, and were guarding, supply-dumps for the masons and carpenters who would spend the next
year or two working here, and were erecting atiny encampment of shacks and tents. Their dogs were
parading around, solemn as doctors, urinating on anything that did not move fast enough. Amid this mess,
Danid spied one cart laden with parcels he' d packed with his own handsin the attic of the Royal

Society.

A lot of fdlowswere doffing their hats—not to Daniel, of course, but to histraveling-companion. Wren
was clearly getting ready to part wayswith him. “I have in my possession drawings of many of Hooke' s
buildings”

“That isjust the sort of thing | need.”

“| shdl send them to you. Aswell asthe names of some men, now retired, who built them, and who may
have recollections of peculiaritiesin their congtruction.”

“Thaet isredly splendid of you.”

“Itistheleast | can do on behalf of the estate of the fellow who taught me how to design arches. Lagtly,
| shal nominate you as Overseer of Demongtrations to the Roya Society.”

“I beg your pardon?’
“It will become clear to you with alittle reflection. 1 bid you good day, Dr. Waterhouse.”

“You are aperfect gentle knight, Sir Christopher.”

HE HAD PHANT’ SIEDthat London would be less congested in its eastern reaches, beyond
Bishopsgate, but if anything that part of the city wasworse yet. For on that front it lay open to the inroads
of, on theleft hand, Industry, and on the right, Shipping. Neither Danidl nor his carter cared to spend the
balance of the day disputing the right-of-way against heavy wagons laden with bricks, cod, and lime, and
being drawn down the street by cavary-charges of draught
-horses. They might cross the Bridge, but Southwark would be the same scene with narrower, fewer,
and worse roads. So Daniel decreed a change in plans, and had the carter drive him and his parcels
down Fish Street Hill to the gpproaches of London Bridge, and then east dong Thames Street asif going
to the Tower. To their right, diverse narrow ancient lanes ran down to the wharves, about a bow-shot
away, each dtreet giving him amoment’ s glimpse of a different controversy, mob action, or commercia
transaction; but the river Thames was not present in any of these tableaux, because dl he could see at the
open street-ends was masts and rigging.



They passed the Billingsgate market, which was arrayed around the three sides of alarge rectangular
dock, or cut-out in the riverbank, where small vessals could comein from the Pool. The dock reached
most of the way to Thames Street, which broadened into a plaza there, so asto shake handswith the
market. Black rocks skittered out, or lodged and shattered, under theiron rims of the cart’ swheels. The
horsesfdtered. They were pushing through acrowd of children in grimy clothes who were buzzing
around gleaning those black rocks out of crevices between paving-stones.

“Crimpsl” said the carter, “Crimps and Meters come to meet the Hags.” He was referring, not to the
boys scavenging codl, but to classes of people doing business on the northern shore of Billingsgate Dock.
Crimps were cod-merchants, and to judge from snatches of accent drifting on the breeze, they were

Y orkshiremen. Meters were the City of London officias who weighed the chalders of sea-coa on
immense blackened sted-yards, and Hags were the stout tubby boats that ferried it in from the big hulks
out in the Poal. All of which was new to Danid, who thought of Billingsgate as a fish-market; but hewas
reassured to see that the fishwives had not been driven out of the place, indeed till controlled most of the
dock, and drove back encroaching Crimps with well-aimed barrages of fish-guts and vivid, faithful
descriptions of their persons and their families.

Past Billingsgate the going was easier, but only dightly, asthe Customs House was shortly ahead of them
on theright. Thiswas so crowded with men doing transactions that it was said by someto rival Change
Alley. Their discourse commingled into asurfing roar, and even from here Danid could hear the
occasiond crash and foam of some mighty wave of Intercourse.

“Thiswill do,” he said, and the carter took the next right turn and drove down alane, lined with small
and dingy, but very active, business concerns, to the Thames wharf. Several wee docks had been
chopped out of this stretch of the riverbank and it did not take them long to find one where watermen
were gathered, smoking pipes and exchanging learned commentary. Simply by standing still and
dispensing coinsto the right people at the right times, Daniel was able to cause his parcelsto be loaded
on aboat; passage to be booked across and down the river; and the carter to be sent home.

Seen from Thames Street the river had seemed |ess Conduit than Barrier—a pdisade of honed wood
thrown up to prevent an invasion, or an escape. But with afew strokes of the waterman’s oar they
penetrated the screen adong the wharves and surged out into the main channel. Thiswas as crowded as
any water in the world, but miraculoudy open and accommodating compared to the streets of London.
Daniel felt asthough burdens had been lifted, though nothing could be further from the truth. London very
quickly became a smouldering membrane, areeking tarpaulin flung over the hill and not smoothed out.
The only features of consequence were the Fire Monument, the Bridge, the Tower, and St. Paul’s. The
Bridge, asaways, seemed like aBad Ideg, acity on stilts, and avery old, dumping, inflammable Tudor
city at that. Not far from its northern end was the Fire Monument, of which Danidl was now getting his
firgt clear view. It was an immense solitary column put up by Hooke but universally attributed to Wren.
During Danid’ s recent movements about L ondon he had been startled, from time to time, to spy the
lantern at itstop peering down at him from over the top of a building—just as he had often felt, when he
was ayounger man, that the living Hooke was watching him through amicroscope.

Thetide wasflowing, and it wafted them downstream at afair clip. They were abreast of the Tower
before he knew it. With some effort of will, Daniel swerved his gaze from Traitor’' s Gate, and wrenched
his thoughts from recollection of old events, and paid heed to present concerns. Though he could not see
through the Tower’ swalls and bagtions, he could see smoke rising from the generd vicinity of the Mint
buildings, and beneath the genera clamor radiating from the city he phant’ sied he could detect the dow
heavy pulse of the trip-hammers besting out guineas. On the battlements were soldiers, wearing black
trim on their red coats. therefore, the Queen’s Own Black Torrent Guards, who had been garrisoned at
the Tower, yanked away from it, re-garrisoned there, yanked back again so many timesthat Daniel had



given up trying to keep track. The whereabouts of the Black Torrent Guard were an infdlible
weather-cock that told which way the wind was blowing, where Marlborough—who had founded the
regiment—was concerned. If the United Kingdom was a war, the Black Torrent Guards were at the
front. If at peace, and Marlborough in favor with the Sovereign, they would be a Whitehdll. If
Marlborough lay under suspicion of being another Cromwell-in-the-making, then his favored Regiment
would be exiled to the Tower, and numbed with the toils of minding Mint and Arsendl.

Asthey drifted down the river, the buildings gradualy became meaner, and the ships more magnificent.
Not that the buildings were so very mean at first. Carriageways had always coursed aong both banks,
but now one could not see them because warehouses, mostly of burnt brick, had been cast up between
them and theriver, their walls plunging sheer into the water so that boats could bump against them to be
loaded or unloaded with the help of cranesthat projected out above the water like the fedlers of
microscopic animacules. Theonly rdief in these warehouse-wallswas a smdl flat wharves specidizing in
this or that type of cargo, and connected to the world by rays of pounded dirt. On the left or Wapping
bank, those streetsled into acity that had, dumbfoundingly, been summoned into being during Danid’s
absence. On the right or Southwark bank, the buildings soon dwindled to amere screen dong the
water-front, with open country beyond. But Daniel was only alowed to seeinto it when the boat swam
into trangtory aignment with a south-going road. Such roads were lined with new buildingsfor a
quarter-mile or so inland, making them look like sword-cuts hacked into the city. And the country
beyond was not your English farmsteads (though there were pastures and dairies) but your
quasi-industrid landscape of tenter-grounds and tanner yards, the inherently land-hungry manufactures of
largeflat goods.

Coming round the elbow before Wapping put them in view of amile of river, running straight up to the
great horseshoe-bend between Limehouse and Rotherhithe, Daniel was surprised, and yet not, to see
that the new city on the left bank extended dmost that entire distance, so that the formerly free-stlanding
towns of Shadwell and Limehouse were al but swallowed by London now. The very ideamade hisskin
crawl just ahbit, for the downriver dum-towns had aways been the breeding-grounds of mudlarks,
river-pirates, rabid dogs, wharf-rats, highwaymen, and Vagabonds, and the intervening belt of
countryside—pocked though it might have been with clay-pits, brick-yards, and gin-houses—had been a
sort of cordon sanitaire between them and London. He wondered if London might get more than it
bargained for, by replacing that barrier with through streets.

The Southwark side was much more open, and parts of it were un-obstructed, so that Danidl, and
grazing dairy-cows, could ingpect each other across afew yards of water, mud, and turf. But just asthe
doops and schooners were giving way to proper three-masted ships as they progressed down this
sretch of the Pool, so the small wharves and warehouses of city merchants were being supplanted by
vast flat yards that owned long swaths of the bank, big as battle-fields, and amost as noisy: the
ship-yards. Some bloke at the Kit-Cat Clubb had tried to convince Danidl that there were now no fewer
than two dozen ship-yards active a ong the edges of the Pool, and amost as many dry-docks. Danidl had
only pretended to credit this, out of politeness. Now he believed. For what seemed like miles, the banks
of the Thameswere lined with enterprises that ate trees by the thousands and shit boats by the score.
They spat out enough saw-dust and wood-shavings to safely pack St. Paul’ sin ashipping-crate,
supposing acrate that large could be built. Which it probably could, here. Certain things Daniel had been
noticing suddenly became connected in his mind. The rafts of hardwood logs floating down the Charles,
day after day, in Boston, and the fact that cod, its smoke, and its soot were everywhere in London now,
both spoke of a desperate hunger for wood. The forests of Old and New England alike were being
turned into fleets, and only afool would burn the stuff.

At the last minute the waterman showed uncertainty asto which ship-yard was Mr. Orney’ s—there
being so many to choose from, here—but Daniel knew. It was the one with three men-of-war, al being



built to the same plan, resting side-by-side on the ways. The workers sitting on theribs of those ships,
eating their midday meds, were English- and Irishmen, wearing wool capsif they bothered to protect

their heads from the raw breeze at dl. But asthey rowed closer Daniel saw two men in giant fur hats,

ingpecting the work.

The waterman made them drift benegth the jutting sterncastles of the three hulls. The oneinthe middie
was nearly complete, except for the dl-important carving, painting, and gilding of gaudy decorations. The
other two were dtill receiving their hull planks.

They camein view of apier that thrust out into theriver at the downstream end of the yard, well clear of
the ships. A manin plain black clothing was Sitting on akeg near the end, nibbling on apasty and reading
aBible. When he saw them coming, he put both down carefully, stood up, and held out his handsto
catch the painter thrown hisway by the waterman. His hands blurred and conjured up a perfect knot,
making them fast to aheavy iron bitt on the pier. The knot, and the stylein which it had been performed,
demonstrated to al who witnessed them that thisfellow was one of God' s lect. His clothing was severe,
and it was none of your fine Sunday stuff, but heavy woolen work-clothes, flecked al over with stray
fibers and saw-dust. From the man’s callused hands, and hisway with cordage, Danid took him for a

rigger.

On the shore above them, whed -ruts and plank-roads formed a miniature London of avenues and
squares, except that the place of buildings was taken by stacks and heaps of logs, timbers, rope-cails,
oakum-bales, and pitch-kegs. Running along one side of this supply-dump, and defining the eastern
boundary of Orney’ syard, was a public right-of-way that traversed the flats for ashort distance and then
bounded up astairway to Lavender Lane, which was the bankside street in this part of Rotherhithe.

“God save you, brother,” Danid said to therigger.

“And thee—dir,” returned the rigger, giving him the once-over.

“I am Dr. Waterhouse of the Roya Society,” Daniel confessed, “ahigh and mighty title for asinner,
which brings me never so much respect and honor among those who have been seduced by the pleasures
andillusonsof Vanity Fair.” He threw aglance over hisshoulder at London. “Y ou may so address me, if
you wish; but to be called * Brother Daniel” would be a higher honor.”

“Then Brother Danid it is, if thou wouldst return the favor, by knowing me as Brother Norman.”

“Brother Norman, | perceive that thou dost set a continua example of Industry to the men around you
who are tempted by the fase promises of Sothfulness. All of this| understand—"

“Oh, there are hard workers among us, Brother Danidl, otherwise how could we perform such works as
these?”

“Thy point iswell taken, Brother Norman, and yet my confusion only worsens, for | have never seena
ship-yard so prodigious, with workers so few; where is everyone?’

“Why, Brother Danid, | am grieved to inform thee that they arein Hell. Or ascloseathing to Hell as
thereison thisearth.”

Danid’sfirg guesses at thisriddle wereprison orabettlefield but these did not seem likely. He had
amog settled onwhorehouse when he heard the sound of men erupting into cheers on the far sde of
Lavender Lane.



“A theatre? No! Bear-baiting,” he guessed.

Brother Norman closed his eyes prayerfully, and nodded.

Thisoutburst of cheering wasthe signa for severd of the men who had been egting to rise up and quit
the ship-yard. They ascended the stairsin abunch, followed at a cautious distance by the two Russians
Danid had noticed earlier. Other than Brother Norman, perhaps haf a dozen workers now remained in
the entireyard.

“I say,” Danid exclaimed, “isit Mr. Orney’ s custom to suspend al work, in the middle of the day, so
that hisworkers can run off to attend a bloody and disgraceful spectacle? It isamiracle anything gets
doneinthisplace.”

“I am Mr. Orney,” Brother Norman said pleasantly.

Forty years ago, Danid might now have flung himself into the river from sheer mortification. Inlight of
recent months' events, he knew he would survivethis, likeit or not. The best he could do wasto soldier
on. Hewas more concerned about the waterman who' d brought him here. That man had been listening
shrewdly to the exchange, and now looked asif he might topple backward off the pier.

“I do beg your pardon, Brother Norman,” said Dani€l.

“Oh, not at dl, Brother Daniel, for how are we to come closer to God, if our ears be not open to the
criticism of godly brethren?’

“Very true, Brother Norman.”

“Thou mightst never wot, O Son of Drake, what aridiculous figure thou makest, in thy foppish periwig
and whorish clothing, unless| wereto lovingly put theein mind of it.”

Another cheer from beyond Lavender Lane reminded Danid that, as usua, the unrepentant snnerswere
having morefun.

“I have acquainted the workers with my views on such entertainments,” Brother Norman continued.
“Severa of our Brethren are there now, handing out tracts. Only God can save them.”

“I thought you were arigger,” Daniel saididiotically.

“To be an examplar, inaship-yard, isto show excdlencein al of itstributary trades.”
“l see”

“The baiting-ring is yonder. Tuppence a head. Enjoy!”

“Oh, no, Brother Norman, | have not comefor that.”

“Whyhast thou come then, Brother Daniel ?Soldly to offer me thy opinions asto how | might better ook
after my affairs? Wouldst thou care to audit my books? The day isyoung.”

“Splendid of you to offer, but—"



“I am afrad my fingernails are dirty, and might not meet with thine approvd, but if thou wouldst come
back tomorrow—"

“That isredly quiteal right, Brother Norman. My father, thesmuggler, who employed diversepirates and
Vagabonds, was frequently observed to have abit of dirt under his nails after we had been up dl night
loading contraband.”

“Very well, then, how may | be of help to thee, Brother Danidl?’

“By loading these parcels aboard the first of yonder shipsthat, if God willsit, does set sail for St.
Petersburg.”

“Thisisnot awarehouse. | cannot accept responsibility for aught that happens to them while they are
goredin my yard.”

“Agreed. Thethief who makes off with themisin for bitter disappointment.”
“Y ou must secure the permission of Mr. Kikin.”
“And heis—"

“The short one. Approach Mr. Kikin from directly in front, with thine handsin plain view, or thetdl one
shdl kill thee”

“Thank you for that advice, Brother Norman.”
“Not a al. Mr. Kikin isquite certain that London is aive with Raskolniks.”
“What'saRaskolnik?’

“From the nature of Mr. Kikin's precautions, | infer that it isasort of Russian Huguenot, bearded, ten
feet tall, and good at throwing things.”

“Wadl, | don't think | quite match that description—"

“One can never betoo careful. Thou couldst be a Raskolnik disguised as a superannuateddandy .
“Brother Norman, tis such a pleasure to be free of the stuffy courtesies of London.”

“The pleasure isentirely mine, Brother Danidl.”

“Tell me, please, have you heard any news of an East Indiaman calledMinerva ?’

“The shipMinerva of Rumor and Legend? Or the real one?”’

“I have heard no rumors, know no legends...| assure you my interest is practical.”

“I saw aMinervain dry-dock, round the bend, afortnight ago, and so | can promise thee she was not
the one of legend.”



“How doesthat follow, Brother Norman? 1 am wanting some knowledge, concerningMinerva , that
would transform yourriddle into astory .”

“Forgive me, Brother Danid, | assumed you were as knowledgeabl e about maritime legends, asyou are
inship-yard management . Some of the French sailorsimpaose on the credulous, by inssting that there was
once aship, of that name, whose hull, below the waterline, was clad in gold.”

“Gold!?
“Which could only be seen when she was hedled over, aswhen a siff breeze was coming in abeam.”
“What a preposterous notion!”

“Not entirely, Brother Daniel. For the enemy of speed isthe barnacle, which makesthe hull rub the
water. The notion of covering ahull with smooth metd isexcelent. That iswhy |, and hdf the other
shipwrights adong the Pool, went to the trouble of having alook at thisMinerva when shewasin
dry-dock.”

“But you did not see gold.”

“Copper iswhat | saw, Brother Daniel. Which might have been shiny and red when it was new. And if
thelight wereto glance off it in just theright way, why, a Frenchman—a Papi<t, susceptible to gaudy and
fdse visons—might phant’sy it were gold.”

“So that’ s how the legend got started, you suppose.”

“I am certain of it. Oh, but the ship isquitered, Brother Daniel, | spied her riding at anchor aday or two
ago, not haf amile out—I believe that is her, there, in front of Lime-Kiln Dock.” Brother Norman
helpfully extended a hand across and downriver, indicating a short stretch that contained a hundred
vesss, of which athird were full-sized, ocean-going three-masters. Daniel did not even bother to look.
“Sheisarakish teak-built sort of Dutch East Indiaman of the later Jan VVroom school, marvelous
well-armed, generous tumble-home, atemptation and aterror to pirates.”

“I lived aboard her for two months and yet would never be able to pick her out from that crowd, at this
range. Brother Norman, when do you expect that these ships shall set sail for St. Petersburg?’

“duly, if God willsit and the cannons are ddlivered ontime.”

“Sr,” Danid said to hiswaterman, “I am going to go have aword with Mr. Kikin. While| do, | should
be obliged if you would deliver amessage to Captain van Hoek of Minerva..”

Danid got out a pencil and a scrap of paper and wrote out the following on abarrel-head:

Captain van Hoek,

If your intention isto make areturn voyage to Boston, then mineisto hire you to collect certain goods
there, and bring them back to me herein London, preferably no later than July. | may be reached at the
Royal Society, Crane Court, Fleet Street, London.

—Danid Waterhouse



Mr. White s Baiting-Ring
HALF AN HOUR LATER

ABOUT THREE-QUARTERS OF THE RINGwas subtended by standing-room, the remainder by a
stand of benches. Danid shrugged off the pamphleteers and missonaries trying to block the entrance and
paid awhole shilling to get asack of straw to cushion his bony old arse, and admission to the bleachers.
He chose aplace at the end of abench so he' d have some hope of jumping clear if the structure
collapsed—clearly it had not been engineered by Wren. From there he was able to look directly across
thering into the faces of the two Russians, who had elbowed their way to the front. Thiswas no mean
feat, considering that the other groundlings were Southwark shipyard workers. However, the tal one
redlly was enormous, and he was armed. Mr. Kikin smply stood in front of him; hishead came up to the
other’ s breastbone. Behind them, fellow spectators were reduced to taking turns sitting on each other’s
shoulders.

Behind the stands a four-horse carriage was drawn up, defended from the Rotherhithe crowd by its staff
of white-wigged footmen and coachmen. Danid found it abit odd that someone rich enough to own and
populate such arig would come so far to see a bear-baiting. The theatres and baiting-rings of Southwark
werein easy driking distance of London;thet was asimple matter of ten minutes on aboat. But to get
here was along trip in acoach, through a nasty sprawl of tanneries.

On the other hand, if these people were squeamish, they would never have formed the intention of
coming hither. Danidl did not recognize the arms on the door of their carriage—he suspected that they
were newly minted—and he could divinelittle by staring at the backs of the wigs worn by the owner and
histwo lady companions.

Asdefrom those three, the stands contained half a dozen other well-hedled persons who had evidently
come out by water. These had dl come aone. Daniel had to admit that he blended in.

The entertainment hewed dtrictly to the ancient Classical forms, which wasto say it conssted of five
minutes of actud excitement preceded by nearly an hour of showmanship. A series of pompous
introductions, enlivened by cock-fights, led to some big dogs being trotted out on chains and paraded
round the ring, so that wagers could be laid as to which would survive. Members of the audience who
were too poor or too prudent to bet amused themselves by surging to the front and trying to make the
dogs even angrier than they already were by throwing rocks at them, poking at them with sticks, or
bellowing their names. One was King Looie, one was King Philip, another Marshdl Villars, and yet
another, King Jamesthe Third.

A fdlow camein late and chose a seat at the end of a bench three rows below Danid. It was another
Nonconformigt, dressed al in black, with abroad-brimmed hat. He was carrying a basket, which he set
down on the bench in front of him, between hisfest.

The gentleman who' d come out in the coach stood up, resting a scarred hand on the pommel of his
small-sword, and stared at the newcomer. Daniel found the gentleman’ s profile annoyingly familiar but
could not quite place him. Whoever he was, he was clearly of amind to go and g ect this Nonconformist,
who was as out of placehere, as hewould have been at the Vatican. The only thing that held him
back—iterdly—was his companions. The ladies seated to either Sde of him exchanged ameaningful
glance behind the skirts of his coat, then reached up in perfect unison, asif they were mirror images of
each other, to lay gloved hands on the gentleman’ sforearms. The gentleman did not take kindly to thisat
al, and shook hisarmsfree with such violence that Danid flinched, afraid that the fellow was going to
elbow the ladiesin the faces.



Thisimbroglio-in-the-making was interrupted by an announcement that “The Duke of Marlborough” was
in the house. Everyone save the gentleman, Danidl, and the Nonconformist cheered. A score of
groundlings were shooed out of the path of a gaudy-painted cart, a booth on whedls, which was being
backed into the ring with a ponderous d owness meant to build excitement and enhance wagering.

The gentleman, preparatory to sitting down, put his hands on his arse to smooth the skirts of his coat. He
glanced back behind the stands and looked moderately surprised. Danid followed his gaze and noticed
that the coach-and-four was no longer there. For this, the most plausible explanation was that the
coachman had decided to move to some place quieter and not so crowded with Bankside rabble; it was
certainly the case that many horses would be spooked by the entertainment that was about to begin.

Danid turned back to look at the gentleman, who patted hisbelly, blindly groping up the length of afat
golden watch-chain that traversed his brocade vest, and pulled atime-piece out of awee pocket. The
watch-chain had several shriveled brown charms dangling from it—rabbits feet? The gent flipped open
thelid of the watch, checked thetime, and finally sat down.

They had missed nothing: only amock-pompous ceremony of dragging alength of chain out from under
the door of the whedled booth, and fixing it to a massive stake driven into the ground. Now, finaly, the
door could be opened to revea the Duke of Marlborough. And here was where Mr. Kikin and his
companion suffered a greet let-down. For the Duke might be large, by the standards of European black
bears, but he was arunt compared to the brown Siberian monsters that chased people around Muscovy.
Worse yet, when the Duke' s muzzle was pulled off by an intrepid trainer, and he opened his mouth to
roar, it was obvious that hisfangs had been filed down to harmless nubs.

“The Duke s most fearsome foes: Harley and Bolingbroke!” shouted the master of ceremonies.

A pausefor effect. Then the door of an enormous kenndl was winched up, like the portcullis of a
donjon. Nothing happened. A squib exploded insde the kenndl. That did the trick: out came Harley and
Bolingbroke, amatched set of poodles with white periwigs strapped to their heads. They rushed out
half-blind and deaf, and went separate ways, Harley headed for the edge of the ring, Bolingbroke for the
center, where the bear knocked him down with one blow of his paw, then rolled him over on his back
and brought the other paw down with a sort of scooping motion.

A big spongy piece of poodle viscerawas slhouetted against the white sky. It was throwing off ahelix of
blood-spray asit spun end-for-end. It seemed to be hanging motionlessin the air, which gave Danid the
ideait was headed straight for him; but then it plunged and struck, with pal pable momentum, into the
bodice of the powder-blue silk gown currently being worn by one of the gentleman’ stwo lady
companions. From there it tumbled into her 1ap and lodged in her skirt, between her thighs. Daniel
pegged it asalung. She had the good sense to stand upfird, and screamsecond .

This performance, from the detonation of the squib to the almost as explosive ovation given by the
groundlingsin acclaim for thelady’ srole, covered an elgpsed time of perhaps five seconds.

The one lady now had to be taken aside and comforted by the other. Astheir coach had gone missing,
this had to be done there in the stands, in full view of all present. It made asort of sde-show to the
long-awaited main event: the big dogs were unleashed into the ring. First King Looie and King Philip.
They made straight for the bear, until the bear noticed them and stood up onits hind legs; then they had
second thoughts, and decided to see what might be achieved with ahell of alot of barking. Marshall
Villarsand King James the Third were then let go, and pretty soon it had begun to look like afight.



The crowd of groundlings were now in afrenzy equa to that of the animas. So much so that they did not
notice, for severa seconds, when the dogs and the bear stopped fighting, and began to ignore each other.
Their muzzleswere downinthedirt.

Thedogs tallswerewagging.
The crowd stopped shouting, dmost in unison.

Bitsof red stuff were hurtling into the ring from somewhere near Danidl, and plumping into the ground
like damp rags.

All eyes noticed this and back-traced the trgectories to the Nonconformist. He had stood up and set his
basket on the bench next to him. Danidl noticed now that the basket was blood-soaked. The man was
pulling great hunks of raw mest from it and hurling them into thering.

“Y ou men, like these poor beasts, do fight for the amusement, and toil for the enrichment, of men such
asthiswretch—Mr. Charles White—only because, like these beasts, you are hungry! Hungry for
succour, of the physic, and of the spirit! But prosperity tempora and spiritud isyoursto be had! It falls
from heaven like manna If you would only accept it!”

To this point the meet-flinger’ s performance had been entertaining, after afashion, and they'd
particularly liked it when hel d called a gentleman a Wretch to hisface. But in the last few momentsit had
taken on the aspect of asermon , which the groundlings did not care for at dl. They dl began to murmur
at once, like Parliament. Danie for thefirst time questioned whether he would get out of Rotherhithe
today in one piece.

Mr. Charles White—perhaps asking himsalf the same question—was sauntering diagonally acrossthe
stands, casting meaningful looks at severa of the blokes who were running the place. From this, and from
what the meat-flinger had said, Daniel collected that White was the owner, or at least the backer.

“Splendid proposal, old boy! | do believel’ll take abit of this, thank you verymumph .” White sfind
word was muffled by the Nonconformist’ sl eft egr.

Now, theremova of said ear was a close re-enactment of asimilar undertaking Daniel had witnessed
twenty-odd years earlier, in acoffee-house. The hand that gripped the victim' s heed, twisting him this
way and that to worry the ear off, till bore an ugly stigma from Roger Comstock’ s dagger. Daniel had
no desire to see such athing again. But the groundlings were fascinated. Thiswasin other wordsa
shrewd bit of crowd control on White' s part, in that it gave his audience some vaue for their money; the
only vauethey werelikely to get, today.

He got the ear off alot quicker this time—practice having made perfect—and held it up. The crowd
applauded; and asthey did, White swiveled the ear back and forth, making it “listen” to whichever sde
was gpplauding the loudest. Once they understood this witticism, they went for it with gusto, the left and
right flanks trying to out-do each other in noise-making. White meanwhile took this opportunity to dab
blood off of hislipswith alace hanky.

“Thisear israther dry and gamy,” he shouted, when the crowd had grown tired of the jest. “I am afraid
it has beentanned by listening to too many hellfire-sermong! It does not merit pride of place’ pon my
watch-chain. " Twill servefor dog-mest though.”

White vaulted over the barrier into the ring: adisplay of physicd vigor striking to all. Hefed the ear to



the surviving poodle, Harley.

This spectacle—adog egting a piece of ahuman being—seemed to give the crowd whatever satisfaction
they had come for. Though none was pleased by the outcome, none complained. They began to mutter
and joke amongst themselves. A few departed straightaway, to beat the crowds. Most milled out ina
great herd, occasiondly turning their heads back to watch the poodle, its periwig askew, itsblack lips
pedled back from itsfangs, grinding up the ear in its back teeth.

It occurred to Danid to look for the one-eared, meat-hurling Puritan, who, when last seen, had been
exiting stage right, making adreadful noise: haf sobbing with pain, haf snging ahymn. His basket had
been upset during the struggle with Mr. Charles White. Severd bits of offal had tumbled out of it, and
now lay on the bench in steaming lagoons of dark blood. Daniel recognized an enormous thyroid gland
and decided that this had al been removed from ahorse, or something equaly large, that had been alive
aquarter of an hour ago.

The meat-thrower had staggered down out of the stands and into the open space behind, where he was
being assisted by adozen or more of his brethren, who were al showing off forced smiles. Mr. White's
carriage still had not returned; in its place was a conveyance far ruder, and much better suited to this
digtrict: aknacker’ swagon, dark and crusty with old gore and bright and runny with new. Danidl from his
€levated vantage point was able to see thingsin the back of that wagon that were hidden from the view of
Mr. White, who remained down by thering’s edge: anewly cut-up horse wasin there. Not aworn-out
nag but a glossy and well-looked-after steed.

It was one of Mr. White's carriage-horses.

Mr. White' sfootmen and driver were standing very close together aquarter of amile away, nexttoa
motionless carriage, to which only three horses were harnessed.

Danidl took another ook at the Nonconformists and noticed that every single one of them had &t least
onepigtal in hisbdt.

"Twas an excdllent time to be leaving. Daniel descended the benches, trying not to look likeamanina
panic, and did not dow or look back until he had put the whole baiting-ring between himsdlf and the
scene that had happened, or was about to, behind the stands.

“Mr. Kikin,” he said, having gpproached from in front, with hishandsin plain sight, and offered aforma
bow. “I cometo you on an errand from Baron von Leibniz, counselor to hisImperid Mgesty, Tsar
Peter.”

Thiswas an abrupt beginning; but Charles White, on thefar side of the ring, was only just now piecing
together the picture of how he had been used today by those Dissidents, and was working himsdf up into
arage limited only by the fact that he was outnumbered by chaps who looked forward to dying, and
were carrying loaded pistols. Amid such distractions, the only way Daniel could think of to seize Mr.
Kikin's attention was to invoke the name of Peter the Grest.

It worked. Kikin showed not the dightest doubt that Daniel wastdlling the truth. From this, Daniel knew
that Leibniz' s account of the Tsar was on the mark; he did things his own way, bethey never soirregular,
and his servants, such asKikin, did not long endure if they wanted the nimbleness to keep pace with his
evolutions. Thus Danid was ableto draw Mr. Kikin and his companion aside, and get them clear of the
growingly monstrous spectacle in the stlands. Mr. White was bellowing threats and execrations at the
Dissidents, who were drowning him out with hymn-singing, while afew unusudly stupid spectatorswere



darting in to throw stones at them.

HE HAD BEEN TOLD,by people who knew Russians, to expect cheekbones. Lev Stefanovich Kikin
(asheintroduced himself, once they had edged clear of the brawl, and withdrawn to aquiet corner of
Orney’ s ship-yard) did have quite apair. But the dablike dements of Kikin'sface, and hisoveral
fleshiness, hid his bone structure well enough that no one who lived north of, say, the River Seinewould
have picked him out as having come from afar country that was by al accounts very different from the
rest of Christendom. Daniel would have felt more at easeif Kikin had had green skin and three eyes, so
asto remind anyone who looked at him that he thought about things differently. Asit was, Danid tried to
concentrate on the outlandish hat, and Kikin’s giant companion, who never left off scanning the horizon
for Raskolniks.

For his part, Kikin—who was, after al, a diplomat—Iistened with an air of amused tolerance that Daniel
found a bit grating after awhile. But never mind; his mission here was not to befriend Kikin (or Orney,
for that matter) but to arrange for the Science Crapp to be off-loaded and warehoused here, that it might
be shipped to St. Petersburg later. Before an hour had passed, he had accomplished it, and was on his
way back acrosstheriver. He asked the waterman to convey him to Tower Wharf.

The waterman rowed hard, not to please Danid, but out of a selfish desireto put alarge expanse of
water, oranything, between him and Rotherhithe. They cut diagondly through the Pool, crossing from the
south bank to the north whilst working upstream about amile. This brought them to Wapping. From
there another mile' sjourney took them past the Red Cow, where Daniel and Bob Shaftoe had run
Jeffreysto ground, then St. Cathering' s, and then the long wharf of the Tower. Thiswas pierced in one
place by the arch that led to Traitor's Gate. Daniel had talked hisway in there once, but saw no meritin
attempting it now. So he had the waterman keep rowing.

Just beyond the Tower’ s upstream corner, the river seemed to bend around sharply to the right—atrick
played on landlubberly eyes by Tower Dock which was a vestige of the outer moat-system. Looming
above this stagnant channel was a bewildering complex of land-gates, water-gates, docks, causeway’s,
and drawbridges, all more or less answering to the appellation Lion Tower, and serving as the front door
of the entire Tower of London complex. Thiswas where Danid paid the waterman for the day, and
disembarked.

The outer reaches of the complex were open to the public. Danid got dl the way through Byward Gate,
and into the beginning of Mint Street, before anyone bothered to ask him what he was doing. He claimed
that he was hereto pay acall on Sir Isaac Newton. Thisgot him an escort: an Anglo-Irish private soldier
of the Queen’s Own Black Torrent Guards, who accompanied him a short distance up Mint Street. This
was narrow, noisy, and long. For thefirst saverd yardsit was lined with the dwellings of some of the
Mint workers. Past that, it was pinched between a porter’ slodge on the right side of the way, and on the
left, abuilding that served asthe forma entrance to the Mint, with stairs leading to an office on the storey
above.

Danid’ s escort ushered him into the building on the left, which Daniel immediately recognized as one of
those miserable places where visitors cooled their heels waiting to be admitted.

For all that, it wasn't so bad. He could use arespite. On the off chance that Danidl really was afriend of
Sir IsaaC’s, the porter ventured in from across the street and brought him acup of tea. Danid sat for a
while, Spping it and watching cod-carts rumble in, and manure-carts out, and fegling the throb of the
trip-hammers. Presently he was given the newsthat Sir 1saac was not on the premises, and the



opportunity to leave him anote, which hedid.

On hisway out, as he passed under Byward Tower, he encountered the private who had escorted him
to the office.

“Did you servein the War, private?’ Danid asked. For thisfellow did not look like an utterly raw
recruit.

“I marched with Corporal Johnin’11, sr,” came the answer. Corpora John was what the Duke of
Marlborough was caled by hissoldiers.

“Ah, the outflanking of thene plusultra, ” Daniel exclamed. “Thirty milesin aday, wasn't it?’

“Thirty-ax milesin sixteen hours, Sir.”

“Magnificent.”

Danid didnot inquire about the campaign of * 12, which had been a disgrace—the Queen had fired
Marlborough on thefirst day of that year. “I once knew afellow, asergeant in thisregiment—he did me
afavor, and | did him onein turn. Since then, there have been twenty-five years of war. He couldn’t
possibly ill be here—"

“Only one man saw those twenty-five years through, sir,” the private returned.

“That isadreadful figure. What isthat man’s name?’

“It’ d be Sergeant Bob, sir.”

“Bob Shaftoe?’

The private rationed himsdf agrin. “The same, sr.”

“Whereishenow?’

“OnaMint detail, sr.”

“Mint detail ?”

“Doing ajob that needs doing for the Mint, Sir.”

“So heis—?" Danid pointed back up Mint Street.

“Nodr, you'll find him on London Bridge, gir.’ Tisatask of an unusua nature, Sr.”

DANIEL SAW NO SOLDIERSdoing anything, usua or unusud, as he walked most of the length of the
bridge. Here, at least, was a part of London that had changed very little during hislifetime. The clothing
worn by the people, and sold in the shops lining the carriageway, was of course different. But it waslate
in the afternoon and the sun was shining horizontaly downriver, throwing the built-up segments of the
bridge into a gloom too profound for his old eyesto penetrate, and so in these stretches he could



phant’ sy himself aten-year-old boy again, out running an errand in the Puritan republic of Oliver
Cromwell. But these day-dreams were interrupted when he came to the open fire-bregks, where the
buildings ceased and the bridge hurried on for a stone’ sthrow as a naked causeway. As he ventured into
these gaps, the sun blasted him on the right side of hisface, and when he turned his head away from it
and looked down the Thames, he saw two thousand ships—which annihilated the dream that he was
back in the smple days of old. He scuttled across these open stretches like arat across an unwelcome
gripe of lanthorn-light, and found refuge in the cool dark canyons between the old buildings.

The last and shortest of these open stretches was practicaly in Southwark, seven-eighths of the way
across. On thefar end of this gap the carriageway was over-arched by a stone castle, of ancient-looking
design, but only about three hundred years old. It was the highest structure on the Bridge, for it served
both as watch-tower and as choke-point. It dated to an aaa when military operations were of amore
sraightforward character, so that abloke on the top of the tower, looking south to discover Frenchmen
or Saracens coming up in force, could sound the darm and dam the doors to the Bridge. It was called
the Great Stone Gate.

The last of the old wattle-and-daub houses was supported by one starling, and the Great Stone Gate by
the next one to the south, and the fire-break between them, above the carriageway, coincided with the
broad stone arch that spanned the interval between the starlings below. The flume of Thames-water that
raced through that arch was called Rock Lock, and was the broadest of al London Bridge' s twenty
locks. Passengers who were willing to brave the rapids of the Bridge were sometimes offered the option
of detouring dl theway down here to take Rock Lock, which wasthe least dangerous, being the widest;
but to do so was generally scorned, by your inveterate Bridge-shooters, as unmanly.

The Bridge' s severd fire-breaks exerted amysterious attraction upon contempl ative or insane
Londoners. Daniel passed one—he was not sure which—standing with his back to the carriageway,
looking upstream. He was wearing a pinkish or flesh-colored coat. He was not enjoying the distant view
of west London. Rather, his grizzled, scarred, close-cropped head was bent down to look at the starling
beneath. He was gesticulating with an ebony walking-stick, and jabbering: “Have acare, have acare,
remember the object of the exercise—there sno point in doing it, isthere, if theresult is crack-pated,
and cannot hold milk.” The words sounded insane, but he spoke them with the weary patience of aman
who has been ordering people around for along time,

A soldier in ared coat was planted to one side of the carriageway, craning his neck to look amost
vertically upwards. Danid stepped to the side, so that he would not be run over, and followed that
soldier’ sgaze to the top of the Great Stone Gate, where apair of young men infilthy old shirtswere at
work.

In company with Ludgate, Temple Bar, Aldgate, & c., thiswas one of the old gates of the City of
London. And in accordance with an ancient and noble tradition, common to most al well-regulated
Chrigtian nations, the remains of executed criminals were put on display at such gates, asaway of saying,
toilliterate vigtors, that they were now entering into acity that had laws, which were enforced with gusto.
To expedite which, the top of the tower above Great Stone Gate had been fitted with numerouslong iron
pikesthat sprayed out from its battlements like black radiance from afalen angel’ s crown. At any given
time, one or two dozen heads could be seen spitted on the ends of these, in varying stages of
decomposition. When afresh one was brought in from Tower Hill, or from one of the City’s
hanging-grounds, the wardens of the gate would make room for it by chucking one of the older heads
into theriver. Though here asin every other aspect of English life, astrict rule of precedence applied.
Certain heads, as of lordly traitorswho' d been put to desth at the Tower, were allowed to remain long
past their Dates of Expiration. Pick-pockets and chicken-stealers, by contrast, were swapped through so
rapidly that the ravens scarcely had time to peel agood snack off of them.



Some such operation was seemingly underway now, for Danidl could hear some authoritative chap atop
the tower, chiding those men in the ragged shirts: “ Don’ t—even—think—of touchingthet one, it is Baron
Harland of Harland—jpeculation, 1707, hanging by athread asyou can see...yes, you may inspect that
one”

“Thank you, sir.” One of the wretches gripped an iron pikestaff and lifted it carefully out of its socket,
then brought it round so that the head mounted to its end was face to face with the other wretch—who
proceeded to fed the skull dl over, like aphrenologist.

“I phant’ sy this n'ssound, gr. It don't givewhen | mashit.”
“Bring it down,” shouted the red-coated soldier on the carriageway.

A few moments|ater the wretch emerged from an interna stair-way, which he had descended with
congpicuous g lantry and athleticism. He passed the head under the gaze of the soldier, who responded
with a perfunctory nod, and then tucked it back under his arm and sauntered over to the western edge of
the carriageway, within arm’ slength of the grizzled man in the pink coat. Taking it up in both hands, he
hollered, “Oy! Heads up, mate!” and gaveit agood toss. Daniel could not seeitstrgjectory, but could
read it in the postures of the head-thrower and the pink-coat, both of whom were tracking it carefully:
quiet anticipation as the head traced a parabola downwards, then shock and dismay as someone down
bel ow bobbled it, ending with explosive relaxation asit was caught. The man who' d thrown it wheeled
about smartly, likeasoldier in adrill. Hisfacelooked very much asif he had dodged a cannonball. He
marched back to the Great Stone Gate.

Danid strolled over to take his place. Looking over the bridge’ s parapet he could now see down to the
flat top of the starling below: apuddle of rubble circumscribed by aline of pilings, just an arm’ slength
abovetheleve of theriver. Down there were two more redcoats, supervising the labors, but standing
wdll clear, of another pair of unfortunates, who were surrounded by partidly decomposed and
dismantled heads. These two chaps were working shirtlessin the cold, probably because their backs
were covered with whip-marks that were still bleeding. But they, too, were vigorous young men. Daniel
reckoned they were private soldiers guilty of some infraction, being made to undertake thiswork as part
of their punishment. Thework consisted of catching the heads thrown down to them, and cutting off the
tops of the skullswith handsaws.

AsDanidl wastaking in this scene, one of them finished a cut, and the top of askull fell to the ground.
He picked it up, gave it aquick ingpection, and then underhanded it straight up in the air. The man next to
Danid snatched it at the pesk of itsflight, and gaveit acareful look. To Daniel the Natura Philosopher,
the specimen appeared in excdlent condition: the sutureswell knitted, the bone thick and sturdy.

“If you aretalking to me, Danid Waterhouse, | cannot hear you,” said the man. “Unlike other men
whose ears have gone bad, | have schooled mysalf not to shout, nor to ramble on and on. Butyou may
have to do both.”

Daniel perceived now that Bob Shaftoe’ s coat was an army uniform that had once been red, but lost
much of its color from washing. From this, and from the careful mending of it, he deduced that Bob had a
wife

“Abigall iswel, thank you,” Bob announced. “ Forgive my presumption, but men with bad ears must
learn to read minds, aswell aslips; and if you were not about to ask about her, why, the fault isyours.”



Danid smiled, and nodded. “What the hell are you doing?’ he shouted, and pointed to the skull.

Bob sghed. “The Mint men have been melting down alot of slver, which wastaken froma
treasure-galeon on the Spanish Main. When it mdlts, certain fumesrise out of it—surely you know more
on thisthan I—and the men who breathe in those vapors grow ill. Thereis only oneremedy. Sir Isaac
learnt of it from some German coiners he hired during the Great Recoinage. It isto drink milk from a
human skull. Severd of the Mint-men have lately gone downiill; so the cal has been put out for skullsand
milch-cows. What are you doing here, guv’' nor?’

“InLondon?|—"
“No,here ,” said Bab, pointing to the pavement between Daniel’ sfeet. “Observing me like a beetle.”
“| was at the Tower on other business, and took it into my mind to pay acall on you.”

Bob did not seem entirdly certain that Daniel wastelling the truth. He removed hiseyesfrom Danid’s
face and gazed out over the river, towards Whitehd|l. His thumb had discovered aloose flap of scalp
projecting above the rim of the skull-cup, and now he was absent-mindedly peding the scalp avay. The
deceased was a red-headed man with close-cropped hair and afreckly bald spot. “1 am not available,”
Bob said.

“Not avalable, for what?’

“For the Marquis of Ravenscar’ s bloody secret army,” Bob answered. “1 serve the Queen, long may she
reign, and if the Pretender comes to thisidand, why, then, we shall have abit of sorting-out to do, and |
shdl look to John Churchill for hisleadership in the matter. But the Whig Army shdl haveto get 'long
without Bob Shaftoe, thank you very much.”

HOOKE, TWISTED AND BENTas he was, had been in the habit of going everywhere on his own two
feet, even though hiswork as City Surveyor, and asasort of partner to Wren, had made him rich enough
to afford a coach and four. Daniel had not understood it fully until today. For a man who wanted to get
things done in London, there smply was not time to go in avehicle, because of the congestion. The sedan
chair was aworkable compromise, but still acompromise. The only reason not smply to wak wasthe
dirtiness of the streets, and the loss of dignity. After dl he’ d seen today, Danid could not, with astraight
face, abhor the streets of London for their squalor. Asfor dignity, he had very little of that to look after,
and the sight of the heads and the skulls had set loose in hismind the usud train of ruminations
consdering mortdity, vanity, and al that. Long sour passages from Ecclesiastes were running through his
mind as he tromped back up the bridge and up-hill to Eastcheap where he turned left. The sky was
crimson in thewest. The dome of St. Paul’s, directly ahead of him, looked bluish againgt it. The Watch
were emerging and beginning to range up and down the streets, giving Danid reason to bdieve that it was
not utterly suicidal to walk home aone. He happened to reach St. Paul’ s as Vespers was beginning, so
hewent in thereto rest hisfeet for awhile.

A new organ was under construction, and Daniel spent more time brooding over it than he did
contemplating the meaning of the service. Wren had disparaged it as“abox of whistles” Danidl
understood the complaint. For Danidl, too, had once designed a building, and savored the thrill of seeing
it built, only to endure the long indignity of watching the owner clutter it up with knick-knacks and
furniture. Thisbox of whistles project was only one of severa spats that Wren had conducted with
Queen Annein recent years as to how St. Paul’ s ought to be decorated. And so as Daniel looked about



at theinterior of the place, he understood that certain of the details that met his eye might not be as Wren
would have wanted them. And yet, he had to admit that it wasn't in bad taste at all, at |east compared to
some other Barock architecture he' d seen. Or perhaps the style was merdly growing on him.

Danid thought that the fantastically complex ornamentation of Barock churches was areplacement for
the complicated things made by God, that had used to surround people when they lived out of doors (or
that Hooke had seen in drops of water). Entering into a place such asthis, they were surrounded by
complicated things made by men in emulation of God—but frozen and idedlized, in much the same way
asthe mathematica laws of Natura Philosophy were compared to the redlity they tried to describe.

When the service was over, the sun had gone down, and it were dangerous to be out alone. Daniel
shared a hackney down Fleet Street to Crane Court.

A note had arrived from Captain van Hoek of Minerva . But it had been written out, and probably
composed, by Dappa.

Dr. Waterhouse,

We guessthat to carry your freight, though less of an honour ought too to be less of ahazard, than to
carry your person, and therefore consent. We aspire to leave the Poal in the latter haf of April and to
returnin duly. If thiswill not betoo late, kindly inform us as to the gpproximate tonnage and volume you
wish to reserve on our return voyage.

Dappawill venture ashore some day before we embark, to consult with his publisher in Leicester
Square, quite near your current lodgings. With your permission he will meet with you on the same day, to
write acontract; for hispenis as versatile and inconstant as histongue.

van Hoek
Orney’s Ship-yard, Rotherhithe
12MARCH 1714

DANIEL SUPPOSED THAT THE MATTERof Orney and Kikin and the Science Crapp wasfinished
and settled for good. But one morning, closeto afortnight later, a note was handed to him by Mrs.
Arlanc. This document was not merelydated buttimed , for it had been written out in haste haf an hour

ago.
Monseur Waterhouse,

A hdlish glow on the eastern horizon early this morning gave notice to any Londoner who chanced to
look that way of Troublein Rotherhithe. Y ou may yet observe acolumn rising from that district,
congisting more of steam than of smoak, as the Fire has been put out; but not before it had consumed
one of HisImperid Mgesty’ sships. | am, naturally, bound thither in haste. This message (for whose
rudeness | gpologize) comesto you in ahackney-carriage. Kindly inform its driver whether you will join
me at Rotherhithe (in which case he shall convey you a my expense) or not (in which case prithee send
him away).

Kikin

It was by no means obvious to Daniel why he ought to heed this oblique summons from Mr. Kikin. That



there had been afire at Orney’ s ship-yard was unfortunate. But Daniel’ s connection to the matter was
tenuous. Kikin, who was an inteligent man, must know this. Y et he had gone to some trouble and
expense, and had unlimbered his most diplomatic English, to ask Danid out to Rotherhithe.

In the end he decided to go there, not because he could see any clear reason why, but because he could
see no reason why not, and because it was likely to be more interesting than staying at Crane Court. The
endless carriage-ride gave him plenty of time to make up hismind that he had decided wrong. But by
then it wastoo late. He reached Orney’ s ship-yard around midday. From the point on Lavender Lane
where he disembarked from the hackney-carriage, he enjoyed an Olympian prospect over the entire
ship-yard.

Therewasnowind at al today. A silent tide of trand ucent white smoke had seeped into the maze of
stock-piles down on the bank, turning them into blocky idands. These had been little affected by thefire.
Danid’ s eyes sought out the pallet where had been piled the Natura Philosophy stuff from Crane Court.
Other than afew scorch-marks where cinders had showered down upon the tarpaulin, there appeared to
be no damage.

Having satisfied himself asto that, heraised his eyesto the paradle ways wherethe Tsar’ sthree ships
hed been a-building.

Thefire had garted in the middle of the three hulls. Asfar as Danid could make out, no attempt had
been made to save this one. But expanses of sail-cloth had been drenched in theriver and flung over the
unfinished hullsto either side. The cloth looked very much the worse for wear—no one would ever make
sallsof it—but for the most part it had steamed, not smoked, in the hegt of the flames. From footprintsin
the bankside mud and other such evidence, Daniel could infer that bucket-brigades had been formed to
wet down the sail-cloth and perhaps to attack the centra fire. A hue and cry must have gone up; Orney
and many of hisworkers must have rushed to the yard. But not soon enough to save the middle ship. The
firemust have worked in the belly of that hull for sometime before it had been noticed. The hull-planks
on both sides were charred through, and it was obvious that the keel had been damaged. It would be
rated atotal lossby Mr. Orney’ sinsurer.

Thismuch Danidl could see from ahigh vantage point at the top of the stairs. Swirling heat-waves il
roiled out of the destroyed hull. Through them he could see aweirdly distorted image of men on small
boats rowing to and fro, peering at the disaster in something of the same spirit as other men had watched
the bear-baiting.

Danid found astairway and descended from the lane to the yard. The smoke that lingered in the lanes
among the stock-piles smelled like the aftermath of any house-fire, which wasto be expected. But mixed
withit, Daniel was surprised to nose out asharp nogtril-stinging fragrance that did not belong there: a
chymical fume. Danid had most recently smelled it in Crane Court, the night of hisarrival, just after the
Infernal Device had gone off. Before that, he had smelled it many other timesin hislife; but thefirg time
had been forty years ago a a Royal Society meeting. The guest of honor: Enoch Root. Thetopic: anew
Element called Phosphorus. Light-bearer. A substance with two remarkable properties: it glowed in the
dark, and it liked to burn. He suffered a pang of incipient guilt, thinking that perhapsthiswasal aterrible
mishap, laid to him; perhaps there had been asample of phosphorus in amnong the goods from Crane
Court, which had somehow caught fire, and caused the conflagration, and Kikin had called him out here
only to prosecute him. Thiswas extremely unlikely—afair sample of the stupid terrorsthat continued to
bedevil him from time to time. He went and inspected his pallet, and found that nothing of the sort had

happened.

Danid found Orney and Kikin in one of the surviving hulls. Thiswas till drgped in sopping sail-cloth,



presumably in casethefirein the middle hull should flare up again. Orney and Kikin roamed up and
down the length of the hull on a gtrip of temporary decking—a sort of scaffold. Daniel reckoned it had
been put there so that the workers could gain access to the upper parts of theribs, but in present
circumstances it made a suitable command and observation post for the proprietor and his customer.

They took in the curious spectacle of Daniel ascending aladder, then—since he had survived
it—greeted him. Orney was smiling in the way that bereaved persons oft did a funeras.
Kikin—whatever emotions he might have felt earlier in the day—was sober, avid, acute, interested in
everything. “ Y ou have come,” he said morethan once, asif thiswere asignificant finding.

Norman Orney mopped his cindery visage with acorner of wet canvas. Seeing this, aboy steppedin
with a bucket of beer and offered Orney aladle-full. “ God blessyou, lad,” said Orney, accepting it. He
quaffed haf apint in afew impressve swalows.

“It started in the wee hours, then?’ Daniel hazarded.

“Two of the clock, Brother Danid.”

“It burned for along while, then, before anyone noticed.”

“Oh, no, Brother Danid. In that, you are quite off the mark. I employ a night-watchman, for these banks
areinfested with mudlarks”

“Sometimesthey fall adeep.”

“Thank you for supplying me with that intelligence, Brother Dani€l; as ever, you are keen to point out
any mismanagement or incompetence. Know then that my watchman has two dogs. Both began to bark
shortly after two of the clock. The watchman smelled a pungent fume, and observed smoke from yonder
hull. He raised the darm. | was here aquarter of an hour later. The fire had spread with inconceivable

rapidity.”

“Do you suspect arson?’ Danid asked. The thought had only just cometo him; even ashewasgiving
voiceto it hewasfeding thefirg flush of shame at his own stupidness. Orney and Kikin made polite
effortsto mask their incredulity. In particular, Kikin would presume arson even if there were evidence to
the contrary; for these were, after dl, warships, and Russawas a war.

What must Kikin make of Daniel?

“Had you, or your watchmen, seen any strangers about the shipyard recently?’

“Other than you, Brother Daniel? Only apair of prowlerswho stolein, night before last, on alongboat.
The dogs barked, the prowlers departed in haste. But they can have had nothing to do with thefire; for
the ship was not on fireyesterday .

“But isthere any possibility that these prowlers might have secreted asmall object in the hull—down in
the bilge, say, where it might have gone unnoticed for twenty-four hours?’

Orney and Kikin were gazing at him mogt intently.

“The ship is—orwas —large, Brother Danid, with many places of concealment.”



“If you find clock-work in the bilge of the burnt ship, please be so good asto inform me,” Danid said.
“Did you sayclock-work, Brother Danidl?”

“It may have been damaged beyond recognition by the combustion of the phosphorus.”

“Phosphorus! ?’

“Y our men must ingpect the bilges and any other hidden cavitiesin the surviving hulls every morning.”
“It shall be done, Brother Danid!”

“Y ou have afire agent in the City?’

“The Hand-in-Hand Fire-Office on Snow-Hill!”

“Pray consder me at your disposd if the Hand-in
-Hand Fire-Office tries to blame this on you, Brother Norman.”

“Y ou may have hidden virtues, Brother Danid. Pray overlook my stubborn unwillingnessto see them.”
“Pray forgive my hiding my light under abushel, Brother Norman.”

“Indeed,” said Kikin, “thereis much that is hidden in you, Dr. Waterhouse. | would see it uncovered.
Would you please explain yoursdf?’

“The pungent reek that your watchman complained of, and that still lingers over yonder, isthat of burning
phosphorus, and | last smelled it on the evening of the thirty-first of January in Crane Court,” said Danidl.
He went on to relate abrief account of what had happened that night.

“Most remarkable,” said Kikin, “but this ship was notexploded . It wasset &fire .

“But one who knew how to make an Inferna Device, triggered by clock-work, might rig it in more than
oneway,” Danid said. “| hypothesize that the machine uses phosphorusto createfire at acertaintime. In
one case, that fire might be conveyed to a powder-keg, which would explode. In another, it might smply
ignite alarger quantity of phosphorus, or of some other inflammable substance, such aswhde-ail.”

“But in any case, you are saying, the machines—and their makers—are the same!” said Orney.

“Thenitisamatter for your Constables!” Kikin proclaimed.

“Asthe evildoers are nowhere to be seen, thereis nothing for a Constable to do,” Danidl pointed out. “It
isultimately ametter for aMagidtrate.”

Kikin snorted. “What can such a person do?’
“Nothing,” Daniel admitted, “until adefendant is presented before him.”
“And who should do that, in your sysem?’

“A prosecutor.”



“Let usfind a prosecutor, then!”

“One does notfind a prosecutor in England, in the way one finds a constable or a cobbler. Onebecomes
aprosecutor.We who are the victims of these Infernd Machines must be the Prosecutors of those who
made them.”

Kikinwas il in difficulties. “Do you mean to say that each of us pursues a separate Prosecution, or—”

“Wemight ,” Danid said, “but | suppose it would be moreefficdent ”—thisword chosen to ddight the
ears of Mr. Orney, who indeed looked keen on it—"“for you and you, and |, and the Hand-in-Hand
Fire-Officeif they are so inclined, and Mr. Threader and Mr. Arlanc, to pursueit jointly.”

“Who are Threader and Arlanc?’ Kikin asked. For Danid had left them out of his Crane Court
narration.

“Why,” said Danidl, “you might say that they are the other members of our Clubb.”
A Subterranean Vault in Clerkenwell
EARLY APRIL1714

“THERIVERFLEETis aparable—I would venture to say, averymockery —of humane degradation!”
announced Mr. Orney, by way of agreeting, as he somped down stairsinto the crypt.

Here, if he had evinced dismay, turned on his hedl, and run back up the steps, no man would have
thought lessof him.

Mr. Threader—who' d arrived a quarter of an hour previoudy—had been quite aghast. “It is
consecrated ground, Sir,” Daniel had told Mr. Threader, “not some pagan Barrow. These soulsare
Membersin Good Standing of the Community of the Dead.” And he had shoved his hand into atangle of
pallid roots and ripped them out of the way to reveal an ancient brass plate, bejeweled with condensed
moisture, and gouged with adog’ s breskfast of rude letters, no two the same size, evidently copied out
by some medievd artisan who knew not what they sgnified.

Re-forming them into L atin words and sentenceswas ajob for patient clerks, or clerics. But thiswas
Clerkenwell, where such had been coming to draw water for at least five hundred years. Decyphered,
the letters said that behind this plate lay the earthly remains of one Theobald, a Knight Templar who had
goneto Jerusdlem whole, and come back in pieces. Next to it was another platetelling asimilar tale
about adifferent bloke.

Unlike Mr. Threader, Mr. Orney seemed not in the least put out by the surroundings. Daniel had been at
painsto set up candles and lanthorns wherever he could, which generally meant the lids of the half-dozen
blocky sarcophagi that claimed most of the floor. By the light of these, it was possible to make out a
vaulted roof. Thiswas not a soaring, lost-in-dimness type of vaulted roof. It was barely high enough for a
bishop to walk up the middle without getting dime on his mitre. But the stones had been well joined, and
the room had survived, apocket of air in the dirt, oblivious to what might be happening above.

Mr. Orney paused for amoment at the foot of the stairsto let his eyes adjust, which was very prudent,
then advanced on Danid and Mr. Threader, dodging round nearly invisible puddies with sailorly grace as
he made hisway between the sarcophagi. He was showing alack of curiosity, and arefusa to be awed,



that in another man would have been infalible proof of stupidity. Since Danid knew him not to be stupid,
he reckoned that it was a sort of religious assertion; to a Quaker, these Papist crusader-knightswere as
primitive, and as beside the point, asaclan of Pictish barrow-diggers.

“Why, Brother Norman? Because the Fleet, likelife, isbrief and stinky?” inquired Danid politely.

“The gtench at itsend is only remarkable because the Fleet runs so pure and fresh at thebeginning; issuing
asit doesfrom diverse wells, holes, rills, and spaws hereabouts. Thus does a babe, fresh from the womb,
soon fal prey to dl manner of grossworldly—"

“We get the point,” Mr. Threader said.

“And yet the interval between thetwo is so brief,” Mr. Orney continued, “that arobust man” (meaning
himsalf) “may walk it in half an hour.” He pretended to check hiswaich, as proof that thiswas no
exaggeration. But it wastoo gloomy in hereto make out the did.

“Do not let our host see your time-piece, gir, he'll haveit apart before you can say, 'avad, that is
expendve!” ' said Mr. Threader, sounding asif he knew whereof he spoke.

“Never mind,” said Danidl, “I recognize it asthe work of Mr. Kirby, probably undertaken when he was
journeyman to Mr. Tompion, nine years ago.”

This produced abrief but profound—one might say, sepulchral—silence. “Well discerned, Brother
Danid,” Mr. Orney findly said.

“After the mysterious explosion,” remarked Mr. Threader, “Dr. Waterhouse secreted himsdlf in an attic
no less gloomy than this tomb, and would not return my letters for many weeks. | feared he had no
stomach for Prosecution. But when he returned to polite society, behold! He knew more of clocks, and
the men who make’ em, than any man dive—"

“Thatisrank flattery, sir,” Danid protested. “But | will grant you thismuch, that if our Clubb isto achieve
its Goal, we must learn dl we can of the Inferna Devicesin question. They were driven by clock-work,
you may be sure on't. Now, thirty years ago, | knew Huygens and Hooke, the most illustrious horologists
of theaga But when | returned to London | found that | was no longer privy to the secrets, nor
acquainted with the practitioners, of that Technology. In my eagernessto redressthis, | did from timeto
time forget my manners, prising open clocks and watches to examine their workings and decypher their
makers marks, as Mr. Threader has waspishly reminded me. The result: we are met herein
Clerkenwdl!”

“Vy the khdll are ve meetinkkhere ?” demanded a new voice.
“God saveyou, Mr. Kikin!” answered Mr. Orney, not very informatively.

“If you had arrived on time,” said the irritable Mr. Threader, “you’ d have had an answer just now from
Dr. Waterhouse.”

“My carriageisaxle-degp in abog,” was the answer of Mr. Kikin.
“That bog isavauable discovery,” said Mr. Orney, who waxed joviad when Mr. Threader wasin abad

mood. “Put afenceround it, cal it a Spaw, charge ashilling for admission, and you’ || soon be able to buy
aphaethon.”



The Russian wasill-advisedly descending adimy twelfth-century staircase into his own shadow. A
flickering orange trapezoid was projected onto the floor from above, skating back and forth like alesf
coming down from atree. It could beinferred that Mr. Kikin’s associate, who wastoo tall to enter the
crypt, was standing in the antechamber at the top of the stairs waving atorch around, trying to get the
light around his master’ s shoulders.

“Thisdamp will kill us” Mr. Kikin predicted in astolid way, asif he got killed every morning before
breskfadt.

“Aslong asthe candles don't go out, we have nothing to fear from this atmosphere,” said Danidl, who
was deeply sick and tired of hearing semi-learned people ascribe dl their problemsto damps. “Yes,
water seepsin here from the moist earth. But Mr. Orney was only just now remarking upon the
marvellous purity of these waters. Why do you think the Knights Templar built their Temple here?lItis
because the nuns of St. Mary and the Knights Hospitallers both drew their water from the same well
here, and didn’t die of it. Why, just up the road, wedthy gentle-folk pay money to soak in these same
moigtures.”

“Why not meetthere 7 Mr. Kikin suggested.
“| second the motion!” exclaimed Mr. Threader.

“Because—" Danid began. But then he heard asnatch of conversation from the top of the sairs. The
torch-light trapezoid grew wider and moved sSideways. A new shadow appeared in its center. Thefifth
and last member of the Clubb was making hisway down stairs. Daniel gave him afew momentsto get
within earshot, then continued, loudly: “because we do not wish to draw attention to ourselves! If our
Nemes's has employed a clock-maker, or indeed amaker of any sort of fine instrument, why, the
knave sworkshop islikely within amusket shot of this Temple.”

“Somewould call it atemple, some amound of rubble in the middle of aswine-yard,” said Mr. Kikin,
catching the eye of Mr. Threader and getting awarm look in return.

“Mound istoo grand aword, gr. In Englishwe say ‘bulge.” ”

“Those who did, would thereby show agrievous want of Redl Estate Acumen!” Danidl returned, “for of
the Three Desiderata: location, location, and location, thisruin hasdl! Thetide of London’sexpansionis
lapping at itsfoundationd”

“Areyou the land-lord, Dr. Waterhouse?” inquired Mr. Threader, suddenly interested.

“I am looking after the property on behdf of aHigh Net Worth Individud,” returned Danid, “whois
keen to make this vae into aworld-renowned center of Technologicka Arts.”

“How did thisindividua become aware of the ruin’ sexisence ?’

“I told him, gir,” Daniel said, “and to anticipate your next question, | learnt of it from afellow of my
acquaintance, avery, very old chap, who had knowledge from aKnight Templar.”

“Then he must indeed be very old, asthe Templars were wiped out four hundred years ago,” said Mr.
Threader, sounding abit irritated.



“A new building is contemplated?’ asked Mr. Orney, as one man of commerce to another.

“Isaready underway,” Daniel confided, “to include an arcade of shops and ateliers for makers of
watches, and of ingruments—not only musicka, butphilosophicka .”

He was getting expectant stares, asif he had broken off in mid-sentence.
“Panigpheres, heliogtats, theodolites, and circumferentors, e.g.,” hetried. Nothing.
“If Longitudeisfound, | daresay, "twill be found on this property!” he concluded.

All of thishad been taken in by Henry Arlanc, thelast to arrive. He was standing silently, and somewhat
gpart from the others.

“Right!” said Mr. Threader. “ The second meeting of the Clubb for the Taking and Prosecution of the
Party or Partiesresponsible for the Manufacture and Placement of the Inferna Engineslately Exploded at
Crane Court, Orney’s Ship-yard, &c., iscaled to order.”

TODANIEL, IN HIS YOUTH,aclub had dways been astick for hitting things with.

In 1664, aMr. Power, discoursing of barometers, had written, “ The Difference of the Mercuria
Cylinder may arise from the club and combination of al these causes joined together.”

This extended meaning of “club” had been taken clearly by Daniel and everyone el se a the Royd
Society, because many of them had lately been at universities where starvelings pooled penniesto buy
food or, more often, drink. The dang for thiswas“to makeaclub.” Around thistime, one often heard
Mr. Pepys proposing to John Wilkins and othersthat they make aclub for dinner, meaning exactly the
same procedure, save with more money and better results.

During Danidl’ s absence from London, Pepys s merry improvisations had spread out across Timeto
become perpetud, whilelosing their freedom in Space by confining themsalvesto fixed quarters. The
notion had struck Daniel as questionable, until Roger had finaly lured him to the Kit-Cat Clubb. On
entering that place Danidl had said, “Oh, why didn’t you say so!” for he had understood it immediately as
a Routine Upgrade of the coffee-houses where everyone had used to pass the time of day twenty years
ago—the chief difference being that only certain people werelet in. Thisal but ruled out ear-biting,
stab-wounds, and duels.

This Clubb was nothing at dl like the Kit-Cat. Its purpose was atogether different, its members (except
for Danid) very unlike Roger’ s crowd, its meeting-place even darker and more low-ceilinged.

But certain things about Clubbswere universal. “First order of business: the collection of Duesl” Mr.
Threader proclaimed. He had a coin pre-positioned in atiny pocket of hiswaistcoat, and now flipped it
casudly onto the stone lid of atwenty-ton coffin. Everyone did adouble-take: it was a pound sterling,
which wasto say adlver coin, and very crisp-looking, too. Using it to pay Clubb dueswas abit like
nonchalantly riding around Hyde Park on the back of aUnicorn.

Danid threw in aPiece of Eight. Mr. Kikin paid with Dutch silver money. Mr. Orney tossed out a
golden guinea. Henry Arlanc upended a purse and poured out half apint of copper tokens. Nearly all of
these had been given him beforehand by Danidl. The other members of the Clubb probably suspected as



much.

Daniel had inssted that the Huguenot porter be admitted, because it wastheoretically possible that he
was an intended victim of thefirst Infernal Device. Mr. Threader had proposed that the dues be st high,
asaway of keeping rabble such as Arlanc out. Orney had agreed for reasons strictly practical: it was
expendve to hunt down and prosecute criminas. Kikin had gone aong with any and al expenditures
because it might help keep his head attached to his neck if he could show the Tsar he was sparing no
expense to catch the men who'd burned his ship. So Daniel had ended up paying high dues, not only for
himsdf but for Arlanc.

Mr. Threader opened a small wooden case lined with red velvet, took out a hand-scale, and began to
weigh the Spanish and Dutch money againgt a calibrated brass weight, which, according to tiny but
furious assertions graved on its face, was the Platonic ided of what apound sterling ought to weigh, as
laid down some 150 years ago by Gresham. Mr. Orney took thisasasigna to begin reading the minutes
of the previous meeting, which had been held at Mr. Kikin’stown-housein Black Boy Alley afortnight

ago.

“With the Membership’ sindulgence, | shdldide al that wasto no purpose, and summarize dl that was
merely pedantic...” Orney began.

“Hear, hear!” said Daniel before Mr. Threader could object. He needn’t have worried. Mr. Threader
had stuck histongue out, and his eyes were nearly projecting from his head on stalks as he gauged the
weight of Danid’s Spanish Siver.

“Thisleaves only two items worth mentioning;: the interview with the unfortunate Watchman, and Dr.
Waterhouse' s discourse on the mechanism. Taking thesein order, we interrogated Mr. Pinewood, a
Watchman who witnessed the explosion in Crane Court, and was hired, or in some way induced, by
verba representations from Mr. Threader, of ahighly ambiguous and still hotly disputed nature...”

“Isdl ofthet redly intheminutes !'?" said Mr. Threader, glancing up from his scale with alook of mock
amazement.

“Believing that he would be compensated, Mr. Pinewood lit out after a sedan chair that had been seen
following Mr. Threader and Dr. Waterhouse immediately prior to the explosion,” said Mr. Orney,
looking satisfied that he had been able to get arise out of Mr. Threader. “Mr. Pinewood informed us that
he followed the chair eastwards on Fleet Street asfar asthe Fleet Bridge, where the two men bearing it
stopped, set it down, turned on Mr. Pinewood, picked him up...”

“Avast, we know the story,” muttered Mr. Threader.

“...and flung him bodily into Fleet Ditch.”

Everyone swallowed.

“A collection was taken up for Mr. Pinewood'’ s bails, and prayers said for his other symptoms, some of
which medica science has not even devised namesfor yet. Some contributed more, and prayed more
reverently, than others.

“The subsequent movements of the sedan chair may only be guessed at. Dr. Waterhouse lost no time

guessing that it had returned to the Sde-dley whence he himsdf had seen it issue only afew minutes
earlier. ‘1 am convinced,” Dr. Waterhouse informed us, ‘ that they had some foreknowledge of our arriva



in London, and were positioned to follow Mr. Threader’ s carriage through Newgate to the City, and that
we foxed them by diverting down the bank of FHeet Ditch to Crane Court.” There followed some
discussion as to whether the occupant of the sedan chair had any connection whatever to the Inferna
Device, | opined that " twere imprudent to follow so closdly a vehicle known to be moments away from
exploding, and that the sedan chair probably contained nothing more than a venturesome Courtesan. Mr.
Threader was quick to take offense at any suggestion that a Whore (to use histerm) would look on the
arrival of hisentourage in London as an Opportunity; the faces of the other members of the Clubb
recorded amusement at hispious...”

“1 move we choose anew secretary to take the Minutes,” Mr. Threader said. “Monsieur Arlanc, never
mind what I’ ve said about him in the pagt, isquiet, dutiful, and literate; I'll pay hisduesif hetakesthe
job.”

The end of Mr. Threader’ s sentence was garbled, because while talking he had reached up and inserted
alarge gold coin between hisown molars.

“Mr. Threader,” said Mr. Orney, “if you are fegling peckish, there are Inns up theroad a Black Mary’'s
Hole, and taverns down at Hockley-in-the-Hole, to which we might adjourn; but you' Il get no satisfaction

by egting my guinea.”

“Itisnotyours any longer, but the Clubb’s,” said Mr. Threader, now examining the coin for bite-marks,
“anditisnot aguineauntil | say itis”

“Y ou've dreadyweghed it, SO what' sthe use of biting it?” asked Mr. Orney, sounding at least as curious
as he was peeved.

“"Tisaproper guinea,” Mr. Threader admitted. “Pray continue your whimsica Narration, Mr. Orney.”

“In short, | put forth the hypothesis that the sedan chair was ared herring,” said Mr. Orney. “Thisled to
amurky disquisition on clock-work, or so it appearsin my notes...”

“For once your notes are accurate,” said Mr. Threader.

“Not intheleast!” said Danidl. “All | meant wasthis. Mr. Orney aversthat to place an Inferna Devicein
acarriage, made to explode at a certain time,and then to follow the same carriage closely down the
street, only momentsin advance of the explosion, were madness. To which | answer, this depends on
how knowledgeable, and how confident, oneis of the correct running of the clock-work. A competent
horologist would set the Device up properly, and moreover would have someidea how fast or dow
"twould run in arocking and jouncing carriage on acold day.”

“ S0 the person in the sedan chair was no horologist!” said Mr. Kikin.

Mr. Threader chuckled, believing that it was awitticism, but Danidl could see that the Russian had taken
Danid’ s point, and was wholly serious.

“Indeed, gr. | submit that the Infernal Devices might have been planted by people who had but avery
imperfect understanding of how they worked. If that istrue, the Device might have been expected to
explode hours or even days later than it did—the person in the sedan chair might have been nearly as
astonished aswere Mr. Threader and |, when it went off in Crane Court.”

“No one doubtsthat it exploded at the wrong moment,” said Mr. Threader, “so your hypothesis has at



least apatinaof credibility.”

“Itisdl neither here nor there,” Mr. Orney said flatly, “as Mr. Pinewood ended up thrashing about in
shite, and we know nothing more concerning the sedan chair.”

“| disagree. It suggestsaline of attack, by thinking about clock-work. The device that burned your ship
went off at theright time: the dead of night. The onein Mr. Threader’ s carriage went off too early. |
conclude that the device that was used ran too quickly in amoving carriage on acold day, but ran at the
correct rate gtting till in the belly of aship’shull. From that | can guess asto what sort of clock-work
was used, which might help lead usto him who made the Inferna Devices.”

“Hence...Clerkenwdl,” Mr. Kikin said.
“Whatresults can you report to us, from thisline of inquiry?’ demanded Mr. Orney.

“That islike asking afarmer in April what he has harvested from the seeds he planted aweek ago,”
Daniel protested. “1 had hoped to find some of Mr. Robert Hooke' s notes and test-pieces at Crane
Court. Hewas one of thefirst to have ago at finding the Longitude with clocks, and knew better than
anyone how their rate was influenced by rocking and by changesin temperature. Alas, Hooke' s residue
wasal rubbished. | have made inquiries with the Roya College of Physicians, and with my lord
Ravenscar.”

“Whythem, pray tell?” Mr. Threader asked.

“Hooke built the Physiciansin Warwick Lane, aswell as certain additionsto my lord Ravenscar’s
house. It is possible that he stored some of histhingsin those places. My queries have gone unanswered.
| shal redouble my efforts.”

“Since we gppear to have moved on to New Business,” said Mr. Threader, “pray tell us, Mr. Orney, of
al that you have learnt on the piss-boiling front.”

“Dr. Waterhouse assures us that piss-boiling on avery large scale is needed to makephosphorus for
these Infernal Devices,” Mr. Orney reminded them.

“His account |ft little to theimagination,” Mr. Threader said.
“Todoitin London would be difficult—"

“Why? London could not smell any more like pissthan it doesto begin with,” Mr. Kikin observed
dhrewdly.

“It would draw attention, not because it smelt bad, but because it was a queer practice. So the
piss-boiling probably happensin the countryside. But thiswould require trangportation of piss, in large
amounts, from a place where there was alot to be had—viz. acity, e.g., London—to said countryside; a
thing not to be accomplished in perfect secrecy.”

“Y ou should make inquiries among the Vault men!”
“An excdlent idea, Mr. Kikin, and one | had along timeago,” Mr. Orney said. “But my habitationis

remote from the banks of the lower Fleet where the VVault men cluster, thick asflies, every night to
discharge their loads. AsMonsieur Arlanc dwellsat Crane Court, five minutes walk from the said Ditch,



| charged himwithit. Monsieur Arlanc?’

“I have been very, very busy...” began Henry Arlanc, and was then drowned out by indignant
vocdlizations from the rest of the Clubb. The Huguenot made a brave show of Gallic dignity until this
Parliamentary baying had died down. “But the Justice of the Peace for Southwark has succeeded where
| faled.Vaild ”

Arlanc whipped out a pamphlet, and tossed it onto adate coffin-lid; it skidded to astop in the pool of
light cast by acandle. The cover was printed in great rude lurid type, big enough for Daniel to read
without fishing out his spectacles. “THE PROCEEDINGS of theAs-sizes of the Peace, Oyer and
Terminer and Generd Gaol-Ddivery for theCOUNTY OF SURREY . ”

Below that the letters got small; but Mr. Kikin bent over and read the subtitle doud: “Beinga FULL and
TRUE accompt of ye most surprizing, execrable and Horrid CRIMES committed by the Enemies, and
just, swift and severe PUNISHMENTS meted out by the Defenders, of the Peace of that County from
Friday January 1, to Saturday February 27,Anno Domini 1713/14...."

Mr. Kikin shared an amused |ook over the candle with Henry Arlanc. It was possible to buy these
pamphlets everywhere, which implied that some people—alat of people, actualy—were buying them.
But no man who was literate enough to read them would admit to it. This sort of literature was supposed
to beignored. For Mr. Arlanc to notice it was uncouth, and for Mr. Kikin to derive amusement from it
was rude. Foreigners and their ways!

“Forgive me, Monsieur Arlanc, but | have not had the....er...pleasure of reading thatdocument, ” said
Mr. Threader. “What doesit say?’

“It relates the case of aMr. Marsh, who was driving his wagon down Lambeth Road one night in
December, when he met three young gentlemen who had just emerged from ahouse of ill reputein .
George sFields. Asthey passed each other in the lane, these three young men became so incensed by
the odour emanating from Mr. Marsh’ swagon that they drew out their swords and plunged them into the
body of Mr. Marsh’ s horse, which died instantly, collapsing in itstraces. Mr. Marsh set up ahue and cry,
which drew the attention of the occupants of a nearby tavern, who rushed out and seized the

perpetrators.”

“Courageous, that, for aMaobb of Drunks.”

“The roads down there areinfested with highwaymen,” Mr. Threader said keenly. “They probably
reckoned 'twas safer to go out and face them as a company, be it ne' er so ragged, than be picked off
one by one asthey straggled home.”

“Imaginetheir surprise when they found they’ d apprehended not highwaymen, but gentlemen!” Mr.
Kikin remarked, very amused.

“They had apprehendedboth, ” said Henry Arlanc.
“What!?’
“Many highwaymenare gentlemen,” said Mr. Threader learnedly. “ As’tis benesth the dignity of a Person

of Qudity to work for aliving, why, when he's gambled and whored away al hismoney, he must resort
to alife of armed robbery. To do otherwise were dishonorable.”



“How come you to know so much of it? | daresay you are aregular subscriber of these pamphlets, sir!”
said the ddlighted Mr. Orney.

“I am on the road severd months out of the year, sir, and know more of highwaymen than do you of the
very latest advancesinCaulking. ”

“What came of it, Monsieur Arlanc?’ Danid inquired.

“On the persons of these three, valuables were found that had been stolen, earlier in the evening, froma
coach bound for Dover. The occupants of that coach prosecuted them. Asadl three were of course
literate, they got benefit of clergy. Mr. Marsh does not appear again in the Narration, save asawitness.”

“So dl that we know of Mr. Marshisthat in the middle of the night he was transporting something down
Lambeth Road so foul-smelling that three highwaymen risked the gallows to revenge themselves on his
horse!” said Mr. Orney.

“I know abit more than that, sir,” Arlanc said. “I’ ve made inquiries aong the banks of the Fleet, after
dark. Mr. Marsh wasindeed aLondon Vault-man. ' Tis considered most strange, by his brethren, that he
crossed the River with afull load inthe middle of the night.”

“You say hewas aVault-man,” Daniel remarked. “What is he now? Dead?’

“Out of business, owing to the loss of his horse. Moved back to Plymouth to live with hissigter.”

“Perhaps we should send one of our number to Plymouth to interview him,” suggested Danid, haf in
jest.

“Inconceivable! The state of the Clubb’ s financesisdesperate !” Mr. Threader proclaimed.

Silence then, save for the sound of tongues being bitten. A face or two turned towards Daniel.He had
known Mr. Threader longer than the others; so a decent respect for precedence dictated that he be given
the first chance to bite Mr. Threader’ s head off.

“We havejust doubled the size of our accompt, sir. How can you make such aclam?’

“Not quite doubled, sir, your Piece of Eight came up aha p'ny light of a pound.”

“And my guineais severa pence heavy, asal theworld knows,” said Mr. Orney, “so you may supply
Brother Daniel’ s deficit from my surplus, and keep the change whileyou are at it.”

“Y our generosity sets an exampleto us unredeemed Anglican sinners,” said Mr. Threader with aweak
smile. “But it does not materially change the Clubb’ sfinances. Y es, we have twice the assetstoday aswe
had yesterday; but we must considerlighilities aswell.”

“I did not know we had any,” said the perpetudly amused Mr. Kikin, “unless you have been taking our
duesto Change Alley, and investing them in some dritch Derivatives.”

“I' look to the future, Mr. Kikin. Onegets what onepaysfor ! That istheinfdliblerulein fish-markets,
whorehouses, and Parliament. And it gpplieswith as much forcein the world of the thief-taker.”

Mr. Threaeder reveled in the Slence that followed. Finaly Mr. Orney, who could not stand to see



anyone—especidly Mr. Threader—enjoy anything, said, “If you mean to hire athief-taker, Sr, with our
money, you would do well topropose it firgt, that we maydispute it.”

“Even beforedigputing thief-takers, if someone would be so kind astodefine theterm for me?” said Mr.
Kikin.

“Apprehending criminalsis oft strenuous, and sometimes mortaly dangerous,” said Mr. Threader. “ So,
instead of doing it onesalf, one hires athief-taker to go and do it for one.”

“To goout and...hunt down, and physically abduct, someone?’
“Yes,” said Mr. Threader mildly. “How else do you suppose justice can ever be served?’

“Police...congables...militia...orsomething !” sputtered Mr. Kikin. “But...in an orderly country...you
can't amply have people running around arresting each other!”

“Thank you, sirrah, for your advice upon how to run an orderly country!” Mr. Threader brayed. “Ah,
yes, if only England could be more like Muscovy!”

“Gentlemen, gentlemen...” Danid began. But Mr. Kikin'sfascination prevailed, and he let the argument
drop, asking, “How doesit work?’

“Generally one postsareward, and leaves the rest to the natural workings of the market,” said Mr.
Threader.

“How large areward?’

“Y ou have penetrated to the heart of the matter, Sr,” said Mr. Threader. “ Since the days of William and
Mary, the reward for acommon robber or burglar has been ten pounds.”

“By convention, or...”
“By royd proclamation, Sr!”

Mr. Kikin' sface clouded over. “Hmm, so we are in competition with Her Mgesty’ s government,
then...”

“It getsworse. Forty pounds for highway robbers, twenty to twenty-five for horse thieves, even more
for murderers. The Clubb, | remind you, has ten pounds, plus or minus afew bits and farthings.”

“Stiff competitionindeed,” said Mr. Orney, “and asign, to those wise enough to heed it, that 'tisawaste
of timeto rely ’ pon thief-takers.”

Before Mr. Threader could say what he thought of Mr. Orney’ s brand of wisdom, Mr. Kikin said: “You
should have told me before. If the Clubl’ s dues are to be pissed away on inane things, | must be thrifty.
Butif it isamatter of posting areward...to catch an enemy of the Tsar...we could have every thief-taker
in London working for us by tomorrow evening!”

Mr. Threader looked perfectly satisfied.

“Doweredlly want that?' Daniel asked. “ Thief-takers have amore vile reputation even than thieves”



“That is of no account. We are not proposing to hire one as ananny . The viler the better, | say!”

Danid could see one or two flaws in that line of reasoning. But aglance at the faces of Mr. Orney and
Monseur Arlanc told him he was out-voted. They appeared to think it was splendid if Mr. Kikin wanted
to spend the Tsar’ smoney in thisway.

“If thereis no further businesshere,” Danid said, “1 thought atour of the watch-makers' shops of
Clerkenwell might bein order.”

“Tofindcriminds Dr. Waterhouse, |et us search amongcriminds, nothorologists, and let us not do it
oursalves, but have thief-takers—paid for by the Tsar of Muscovy!—do itfor us,” said Mr. Threader;
and for once, he seemed to speak for the whole Clubb, except for Danid. “ The meeting is adjourned.”

AS A WAVE PASSES THROUGHarug that is being shaken, driving beforeit afront of grit, fless,
apple seeds, tobacco-ashes, pubic hairs, scab-heads, &c., so the expansion of London acrossthe
defenssless green countryside pushed beforeit all who had been jarred loose by Change, or who smply
hadn’t been firmly tied down to begin with. A farmer living out in the green pastures north of the city
might notice the buildings cregping hisway, year by year, but not know that his pasture was soon to
become part of London until drunks, footpads, whores, and molly-boys began to congregate under his
windows.

Asaboy Daniel had been able to open an upper-storey window in back of Drake’ s house on Holborn,
and gaze across one mile of downs and swaesto anirregular patch of turf caled Clerkenwell Green: a
bit of common ground separating St. James sand St. John's. Each of these was an ancient religious
order, therefore, ajumbled compound of graveyards, houses, ancient Popish cloisters, and out-buildings.
Liked| other Roman churchesin the realm, these had become Anglican, and perhaps been sacked alittle
bit, during Henry VIII’ stime. And when Cromwell had come aong to replace Anglicanism with amore
radical creed, they had been sacked more thoroughly. Now what remained of them had been engulfed by
London.

Y et it was better to be engulfed than to be on the edge, for the city had akind of order that the frontier
wanted. Whatever crimes, disruptions, and atrocities had occurred around Clerkenwell Green whileit
was being ringed with new buildings, had now migrated dightly northwards, to be replaced by outrages
of amore settled and organized nature.

Haf amile northwest of Clerkenwell Green was a place where the fledgling Fleet ran, for ashort
distance, pardld to the road to Hampstead. Between road and river the ground was low, and shiny with
shifting sheets of water. But on the opposite bank, nearer to Clerkenwell, the ground was firm enough
that shrubs and vegetables could be planted in it without drowning, and buildings set on it without Sinking
into the muck. A hamlet had gradudly formed there, called Black Mary’ sHole.

A bloke wanting to leave the urban confines of Clerkenwell Green and venture out acrossthe fields
toward Black Mary’ s Hole would have to contend with afew obstacles. For directly in his path stood
the ancient compound of . James's, and on the far Side of that was a new-built prison, and just beyond
that, a bridewdl run by Quakers. And the sort of bloke who passed the time of day going up to Black
Mary’sHolewould ingtinctively avoid such establishments. So he would begin hisjourney by dodging
westwards and exiting Clerkenwell Green through a sort of sphincter that led into Turnmill Street. To the
|eft, or London-wards, Turnmill led into the livestock markets of Smithfidd, and was lined with shambles,



tallow-chandleries, and knackers' yards. hardly atempting placefor astroll. To theright, or leading out
to open country, it forked into two ways. on the right, Rag Street, and on the left, Hockley-in-the-Hole,
which presumably got its name from the fact that it had come into being along abend of the Fleet, which
there had been bridged in so many placesthat it was vanishing from human ken.

Hockley-in-the-Hole was a sort of recreational annex to the meat markets. If animals were doneto
death for profit in the butcher-gtd|s of Smithfield, they were baited, fought, and torn asunder for pleasure
in the cock-pits and bear-rings of Hockley-in-
the-Hole.

Rag Street was not agreat deal more pleasant, but it did get one directly out of the city. A hundred
paces dong, the buildingsfell away, and were replaced by gardens, on the right. On the left the buildings
went on for abit, but they were not so unsavoury: severa bakeries, and then abath where the Quality
cameto take the waters. In afew hundred paces the buildings ceased on that side aswell. From that
point it was possible to see across a quarter-mile of open ground to Black Mary’ sHole. Thiswas, in
other words, thefirst place where aLondoner, crazed by crowding and choked from coal-smoke, could
break out into the open. The impulse was common enough. And o the entire Stretch of territory from the
Idington Road on the east to Tottenham Court Road on the west had become a sort of deranged park,
with Black Mary’ s Hole in the center of it. It was where people resorted to have every form of sexual
congress not sanctioned by the Book of Common Prayer, and where footpads went to prey upon them,
and thief-takersto spy on the doings of the footpads and set one againgt another for the reward money.

Baths and tea-gardens provided another reason to go there—or, barring that, a convenient pretext for
gentlefolk whaose redl motives had nothing to do with bathing or tea. And—complicating matters
terribly—any number of people went there for childishly smple and innocent purposes. Picknickers were
aslikely to come here as murderers. On hisfirgt vigt to thisdistrict, Daniel had heard someone cregping
along behind him, and been certain it was afootpad, raising his cudge to dash Daniel’ sbrain’ s out;
turning around, he had discovered a Fellow of the Royd Society brandishing along-handled butterfly net.

Just at this place where London stopped, on the road to Black Mary’ s Hole, was a bit of land
accurately described, by members of Daniel’ s Clubb, as a swine-yard with amound of rubbleinit. Asa
boy looking out the window of Drake’ s house, Daniel had probably flicked his gaze over it ahundred
times and made naught of it. But recently he had got abundle of |etters from Massachusetts. One of them
had been from Enoch Root, who'd got wind of Danidl’ s plan to build a sort of annex to the Ingtitute of
Technologicka Arts somewhere around London.

For along time | have phant’ sed that one day | should find the landlord of the ruined Templein
Clerkenwell, and make something of that property.

Danid had rolled his eyes upon reading these words. If Enoch Root was areal estate devel oper, then
Danid wasa Turkish harem-girl! It wastypica Enochian meddling: he knew there was a Templar crypt
under this swine-lot that was about to be gobbled by London, and didn’t want it to befilled in, or used as
akeg-room for agin-house, and he hoped Daniel or someone would do something about it. Daniel
bridied at thistrans-Atlantic nagging. But Root had aknack for finding, or creating, aignments between
hisinterests and those of the people whose lives he meddied with. Daniel needed a place to build things.
Clerkenwdl, though it was obvioudy unstable, muddy, smelling of the knacker, and loud with the
screams and roars of fighting beasts, Regarded as Unsafe by Persons of Quality, was asuitable place for
Daniel. He could get to Town or Country—or escape from either—with but afew steps, and none of the
neighbors were gpt to complain of queer doings, or pay any note to nocturna vistors.

The parcd was an irregular pentagon about a hundred paces wide. Within it, the sunken ruin was



Stuated off-center, away from the road to Black Mary’ sHole, near avertex that pointed back towards
Clerkenwell. The gardens of aneighboring Spaw came up closeto it on one sde, making the parcel
seem larger than it was. It was one of countless crumbs of territory that had been worried off the edges
of the Church’s stupendous holdingsin Tudor days. Tracing the changesin its ownership since then had
been agood job for an unemployed boffin who knew alot of Latin—Daniel had made two tripsto
Oxford to research it. He had discovered that ownership of the land had passed into the hands of a
Cavdier family that had gone to France during Cromwell days and, owing to an ensuing pattern of
marriages, bastardy, suspicious degths, and opportunistic religious conversions, essentialy become
French people and were unlikely ever to come back. Twenty-five years of amost continua war between
Britain and France had |eft them profoundly ignorant of suburban London red estate trends. Danidl had
passed al of thison to Roger at the Kit-Cat Clubb. Letters had been despatched to France, and afew
weekslater Roger had informed him that he could build anything he wanted there, provided it might later
beresold a aprofit. Danidl had found amediocre architect and told him to design houses with shopsin
the ground floor, wrapping around three sides of the property, embracing a court with the ruinin the
middleof it.

As he emerged from the half-collapsed anteroom of the crypt—the last member of the Clubb to
depart—white blindness came over him because of the brilliance of the cloudy sky. He shaded his eyes
and looked down &t the luminous grass. A smal round wrinkled thing was next to his shoe, looking likea
fagy’ s coin-purse. He kicked it over and realized it was a knotted sheep-gut condom.

His eyes had adjusted sufficiently now that he could look at the nearby hog-wallow without suffering too
much. It was all dried up, as the tenant had been encouraged to take his swine e sawhere. Findly he
could remove his hand from hisbrow and trace the lines of surveyors stakes marking the foundations of
the new buildings. When walls began to rise up upon those foundations, they’ d screen thisyard from the
road, and then the only people who' d be able to seeinto it would be afew of those Spaw-goers, and
perhaps—if they had sharp eyes, or owned perspective glasses—inmates of the new prison on
Clerkenwell Close, aquarter-mile distant. But for what it wasworth, they’ d be the better class of
prisoners who could afford to pay the gaolersfor upper-storey rooms.

ACCUSTOMED TO THE TEMPOof Trinity College and of the Royal Society, he' d thought that the
Clubb’s meeting would go much longer. But Threader, Orney, and Kikin had nothing in common but
decisveness, and awill to get on withit. Hiswatch told him hewas very early for his appointment with
Sir Isaac Newton. Thiswould have been ablessing to mogt, for who' d want to be the insolent wretch
who kept Sir Isaac waiting? To Danidl, who was |ooking forward to the meeting about as much as
another bladder operation, it was adamned nuisance. He desired some pointless distraction; and so he
decided to go cal on the Marquis of Ravenscar.

There was no way to get from here to Roger’ s house that was not dangerous, offensive, or both. Daniel
opted for offengve, i.e., he attempted to walk through the middle of Hockley-in-the-Hole. It [ay within
earshot, just on the other side of some buildings. What made it offensive was the sort of people gathered
there on this Saturday morning: Cockneys come up to watch fights between beasts, and to participatein
others. But they dso made it safe, after afashion. Pick-pockets were al over the place, but
footpads—whosemodus operandi was to besat victims sensaless—couldn’'t work in acrowd.

At the place where Saffron Hill Road disgorged its push of Londonersinto the Hole, two men, stripped
to thewaist, were circling around each other with their fists up. One of them aready had ared
knuckle-print on his cheek, and ahuge smear of dirt on one shoulder where he' d tumbled into the street.
They were bulky coves, probably mesat-cutters from Smithfield, and at least ahundred men had aready



formed aring around them, and begun to lay wagers. All foot-traffic had to squeeze through a strait no
more than afathom wide between this storm of elbows and the building-fronts aong the north side of the
Hole: aline-up of taverns and of smudgy enterprisesthat looked asif they didn’t want to be noticed.

A man waslying full-length on the ground &t the foot of one building, dead or adeep, cresting further
eddies and surgesin the crowd as people dodged around him. He looked like an gpparition, a prophecy
of what would become of Danidl if he wereto lose hisfooting there. So Daniel made no pretense of
dignity. He Sdestepped asfar as he could to the right, so that he was almost cowering against the sheer
brown-brick face of abuilding, and shifted hiswalking-stick to hisright hand so it wouldn't get kicked
out from under him, and put his hand through the wrist-loop in caseit did. Helet the traffic carry himinto
theflume.

He had got about hafway through, and begun to sense daylight ahead, when he sensed unease
propagating like awave through the crowd ahead of him, and looked up to see agreat brute of ahorse,
in black leather tack with silver ornament, drawing asmal carriage. Its design was outlandish: dl
stretched out and bent around, recalling the shape of a pouncing cheetah. In the moment before he
redlized that he wasin trouble, hismind identified it as one of the new rigs called phaethons. It was going
to squeeze through this bottleneck. Or rather, it would trot through without breaking stride, and let the
pedestrians do dl the squeezing.

The crowd couldn’t believe it—'twas an impossibility! Y et the vehicle, twenty feet long and eight high,
drawn by aton of prancing, iron-shod flesh, was not dowing down. The ends of the carriage-poles
protruded like jousting-lances. One of those could go through your head like a pike through a pumpkin,
and if you dodged that, you might still have your foot crushed under awhed and face the ways-tricky
dilemmaof amputation vs. gangrene. A hundred men did the rationa thing. The sum of those rationd
choiceswas cdled panic. Danid’ s contribution to the panic was as follows. perhaps eight feet ahead of
him he saw arecessed shop-doorway, and made up his mind that while everyone else was gaping at the
phaethon, he could squirt forward between the crowd on hisleft, and the shop-window on hisright, and
dodgeinto it. He ducked under the shoulder of abigger man and scurried forward.

Hafway there, hisleft peripheral vison went dark as alarge number of onrushing bodies blotted out the
white sky.

Danid saw very clearly that he was going to die now, in the following manner: smashed againgt the front
of this shop by tons of meet and bone. The shop-window would not give way; it was made of small
square panesin agrid of wooden mullions asthick ashiswrist. Eventudly it might buckle under the
pressure of the crowd, but dl of hisribswould give way sooner. He tried to lunge forward another step,
but it only got worse; and hisfoot came down too soon, on unsteady ground. He had stepped on the
torso of the unconscious man he' d noticed moments earlier. Helost his baance, but gained six inches
dtitude, and thistriggered some sort of climbing ingtinct. If the mullions of the window were stout enough
to crush hisribcage, then they could at least support hisweight while they were doing it. He flung both
amsintheair likeaBaptist in ecstasy, clutched at a horizonta bar, and pulled himsdlf up while pushing
with both feet againgt that deeping or dead man, dl at the same moment as he was being picked up by
the mob, like areed that hasfallen into the surf, and dammed againgt the building. His feet were no longer
touching anything. The force of gravity was countered by severd different blokes knees, shoulders, hips,
and heads, which had al struck him over the course of abrief, bony barrage. If they’ d driven him under
he' d be asorry case, but they’ d pushed him up. One of his cheeks had dammed up against a
windowpane s0 hard that the glass had popped haf out of its frame and was making ominousticking
noisesvery closeto hiseyebal.

He no longer needed to support his own weight, so he allowed hisleft hand to releaseits grip on the



mullion above, brought it down right past his nose, ingnuated hisfingers between jawbone and window,
and crooked hisfingers over the edge of the frame, taking advantage of the loose pane by getting abit of
ahandhold on its mullion, so that when the crowd collgpsed he would not smply fall backwards and
crack his head on the ground.

Theair insde the shop felt cooler on hisfingertips and smelt of pipe-smoke. He had no choice but to
stare through the glass for about five seconds. In the architect’ s mind’ s eye, this had probably been a
lovely shop-window where ladieswould coo over pretty displays. And maybe it would be that some
day, if Hockley-in-the-Hole ever became fashionable. But for now aboard had been put up insde of it, a
bit more than arm’ slength insde the glass. Daniel couldn’t tell whether it was a backdrop for display, or
abarrier againgt intruders. It had been covered with green fabric along time ago, and the fabric had been
bleached by the sun, asthiswas a south-facing window. 1t had gone nearly white everywhere except
where the sun’ s light had been blocked by wares, hung on that board for display. No wares remained on
it now. But their caught shadows were clearly visible. Danid’ sfirgt thought was pendulums, because the
shapes were circular, depending from dim cords. But no one bought pendulums save Natura
Philosophers and mesmerigts. It had to have been watches, hanging on chains.

The phaethon clattered past and the crowd relaxed, presenting awhole new universe of hazardsto
Danid. A lot of chapswho had been leaning against other chaps who had, in the end, been leaning
againg Daniel, now decided to right themsalves by pushing off hard. So waves of pressure thrust Daniel
againg the grid, again and again, so hard that he felt it popping undernesth him. One of the brass buttons
on his coat shattered a pane, praying the watch-shadows with skewed triangles of glass. Then his
support went out from under him and he fell, braking himself—as planned—uwith the one hand he' d
crooked over the windowframe. His hip swung into the store-front and cracked another pane.

Now that the loosened pane was no longer being forced inwards by his cheek, it had sprung back and
trapped his knuckles under its sharp edge. He was caught on tiptoe, like aprisoner strungupina
dungeon. But hisright hand was free, the walking-stick still dangling by itswrigt-thong, so with some
ridiculous tossing and squirming motions he got agrip on its middle, raised its knotty head, and bashed
out the loose pane to get himsdlf free. The man who' d been lying on the ground rolled over onto his
back, sat up convulsively, and blew a cloud of blood from his nogtrils. Danid hurried on; and just as he
walked past the front door of the building hefdt it opening. Three pacesfarther dong he heard an “ Oy,
you!” but Hockley-in-the-Hole had become more riotous than ever and he could plausibly ignore this. He
smply could not begin a conversation with the sort of person who would lurk in the back of such a
building.

Hewaked fagter, following the leftward curve of Hockley-in-the-Hole. A miasma of watery smells,
issuing from gutters and crevicesin the pavement, told him he’ d crossed over the entombed Fleet. He
dodged right into Windmill Hill, though it was along time since there d been adiscernible hill, or a
windmill, there. He then forced himself to walk straight west, without looking back, for a hundred paces.
That brought him clear of Hockley, and into the center of the largest open placein this part of town,
where Leather Lane, Liquor-pond Street, and severd other ways came together in a crazed, nameless
interchange haf the size of Charing Cross. There, findly, he turned around.

“Your watch, sr,” said abloke, “or 30| surmise.”

All theair drained out of Daniel’ slungs. For ten minutes he had felt clever and spry. Now helooked
down at himsdlf and saw wreckage. To inventory al that had gone wrong with his clothes and histoilette
would take more time than he could spare; but hiswatch was unquestionably missing. He took astep
toward the bloke, then asmaller step. But the other fellow seemed to’ ve made up his mind that he' d not
pursue Daniel any farther today. He stood and waited, and the longer he waited, the more he seemed to



glower. Hewas agreat big cove, built to chop wood al day long. He had the most profound whiskerage
Danidl had seen in many ayear, and looked asif he could grow ajet-black beaver-pet out of hisfacein
about aweek’ stime. He might have shaved forty-eight hours ago. But he' d had little incentive to do it
any more frequently than that, since his cheeks and chin had suffered badly from smallpox, leaving scars
atop other scars. In sum, the man’ s head looked like a Dutch oven forged over adying firewith a
ball-peen hammer. His hair hung round hisfacein away that reminded Danidl of the young Robert
Hooke; but where Hooke had been sickly and bent, this man was made like ameat-wagon. Y et he was
holding Daniel’ swatch in the most curious delicate way, the time-piece resting on a half-acre of pink
palm, the chain drawn back and draped over the black-creviced fingers of the other hand. He was

digolaying it.

Danidl took another step forward. He had the ridiculous phant’ sy that the man would dart away if Danid
reached out: areflex Daniel had learned in childhood games of keep-away, and never quite got rid of.

Something did not make sense. He looked up into the man’s gray eyes and noticed crows' feet. Hewas
older than he looked, probably in hisforties. The beginnings of an explanation there.

“Y ou havejudged me aright,” the man said, in an encouraging tone. “1 am ahorologist gone bad.”

“You ded in golentime—"

“Don’'t wedl, sr? Each gtriking hisown bargain, as’twere.”

“I was going to say, ‘time-pieces,’ but you interrupted me.”

“’Tisacommon error of those who buy time dear, and sdll it chegp, Dr. Waterhouse.”

“Y ou know my name? What isyours?’

“My surname is Hoxton. My father christened me Peter. Heregbouits, | am caled Saturn.”

“The Roman god of time.”

“And of surly dispositions, Doctor.”

“I have ingpected your shop, Mr. Hoxton, quite abit more closdly than | should have liked.”

“Yes, | wasjust ingde the window, smoking my pipe, and observing you in return.”

“Y ou have told mein your own words that you have gone bad. Y ou operate under an dliasthat isa
byword for foul temper. | think | know the nature of your business. Y et you ask meto believe that you
arereturning me my watch, without any...complications. ..and you expect me to gpproach within your
reach...” Danid heretrailed off, kegping an eye on the watch, trying not to seem asinterested in getting it

back as heredly was.

“Y ou're one of those coves f'r whom everything hasto makesense ? Then you and | are
fdlow-sufferers”

“Y ou say that because you are a horologist?’

“Mechanic since | wasalad, clock-maker since | cameto my senses,” said Saturn. “The piece of



information you are wanting, Doctor, isthis: this hereis an old Hooke balance-spring watch, thisis.
When the Magter made it, why, it might’ ve been the best time-piece ever fashioned by human hands. But
now there'sascore of proper horologists round Clerkenwell who can make onesthat’ [l keep better time.
Technology ages, dunnit?’

Danid pursed hislipsto keep from laughing at the spectacle of this new, five-guineaword, Technology,
emerging from that head.

“It agesfaster’ n we do. It can be difficult for abloke to keep up.”
“Isthat your story, Saturn? 'Y ou could not keep up, and so you went bad?’

“Igrew weary of keeping up, Doctor. That ismy story, if you must know. | grew weary of trangtory
knowledge, and decided to seek knowledge of a moreadernd nature.”

“Doyou clamto havefound it?’
1] No-”
“Good. | was afraid thiswas going to turn into ahomily.”

Daniel now felt safein advancing two more steps. Then a question occurred to him, and he stopped.
“How did you know my name?’

“1t' sinscribed on the back of the watch.”
“No, it'snot.”

“Very clever,” said Saturn. Daniel could not tell which of them was the target of the sarcasm. Saturn
continued, “Very well, sr. A certain flash cull of my acquaintance, afile-cly with aspecidization in tatlers,
who had run afoul of aHarmon in Fleet Street, and been condemned to shove the tumbler from Newgate
to Leadenhdl, came by my ken of an afternoon, desiring employment of a sedentary nature while his
stripes hedled. And after taking sensible precautions, which isto say, making sure that he was not running
atype of service-lay to dum my ken, | said to thisbuz, my business here has falen on hard times because
| cannot run it without trangtory knowledge. And yet my brain has had itsfill of the same, and dl | wish
to doisto sit in my shop reading books, to acquire knowledge adernd, which benefits mein ways
intangible, but in no way helps meto receive and sdll stolen property of ahorologickd nature, whichis
theraison d' étre of the shop. Therefore, go ye out into the Rumbo, the Spinning-Ken, to Old Nass, go to
the Boozing-kens of Hockley-in-the-Hole and the Cases at the low end of the Mount, go to the Goat in
Long-lane, the Dogg in Fleet Street, and the Black-boy in Newtenhouse-

Lane, and drink—but not too much—and buy drinks—but never too many—for any flash culls you spy
there, and acquire trangitory knowledge, and return to my ken and relate to me what you have learnt.
And back he comes, aweek later, and informs me that a certain old Gager haslately been making the
rounds, trying to recover somelost property. ‘What hashe lost? | inquired. ‘Not athing,” camethe
answer, ‘heis after another cull’ slost property—some gager who was Phinneyed ten yearssince.” *Go
and learn that dead cove' sname,” says|, ‘and the quick one's, too.” Come the answers. Robert Hooke,
and Danid Waterhouse, respectively. Why, he even pointed you out to me once, when you walked past
my shop on your way to visit your swine-yard. That'show | knew you.”

Peter Hoxton now extended hisarms. Hisleft hand held the chain of the Hooke-watch, swinging it likea
pendulum, and hisright offered a handshake. Daniel accepted the watch greedily, and the handshake with



reluctance.
“I have aquestion for you, Doctor,” said Saturn, as he was shaking Daniel’ s hand.
“ Y$?l

“I’ve made astudy of you, and know you are abit of aNatural Philosopher. Been meaning to invite you
into my ken.”

“Did you—sir, did you cause my watch to be stolen!?” Daniel demanded, trying to draw back; but
Saturn’ s hand had engulfed his, like apython swallowing agerbil.

“Did you—Doctor, did you fling yourself against my shop-window on purpose! 7’ Saturn answered,
perfectly mocking Daniel’ stone.

Danid wastoo indignant to speak, which the other took as permission to go on: “Now philosophy isthe
study of wisdom—truths adernd. Y et, long ago you went over the seg, didn’t you, to set up an Indtitute
of Technologicka Arts. And here you are back in London, aren’t you, on some smilar errand. Why,
Doctor? You had thelife | dream of: to Sit on your arse and read of truths agernd. And yet | cannot
make my way through a chapter of Plato without glancing up to see you sprawled againgt my
shop-window like an enormous spate of bird-shite. Why turn away from the study of truths sgernal, to
traffick in trangtory knowledge?’

Somewhat to his own surprise, Danid had aready answer, which came out of his mouth before he had
had timeto congder it. “Why doesthe minigter tell mundane stories during his homily? Why not smply
quote direct from sublime works of theology?’

“Anecdotes serveto illugtrate the ideas he' s getting at,” Saturn surmised, “and anyway, if those ideas
have no relation to mundane things, why, they’ re probably rubbish.”

“Then if Newton and Leibniz are sublime theologians, sir, | am an humble vicar. Technology isasort of
religious practice to me, away of getting at the agernal by way of the mundane. Does that answer your
guestion, and may | have my hand back?’

“Yes” sad Saturn. “Y ou have your watch, sir; you have your hand; and you have a parishioner.”

“But | do not want a parishioner,” said Danid, turning on his hedl and waking west into Liquor-pond
Street.

“Then you ought to give up preaching, and those rdligious observances you just spoke of,” said Peter
Hoxton, faling into step beside Danid. Y ou are a Cambridge man?’

“l am.”

“And isnot the ancient purpose of Cambridge to turn out clerics, and send them out into England to
minister to the unwashed?’

“Y ou know that perfectly wel! But I'll not minister to you or any other man, Peter Hoxton, for if ever |
wasavicar, | am afalen one now, and not fit to minister to adog. | went astray early, and have strayed
far. The only way | can think of to find my way closer to God isthrough the strange ministry | spoke of
earlier, whereof Hooke and Spinoza were prophets. It isnot away | recommend to any man, for | am as



'sranged from the main line of religion asastylite monk, stting on apillarinawage.”

“I have strayed further and grown more’ stranged than you, Doc. | have been wandering in that same
waste without any pillar to sit upon—therefore, you, perched on your post, are like a Pharosto me.”

“| say to you one moretime—"

“There sthat word again! Time. Let me speak of time, Doc, and say to you this: if you continue to walk
through Hockley-in-the-Hole unaccompanied, and to wander about the city as you' ve been doing, your
time may be measured in days, or hours. Y ou are not leery enough. Thisfact has been made note of by
certain coves who make unleery gagerstheir prey. Every foot-scamperer and bridle-cull on the upper
Fleet pricks up his ears when you trudge out to your swine-yard and disgppear into your hole in the
ground. Y our time will be up very soon, and you will wind up as a scragg’ d, naked corpse, floating down
Fleet Ditch to Bridewell, if you do not make some large friends soon.”

“Are you nominating yourself my bodyguard, Saturn?’

“I am nominating myself your parishioner, Doc. Asyou lack achurch, we shdl have to worship
peripatetically, ambling about the streets, as now, and making Hockley-in-the-Hole our Agora. Asl am
half asold, and twice as big, as you, why, many an idle cove, who does not wot the true nature of our
relaionship, may ignorantlyassume that | am your bodyguard, and, on account of that foolish
misapprehension, refrain from stabbing you or bludgeoning you to death.”

They had reached Gray’sInn Lane. The lawyer-infested gardens and walks behind Gray’sInn lay to
either side of the road here, and beyond them were the settled confines of various Squares. Red Lyon,
Waterhouse, Bloomsbury. Roger’ s estate was on the far corner of Bloomsbury, where London gave way
again to open countryside. Danidl did not want to lead Saturn directly to it. He stopped.

“| am dafter € en than you guess, Saturn.”

“Why, impossblel”

“Haveyou heard of apiratein America, called Edward Teach?’

“Blackbeard? Of course, Sir, heislegendary.”

“| say that not so long ago, | heard Blackbeard standing on the poop of Queen Anne' s Revenge, cdling
for me by name.”

For thefirst time, Peter Hoxton was taken a-back.

“Asyou see, | am insane—best leave me done,” Daniel said, and turned hisback on Saturn yet again,
looking for an opening in traffic on Gray’sInn Lane.

“Concerning Mr. Teach, | shal make inquiries among the Black-guard,” said Peter Hoxton.
The next time Danid dared to look over his shoulder, Saturn had vanished.
Bloomsbury

HALF AN HOUR LATER



“A ROMAN TEMPLE,on the edge of the city. Modest. Nothing gaudy,” had been Roger’ sinstructions
to him, some twenty-five yearsearlier.

“I supposethat rules out having it be a Temple of Jupiter or Apollo,” Daniel had returned.

Roger had looked out the window of the coffee-house, feigning deafness, which was what he dways did
when he guessed Danidl was making fun of him.

Daniel had spped his coffee and consdered it. “ Among your modest and humble Roman Gods would
be...let methink...Vesta. Whose temples, like your house, stood outside the old boundaries of the city.”

“Well enough. Splendid god, Vesta,” Roger had said, abit distantly.

“Goddess, actudly.”

“All right, who the hell was shel 7’

“Goddess of the hearth, chaste above dl others...”

“Oh, Jesug”

“Worshipped around the clock—or the sundid, | should say—by the Vedtd virgins...”

“Wouldn't mind having afew of those around, provided they were not pedantic about the virginity.”
“Not at al. Vestahersdf wasadmog seduced by Priapus, theithyphdlic God...”

Roger shivered. “I can't wait to find out what that means. Perhaps we should make my housea Temple
of Prigpus.”

“Every shack you walk into becomes a Temple of Prigpus. No need to spend money on an architect.”
“Who said | was going to pay you?’

“Idid, Roger.”

“Oh, dl right.”

“I will not make you a Temple of Prigpus. | do not think that the Queen of England would ever cometo
cdl onyou, Roger, if youlivedin such aplace”

“Give me another humble, unassuming God then!” Roger had demanded, snapping hisfingers. “Come
on, I’m not paying you to drink coffee!”

“There sdways Vulcan.”
“Lame”

“Indeed, he was a bit gouty, like many agentleman,” Daniel had said patiently, “but he got dl the most
beautiful goddesses—including Venus hersdf!”



“Haw! Therogue!”

“He was magter of metals—though humble, and scorned, he fettered Titans and Gods with his
ingenuity—"

“Metds—incuding—?’

“Goldand Slver.”

“Capitd!”
“And of course hewas God of Fire, and Lord of VVolcanoes.”

“Volcanoes! Anancient symbol of fertility—sending their gouts of molten stone spurting high into the
ar,” Roger had said meditatively, prompting Danid to shove hischar away severd inches. “Right! That's
it, then—make me a Temple of VVulcan—tasteful and inexpensive, mind you—just off Bloomsbury there.
And put avolcano init!”

This—put avolcano in it—had been Roger’ sfirgt and last ingtructionsto Daniel concerning interior
decoration. Daniel had fobbed that part of it off on aglversmith—not amoney one, but an old-school
dlversmith who il literdly smote silver for aliving. Thishad left Danid free to design the Temple of
Vulcan itsdf, which had presented no difficultiesat dl. A lot of Greeks had figured out how to make
buildings of that genera type two thousand years ago, and then Romans had worked out tricks for
banging them out in a hurry, tricks that were now second nature to every tradesman in London.

Not redlly bdlieving that Roger would ever actudlybuild it, Daniel had sat down in front of alarge clean
sheet of paper and proceeded to pile element on eement: and quite afew Plinths, Pilasters, Architraves,
Urns, Archivolts, and Finidslater, he had ended up with something that probably would have caused
Julius Caesar to clap his hands over hislaureled and anointed head in dismay, and order the designer
crucified. But after abrief sdl job from Daniel in the back room of a coffee-house (“Note the Leshian
leaf pattern at the tops of the columns.... Ancient symbols of fertility are worked into the groins.... | have
taken the liberty of depicting this Amazon with two breadts, rather than the historicaly attested on€e’),
Roger was convinced that it looked exactly like a Temple of Vulcan ought to. And when he actualy went
and built the thing—telling everyone it was an exact reproduction of ared one on Mount Vesuvius—nine
out of ten Londoners were content to believeit. Danid’s only consolation was that because of the bald lie
about Vesuvius, hardly anyone knew he—or indeedany living person—had been responsiblefor it. Only
the Gods knew. Aslong as he avoided parts of the world with alot of volcanoes, he would go
unscathed.

During hismost melancholy times, he was kept awake at night by the phant’ sy that, of everything he'd
ever done, this house would last the longest, and be seen by the most people. But with the one exception
of being cut for the stone, every fear that had ever tormented Daniel in hisbed had turned out, in the light
of day, to be not al that bad really. As he plodded westwards on Great Russall Street toward its cross
with Tottenham Court Road, passing by Bloomsbury Square, he sensed amassy white Presencein the
corner of hiseye, and forced himsalf not to look at it. But a some point this became absurd, and he had
to square his shoulders, perform asoldierly right-face, and look his shame in the eye. And, mirabiledictu ,
it was not so very bad! When it had first gone up, twenty years ago, in the middle of ahog-lot,
cater-corner from atimber depot, it had been screamingly bizarre. But now it wasin the middle of acity,
which helped alittle, and Hooke had added on to it, which helped agreat ded. It was no longer an
dienated Temple but the bucklein abelt of Corinthian-columned arcades that surrounded Roger’s



parcd. Thewings gave it proportion and made it seem much lesslikely to topple over sideways. The
friezes had been added to the pediment and to the tablatures while Danidl had been in Boston, atangle of
togas and tridents that diverted the viewer' s eye from the underlying dreadfulness (or so Danid thought)
of the architecture. Here Hooke had done him more favors by extending the horizonta features of the
Templeinto thewings, giving Danid’ s phant’ sies and improvisations more authority than they probably
deserved. All indl, Danidl was able to Stare at the place for asolid five or ten minutes without dissolving
in embarrassment; London’s boundaries enclosed much worse.

For the thirtieth time since crossing Gray’ s Inn Road, he looked to seeif Saturn wasfollowing him. The
answer was again no. He crossed Great Russell and walked up the steps, fedling like aweefigure
sketched into arendering to show the scale. Passing between two fluted columns he swept acrossthe
Portico and raised hiswalking-stick to beat upon one of the massive front doors (gold leaf, with detailsin
siver and copper, dl part of the metdlurgica theme). But the doors were drawn open so swiftly that they
seemed to legp away from him. It gave him aturn—his eye was foxed into thinking that the doorswere
sationary, and he faling backwards away from them. He took a step forward to compensate; and,
entering the cleavage between the doors, nearly fell into the one between apair of breasts. It required
some effort to stop himself, sraighten his carriage, and look the owner in the eye. Shewasgiving hima
knowing look, but the dimplesin her cheeks said,All in good fun, go on, have agood long sare then!

“DoctorWaterhouse! Y ou have kept me waitingfar too long! How can | ever forgive you?’

This sounded like an opportunity for Danid to say something witty, but it whooshed past him like
grapeshot.

“Er...I have?

Ah, but the lady was accustomed to dealing with numb-tongued Natural Philosophers. “1 should have
heeded Uncle | saac, who has spoken so highly of your strength of character.”

“I...beg your pardon?’ He was beginning to fed asif he should perhaps hithimsdf with hisstick.
Perhapsit would restore circulation to his brain.

“A weaker man would have planted himsdlf right there, where you were just now standing, on hisfirst
day in London, and said to al who passed by, ‘Look! D’you seethat House? | builtit! It smine!’ But,
you ! and here she actudly planted her hands on her hipsin mock exasperation. But it seemed funny, not
intheleast affected. “Y ou, Doctor Waterhouse, with your Puritan ways—jugt likeUnde
| ssac—withstood that temptation for, what, alittle more than two monthg! 1t isamystery to me, how you
and Uncle Isaac can delay your pleasures with such stony patience, when someone such as| would
becomefrantic. ” Then, because this perhaps sounded a bit risqué, she added, “ Thank youso kindly for
answering my |etters, by theway.”

“Y ou aremost welcome, it was my privilege,” Danid answered without thinking. But it took amoment
to remember what she was even talking abouit.

Catherine Barton had come to London round the turn of the century. She' d have been about twenty.
Her father—I saac’ s brother-in-law—had died afew years earlier, and | saac had shouldered the load of
keeping the poor survivorsfed, clothed, and housed. After ashort time staying in the city with Isaac,

she’ d come down with smallpox and fled to the countryside to recover or die. It was during that time that
she' d sent aletter to Danidl in Boston, aletter no less sweet and charming for being cleverly written.

Which reminded Danie that he ought to say something. “It isfortunate for me that, through your letters, |



was able to meet yourmind before | was put in any danger of being swept off my feet by...er...therest
of you.”

She d been trying to figure out why her uncle was the way hewas. And not in aconniving way, but, it
seemed, out of asincere desire to be agood and understanding hel p-meset to thisweird old man who had
become, in effect, her new father. Daniel had written eight drafts of hisletter back to her, for he knew
perfectly well that one day |saac would find it among her effects, and read it. Hewould read it every bit
asshrewdly asachdlengefrom Lebniz.

Everyone knows I saac as a brilliant man, and treats him as such, which isamistake; for heisaspious as
heisbrilliant, and his piety taketh precedence. Mind you, | speak not of outward, conspicuous piety but
of aninner fire, alight under the bushd as’twere, ayearning to draw nearer to God through exercise of
God-given faculties.

“Y our advice was of inestimable value to me, after | recovered—thanks be to God—and returned to
London. And insofar as| have been of any helpwhatever to Uncle Isaac, | daresay what you wrote was
aboonto himaswdl.”

“I shal not hold my bregth waiting for an expression of gratitude fromhm,” Danidl said, hoping it
sounded like awry thing to say. She had the good grace to laugh out loud. Daniel got the impression she
was accustomed to having men blurt indiscreet thingsto her, and regarded it as excellent sport.

“Oh, nonsense! Y ou understand him better than any man dive, Dr. Waterhouse, and heiskeenly aware
of it.”

This—though she said it with dimples engaged—was redlly more of athreat than a compliment. What
was more, Daniel knew that Catherine Barton had said it quite carefully and ddliberately.

He decided to stop waiting for the forma introduction of Miss Catherine Barton to Dr. Danid
Waterhouse. It would never happen. She had vaulted over that hurdle with ribbons and skirts a-flying,
and obliged him to follow. “Y ou might enjoy alook round,” she suggested, arching her eyebrows
spectacularly. She did not need to speak aoud the second half of the sentence:if you could only manage
to pry your eyes off me. In truth, she was more presentable than beautiful. But she had some beautiful
features. And she was very well-dressed. Not in the sense of showing off how much money she could
spend, or howalamode she could be, but rather in the sense that her attire presented to the world afull,
frank, and exhaugtive account of al that was admirable about her body. When she spun around to lead
him across the vestibule, her skirts swirled around her buttocks and thighsin away that made their
contours fully known to Danidl. Or he phant’ sied as much, which amounted to the same thing. He' d been
wondering, for aslong as he’ d been in London, what it was about thiswoman that caused great and
powerful men to recite gppalling poetry about her in the Kit-Cat Clubb, and to go al glassy-eyed when
her name came up in conversation. He should have known. Faces could beguile, enchant, and flirt. But
clearly thiswoman wasinflicting mgor spina injuries on men wherever she went, and only abody had
the power to do that. Hence the need for alot of Classical alusionsin Catherine Barton love-poetry. Her
idolaters were reaching back to something pre-Chrigtian, trying to express abit of what they felt when
they gazed upon Greek statues of nude goddesses.

There were plenty around. The vestibule was an oval room lined with niches that had stood vacant the
last time Daniel had seen the place. The decades since had afforded Roger al the time he' d needed to
bankroll raiding-partieson Classicd ruins, or to commission origina works. As he followed Miss
Catherine Barton out of the room, Daniel spun round afull three hundred sixty degreesto scan the
vestibule. The two servants who had pulled the doors open on Catherine' s command—both young



men—were caught Staring at their mistress s backside. Both of them snapped their heads away and
blushed. Danid gave them awink, turned, and followed her out.

“I have shown thishouse to visitors an hundred times,” she was saying, “and so al sorts of prattleison
thetip of my tongue—all of it perfectly boring to you, Dr. Waterhouse, to whom this house needs no
introduction! Y ou know we are crossing the central hall, and that the important rooms areto the left...”
She meant the dining hall and the library. “ And the odds and endsto theright...” (servant’s quarters,
kitchen, back stairs, House of Office) “and the Withdrawing Room straight ahead. What is your
pleasure? Do you need to retire that way?” she asked, glancing to the right. She was asking himiif he
needed to urinate or defecate. “Or isthere anything you would like there?’ glancing left—meaning, did he
need to take any refreshment. She kept her hands clasped together in front of her bodice and pointed to
the left or right with tiny movements of her eyes, obliging Daniel to gaze into them attentively. “To be
proper, | should conduct you into the Withdrawing Room where we might have a great argument asto
who should st in which chair. But after the war, French manners are quite out of favor with
us—especidly usWhigs—and | cannot bring myself to be so forma with you, who are like another uncle
tome”

“I should only make an ass of myself—I who have spent twenty yearsin awooden house!” Daniel
returned. “ Only tell methis, | pray you: if we go into the Withdrawing Room, can | see—"

“The volcano has been moved,” she said, quite solemn, asif afraid Daniel would be furious.
“Out of the house, or—"

“Oh, heaven forbid! No, 'tisthe centerpiece of the house as ever, Doctor! It isonly that this part of the
house, which isto say, the part you designed, began to seem, in some of its rooms, rather more small
than suited Roger’ stastes.”

“That iswhen Mr. Hooke was brought in to add the wings.”

“Y ou know the story, Dr. Waterhouse, and so | shal not bore you, other than to say that the addition
containsaballroom that is at last large enough to exhibit the volcano in the styleit deserves.” And with
that she whedled around and pushed open apair of doors acrossthe hal from the vestibule, alowing light
to flood in from the windows of the Withdrawing Room. Daniel stepped in, and then stopped, amazed.

When this room had been laid out, those windows had commanded a view to the north across a pasture,
soon to become aformal garden: aview near to Danidl’ s heart, asit was practicaly the same asthe one
from the back of Drake' s old house. But now the garden had been truncated to a court-yard with a
fountain in the center, and directly on the other side, astone’ sthrow away, rose a Barock palace. This
room, which Danidl had concelved as aquiet retreat from which to enjoy avast prospect of flowersand
greenery, had been reduced to asort of viewing-galery for contemplating the magnificence of thered
house.

“Vanbrugh,” Catherine explained. The same one who was doing Blenheim Palace for the Duke of
Marlborough.

“Hooke—"

“Mr. Hooke did the wings, which as you can see, embrace the courtyard, and connect your Templeto
Mr. Vanbrugh's, er...”



Fuck-house of the Godswas on thetip of Daniel’ stongue, but he could hardly throw stones at Vanbrugh
since he had gtarted it. All he could summon up was, “What an undeserved honour 'tisfor me, that
Vanbrugh should finish so grandly, what | started so plainly.”

The chairsin the Withdrawing Room were arranged in an arc facing toward the window. Catherine
passed between two of them and opened a pair of French doorsthat in the origina scheme had led out
onto the long centra promenade of the garden. Instead of which he followed her onto marble
paving-dabs and pursued her around the kerb of an octagona pooal. It had abronze fountain in the center
of it, agreat Classca action-scene: muscular Vulcan thrusting himself forth on massive but bent legs,
having ago a Minerva, the cool helmet-head, who was pushing him back with one arm. Swords,
daggers, helmets, and cuirasses were strewn al round, interspersed with the odd half-forged thunderbolt.
Vulcan' s knobby fingers were ripping Minerva s breastplate away to expose a body obvioudy modeled
after Catherine Barton's. Danid recognized the tle: Minervawent to Vulcan’ sforge to acquire weapons
and armor; Vulcan became inflamed with lust and assaulted her; she, being one tough deity, held him at
bay, and he had to settle for gaculating on her leg. She wiped it off with arag and flung it on the ground,
fertilizing Mother Earth, who later bore Erichthonius, an early king of Athens, who introduced the use of

slver money.

The scul pture was heavy-laden with clews and portents: with her free hand Minervawas aready
reaching for arag, and Vulcan was ominoudy close to making contact with her creamy thigh. Smaler
scul pture groups decorated the ends of the fountain-poal; at the end nearer to Danidl’ s building, ababe
onthe lap of afertility sort of goddess (lots of cornucopiae) being fed grapes from abunch. Opposite,
near Vanbrugh'’ s building, a crowned King seeted on apile of bullion. Asthey skirted the pool, Danidl
felt aperverse urgeto swive hishead and find out just how the sculptor had handled certain particulars.
He was especidly keen to know from where the water was spurting. At the sametime, he couldn’t bear
to seeit. Catherine was ignoring the fountain atogether; she did not want to talk about it, had turned her
face away, her posture rhyming with Minerva s. Danid contented himsalf with pursuing her acrossthe
court-yard, abeit with even less success than Vulcan.

What with so many distractions, they were inside the new house before Danidl had redlly had thetimeto
examineitsinterior. Probably just aswell; he' d gotten avague impression of lots and lots of Satues,
prancing along rooftops and balustrades.

“Rokoko, itiscdled,” Catherine explained, leading him into what must have been the grand balroom. “
"Tisdl therage”

Danid could only recollect Drake' s house, with its bare walls and floors, and one or two plain boxy
pieces of furnitureto aroom. “It makesmefed old,” he said, baldly.

Catherine favored him with abrilliant smile. “ Somesay, ' tisthe result of asurplus of decorators,
combined with adeficit of houses .”

And awant of taste, Daniel wished he could say. “ Asyou are the mistress of the household,
mademoisdle, | shal make no comment on what some say.” She rewarded him with dimples. Without
meaning to, he had made ady comment on her Arrangement with Roger.

Danid found these moments dightly unnerving. For the most part she did not look like I sasac—not even
the young, frail, girlish Issac Daniel had met a Trinity half a century ago. He would never have guessed
she had adrop of Newton-blood in her veinsif he hadn’t known as much aready. But during the
moments when she forgot to hide her cleverness, afamily resemblance flashed forth, and he saw Isaac’s
facefor aningtant, asif the author of Principia Mathematica were stalking him through adarkened room



when lightning struck outside.

“Hereisacuriousinvention you may find worthy of your attention, Doctor. Thisway, plessal”

The volcano stood at one end of the ballroom. It was a great improvement on the vol canoes made by
Nature, which were so rude, irregular, and unadorned. This one was perfectly conical, with
forty-five-degree-angle dopes converging on a polished brass nozzle or teat a the summit. A semi-ruined
Classcd temple, complete with half-collgpsed golden dome, had been erected there, enclosing the vernt,
which could be viewed between Doric columns of red marble. The mountain itsalf was black marble,
veined with red, and adorned with the usua tiresome menagerie of nymphs, satyrs, centaurs, &c., al
sculpted in gold. It probably stood no more than four feet from base to summit, but was made to seem
much larger by the base that supported it: ahollow plinth rising from the floor to waist level, supported dl
round with caryatids in the shape of Typhon and other gross earthy mongers.

“If you come round back with me, Doctor, | shal amaze you with the most marvel ous Screw.”

“I beg your pardon?’

She had opened a hatch concealed in the back, and was beckoning. He came round, squatted carefully,
and peered insde. Now he could see afat cylinder that began in acopper basin on the floor, and ran up
a an angleto the summit of the volcano.

“Roger wanted so badly to have avolcano that would spew rivers of molten silver. It would have been
spectacular! But Mr. MacDougall was afraid it would st fire to the guests.”

“Which would have been spectacular too, in adifferent way,” Danid mused.

“Mr. MacDougall persuaded Roger to settlefor oil of phosphorus. It is prepared elsewhere, and
brought herein casks, and poured into the tub. The Screw of Archimedes conductsit upwards, it gushes
from the summit, and runs down the dopes as the centaurs and whatnot fleein terror.”

“They—fles?”

“Oh, yes, for it ismeant to represent glowing streams of liquid fire.”

“That | understand. But how do they flee—?’

“They are clock-work creatures.”

“Also thework of Mr. MacDougall?”’

“Indeed.”

“I remember hiring asilversmith named Millhouse but not aningénieur named MacDougall.”

“Mr. Millhouse hired Mr. MacDougdll to do the clever bits. When Mr. Millhouse died of smallpox—"

“Mr. MacDougall took over,” Daniel guessed, “and could not stop adding one clever bit after another.”

“Until Roger cut him off—somewhat emphaticaly, I'm afraid,” said Catherine, and winced in a manner
that made Daniel want to stroke her hair.



“Ishedill dive?’

“Oh, yes, he worksin theatres, making gpparitions, explosions, and sorms.”
“Of course he does.”

“He staged the nava battle that burned down the Curtain.”

“I believe you. How frequently does the volcano erupt?’

“Once or twice ayear, for important parties.”

“And Mr. MacDougdll is called back from exile on those occasions?”’
“Roger hashim onretainer.”

“Where does he get his phosphorus?’

“Hehasit ddivered,” shesaid, asif thiswere an answer.

“Where may Mr. MacDougdll be found, | wonder?’

“The Theater Royal, in Covent Garden, is getting ready to stage anew production entitled The Sack of
Persepolis, ” Catherine said, tentatively.

“Say no more, Miss Barton.”

Sir Isaac Newton’ s House,
St Martin's Street, London

LATERTHAT DAY

“I'VE A SORT OF RIDDLEfor you, to do with guineas,” was how Danid ended the twenty-year
slence between himsdlf and Sir Isaac Newton.

He had been fretting, ever snce Enoch Root had turned up in his doorway in Massachusetts, over how
to begin this conversation: what ponderous greeting would best suit the gravity of the occasion, how
much time to spend reminiscing about student days in Cambridge, and whether to say anything about
their last encounter, which had gone as badly as any social encounter, short of homicide, could go. Likea
play-wright penning and burning draughts of atroublesome scene, he had scripted this reunion in his heed
an hundred times, and each time the script had careered off into abloody debacle like the last act of
Hamlet. Asit seemed perfectly hopeless, and as he' d been assured by Saturn that he had only hours or
daysto livein any case, he reckoned, why waste time on formdities?

When the door was opened, and he first looked Isaac in the face from across the room, he did not see
any trace of fury or (what would have been more dangerous) fear. Isaac |ooked resigned. He was
feigning patience. Helooked like a Duke recaiving along-lost idiot half-brother. And on the spur of the
moment, Daniel said thisthing about guineas as he was stepping over the threshold. The servant who'd
opened the door for him gave him the same sort of look he might bestow on a gibbeted corpse
suspended above a crossroads on awarm day, and closed the door behind him.



Danid and Isaac were done together in the study. Or Daniel assumed it was called astudy. He could
not imagine Isaac having abedchamber or adining-room. Any room hewasin, was a study by defaullt.
Thewalswere paneled in dark wood, surprisingly uneven, aimost rustic, compared to Roger’ s house.
The door was made of the same stuff, so that it vanished when it was closed, making it seem asif Danid
and Isaac were apair of old desiccated specimens closed up in ashipping crate. The room had windows
looking out onto the street. Their massive, €aborate wooden shutters were open to admit some of the
light off Leicester Fields, but much of thiswas blocked by half-drawn scarlet curtains. | saac was seated
behind agreat table, the sort of table Drake would' ve owned, and he was dressed in along scarlet
dressing-gown over agood linen shirt. Hisface had not changed all that much, though it had got heavier,
and he gill had the long white hair. But his hairline had jumped back, making it seem asif hisbrain were
trying to forceitsway up out the top of his head. His skin had been white when Daniel had walked in, but
by the time he had made it to the end of the room to proffer hishand, |saac had gonered in the face, asif
gedling the color from hisrobe.

“Thereisnothing in my life quite o irritating as to be riddled and teased with inane conundrums, meant
to prove my wit, and to try my senility,” he answered. “Bernoulli—L eibniz' s pawn—sent me—"

“The brachistochrone problem, | recall it,” Danid said, “and you solved it in hours. It took me rather
longer.”

“But you did solveit,” Isaac commanded. “Because it was a problem of the calculus, meant to try
whether lunderstood the calculus or not! Can you fathom the impertinence of it!? | wasthe first man who
couldever have solved it, Danidl, and you thesecond, because you had the calculus from me first-hand.
To be hectored thus, by the Baron’ slackeys, three decades after | had invented it—"

“Intruthmy riddleis another sort of thing altogether,” Danid said. “I really am quite sorry to have
wrong-footed you.”

Isaac blinked and heaved a sigh. He seemed inordinately relieved. Perhaps he had feared that Daniel
would dispute what he had just said: Y ou had the calculus from mefirg-hand . That wasthe key. In
Danidl, Isaac saw awitnesswho could testify to Isaac’ s priority in the discovery of the calculus.
Whatever other annoying and inconvenient qualities Daniel might have, vanished when placed beside that.
Danid fdt the muscles of his scap and neck easing, fdt hislungsfilling with air. Hewas going to be dl
right. He' d makeit out of the room whole, even if he said things that made Isaac alittle angry. To I saec,
Daniel was more than a pawn; he was arook, kept sequestered in the corner of the board until the
end-game, then brought out at last to sweep inexorably down the board, driving the foe back to the last
rank and forcing surrender. Isaac would put up with alot, from arook.

He wondered whether 1saac had, through some machinations,caused Danid to be brought back to
L ondon. Perhaps he had exerted some action at a distance upon Princess Caroline in Hanover.

“What isyour riddle, Danid?’

“Earlier today, | was with aman who knows agood deal more than | do about money. Thisfellow was
trying to judge the vaue of aguinea.”

“Of acoin that purported to be aguinea,” Isaac corrected him.

“Indeed—I say ‘guinea becausethat iswhat, inthe end, it turned out to be.”



“He should have weighed it.”

“That isjust what he did. And he could say nothing againgt the weight of the coin. Which would seem to
ettle the matter. But then he did something that to me was very odd. He put the coin in his mouth and he
bit downonit.”

| saac made no answer, but Daniel thought he pinkened again, dightly. Certainly he was interested in the
story. He clagped his hands together on the table in front of him, composing himself, rather like acat.

“Now,” Danidl sad. “Even | know that coiners frequently make their counterfeits by joining two faces
stamped from gold fail, and filling the void between them with solder. The solder isboth lighter and softer
than gold. This provides two means of detection: one may weigh the coin, or biteit. Either should suffice.
In particular, if acoin has passed the test of weighing, its value should be confirmed beyond doubt! For
nothing is heavier than gold. Any adulteration should be betrayed by awant of gravity. The weighing test
ought to beinfdlible. And yet this chap—who redly is extremely knowledgeable concerning coins—fdt it
necessary to make the additiona test of biting. Isthere any reason for it? Or was he being foolish?’

“Hewas not being foolish,” I1saac said, and stared at Danid expectantly. His eyes were great luminous
ice-bals hanging in space, like comets.

“Do you mean to say thatl was, |saac?’

“To associate with such aman? Foolish, or naive,” Isaac returned. “ Asyou have wandered in the
wildernessfor two decades, | shdl grant you the benefit of the doubt.”

“Then cure me of ndiveté, and tdl me, what sort of manishe?’
“A weigher.”

“Wdll, heisobvioudy that, inasmuch as he weighs things, but you seem to invest the word with
connotations that are lost on a back-woodsman such as|.”

“In spite of dl my effortsto reform the practices of the Mint, and to make each newly coined guinea
identicd to the last, some variation in weights perssts. Some guineas are dightly heavier than others. Such
errors are reducible but not eradicable. | have reduced them to the degree that, where honest persons
are concerned, no variaion exigts. That is, most men in London—and | include sophisticated men of
commerce—would trade one guineafor another without hesitation, and certainly without bothering to
take out a scae and weigh them.”

“I well remember when that wasnot the case,” Daniel remarked.
“You refer to our vigtsto Stourbridge Fair, before the Plague,” Isaac said immediately.
“Yes,” Danid answered, after amoment of awkwardness.

He and Isaac had walked from Trinity to the Fair once, to buy prisms, and adong the way, Isaac had
made some remarks about fluxions—the beginnings of the calculus. During his recent sea-voyage from
Massachusetts, Danidl had summoned that ancient memory to mind, and brought it back to lifein his
head, remembering certain queer details, like the shapes of the aguatic plantsin theriver Cam, bent
downstream by the duggish fluxion of the water. It was now obvious that |saac had been thinking hard,
and recently, about the same memory.



To go on prating of coins, when thetrue topic of the conversation was so close to breaking the surface,
werefaintly ridiculous. But Englishmen, given achoice, would dways prefer the faintly ridiculous over the
painfully direct. So, on with numismatics.

“It got even worse—the coinage did—Iater,” Isaac said.

“I remind you that | did not depart until the middle of the 1690s, when there were hardly any coinsleft in
the country, and our oaconomy was a confetti of 1.0.U.s.”

“Now England isawash in gold. The currency is as hard as adamant. Our commerce is the wonder of all
the earth, and even Amsterdam isin our shade. It were vanity for me to take too much credit for this. But
itissmple honesty to say, that it could not happen in the absence of this plain understanding, shared by
al Englishmen, that aguineamay be exchanged for a guineawithout a second thought. That al guiness
arethesame”

Suddenly all that Daniel had observed of Mr. Threader rearranged, in hismind, into anove, strange, but
perfectly coherent picture; it waslike watching a pile of rubble spontaneoudy assembleitsdf into a
marble satue. “Allow meto hazard,” Danid said, “that aweigher” (hedmost said, “Mr. Threader”) “isa
chap who to outward appearances believes what every honest, plain-dealing Englishman believes about
the value of aguinea. But in secret, he takes every guineathat comes hisway, and weighsit ’pon scaes
of the most exacting precison. Such asarelight, or of the mean weight, he returnsinto circulation. But
such as are heavy, he hoards. And when he has hoarded an hundred such—I am only making up
numbersfor the sake of argument—perhaps he has enough gold, in sum, to mint an hundred and one
guiness. He has created anew guineaout of thinair.”

Isaac saidyes by dowly blinking his pink eydids. “Of course, what you have described is only the most
elementary of their practices. Those who master it, move on quickly to more nefarious schemes.”

But Danid was gill new to dl of this, and stuck on the elementary. “It would only befeasble” he
guesed, “if onewere dready in aline of work that involved handling large numbers of coins.”

“Naturaly! And that iswhy the practice is S0 rife among the money-scriveners.| make guineas, and send
them out into the country; they scurry about unraveling the tapestry |’ ve so laborioudy woven, and return
the heaviest coinsto London, where they invariably make their way to the coffers of the most vile and
execrabletraitorsin theredm!”

Danid recalled driving past shredded corpses at Tyburn. “Y ou mean that weighers are connected with
coiners.”

“Asspinners are withweavers , Danid.”
Danid was slent for amoment, rehearsing every memory he had of Mr. Threader.

“That iswhy | was so shocked—shocked half to degth, if you must know—to see you traveling in the
company of onesuch!” Isaac said, actually shaking abit with emotion.

Danid was s0 used to Isaac mysteriously knowing things, that he was not as surprised by thisvery odd
revelation as he ought to have been, and did not pay any particular mind to it. “For that,” he remarked,
“thereisan explanation that you would find miserably boring if you knew it.”



“I have made it my businessto know it, and | accept that there was nothing untoward in yourtemporary
association with that man,” 1saac returned. “If | were inclined to be suspicious, like Hamsteed, | should
interpret yourcontinued association with him in theworst possiblelight! Asitis, | see plainly enough that
you wereignorant of histrue nature, and beguiled by his charm, and | trust you to heed my warning.”

Danie was now very closeto laughing out loud. He could not choose which was funnier: the phant’ sy
that 1saac Newton was not suspicious-minded, or that Mr. Threader possessed charm. Better change the
subject! “But my question is not answered yet. Why did hebite the coin, if he had areadyweighed it?’

“Thereisaway to fool the weighing-test,” |saac said.

“Impossiblel Nothing is heavier than gold!”

“I have discovered the existence of gold of greater than twenty-four-carat weight.”
“That isan absurdity,” Danid said, after amoment’ s pause to consider it.

“Your mind, being alogica organ, rgectsit,” |saac said, “because, by definition, pure gold weighs
twenty-four carats. Pure gold cannot become purer, hence, cannot be heavier. Of course, | am aware of
this. But | say to you that | have with my own hands weighed gold that was heavier than gold thet | knew
to be pure.”

From any other man on earth—Natura Philosophersincluded—this would amount to saying, “1 was
doppy inthe laboratory and got it wrong.” From Sir Isaac Newton, it was truth of Euclidean certainty.

“I am put in mind of the discovery of phosphorus,” Danid remarked, after consdering it for afew
moments. “A new element of nature, with properties never before seen. Perhaps there exist other
elements of which we are unaware, having properties hitherto unknown. Perhapsthereis such an
element, smilar in many respectsto gold, but having ahigher specific gravity, and perhaps the gold you
spoke of was dloyed with it to make ametd, indistinguishable from gold in its gross properties, but
dightly more dense”

“I giveyou credit for ingenuity,” Isaac said, dightly amused, “ but thereisasmpler explanation. Yes, the
gold I spesk of isdloyed with something: afluidic essence that fills the interstices among itsatoms and
givesthe metd greater weight. But | believe that this essenceis nothing less than—"

“The Philosophick Mercury!” Daniel exclaimed. The words came out of hismouth in aspirit of genuine
excitement; bounced off the hard walls of dark wood; and, when they entered his ears, made him cringe
a hisownidiocy. “You think it isthe Philosophick Mercury,” he corrected himsdlf.

“The Subtile Spirit,” 1saac said, not excited, but solemn as Rhadamanthus. “ And the god of Alchemists
for thousands of years, ever Sncethe Art was taken into the Orient, and removed from human ken, by its
past master, King Solomon.”

“Y ou have been searching for traces of the Philosophick Mercury since we were boys,” Danid
reminded him. “ As recently astwenty years ago, your effortsto find even the smallest trace of it had met
with abject failure. What has changed?’

“I took your advice, Danidl. | accepted the charge of the Mint from my lord Ravenscar. | initiated the
Great Recoinage, which brought vast tonnage of gold plate and bullion out from where it had been
hoarded.”



“And you adjusted theratio in vauation of slver to gold, so that the latter was over-valued,” Danid said,
“which as everyone knows, has practicaly driven dl slver off theidand, and attracted gold from every
corner of the globe where commerce has spread itstendrils.”

| saac declined comment.

“Prior to your—" here Daniel was about to say something liketerrifying spasm of dementia but corrected
himsdf: “change of career, twenty years ago, you were only able to work with such modest samples of
gold as you could buy from loca sources. Y our gppointment to the Mint—combined with the policies
you have adopted there—have made the Tower of London the bottle-neck through which al theworld's
gold flows, and put you in apostion to dip your finger into that flow at will, sampling and testing the gold
of many different lands—am | getting it right?’

I saac nodded, and it seemed he looked amost mischievous, in a naughty-old-man sort of way. “The
practice of dl Alchemists since the time of Hermes Trismegistus has been to presume that the Gold of
Solomon had been forever lost, and to attempt to re-discover hislost Art through patient trials and
arcane study. Thiswas the course that defeated me, before what you coyly describe as mychange of
career . But during my recuperation, as| went to ingpect the Mint, and conversed with my predecessors
there, | cameto redlize that the ancient presumption of the Esoteric Brotherhood was no longer true. If
Solomon went away into the remotest ides of the Orient, why, Commerce has now gone that far, or
farther, and in particular the Spaniards and the Portuguese have | eft no sone unturned, the world over, in
their assiduous search for gold and silver. No matter how far Solomon may have journeyed, he would
have left behind traces of his passage, in the form of Solomonic Gold, which isto say, gold made through
an Alchemica process, bearing traces of the Philosophick Mercury. In the millennia since hiskingdom
vanished from the earth, this gold might have passed from one ignorant set of handsto another a
thousand times. It might have been taken across wastes by caravans, forged into pagan funeral-masks,
plundered from fallen citadels, buried in secret hoards, dug up by thieves, seized by pirates, madeinto
jewds, and coined into specie of diverse redlms. But through dl of these evolutionsit would preserve the
traces of the Philosophick Mercury that would provide an infalible proof of itsorigins. Tofind it, | need
not pore over ancient manuscripts for fragments of Alchemica lore, and | need not venture into far
reaches to search for ancient gold with my own hands. | need only position mysdlf like aspider at the
center of the globa web of commerce, and then so arrange mattersthat al the world's gold would flow
inwards toward me, as every point of matter in the solar sysiem naturdly fdlsinwardstoward the Sun. If
| then remained vigilant, and sampled dl the gold that came into the Mint to be madeinto guiness, intime
| should be nearly certain of finding some traces of the Solomonic Gold.”

“And now you would appear to have found it,” said Danid, unwilling to weighin, yet, on Isaac’ sside.
“How recently hasthis occurred?’

“For thefirst severa yearsthere was nothing. Not atrace. | despaired of finding it ever,” |saac admitted.
“Then, during the respite in the War, round 1701, | found a bit of gold heavier than twenty-four carat. |
cannot summon words, here and now, to convey my emotionsthen! It wasjust aflake of gold leaf, found
inacoiner’ s shop after it was raided, on my orders, by the King's Messengers. The coiner himself had
been dain during the raid—mogt frudtrating! Severd yearslater, | found a counterfeit guineathat was
heavier than it ought to be. In time, | hunted down the coiner who had made it, and interrogated him asto
where he had obtained his bullion. He had gotten most of it from conventional sources. But he said that
he had recently purchased, through amiddleman, aquantity of gold in the form of sheet metdl,
hand-hammered, about an eighth of an inch thick. Six months|later | talked to another coiner who
recollected having seen alarger piece of such gold. He said it had been marked on one sde with alinear
pattern of scrapes, and stained on the other face with tar.”



“ Ta.! ”

“Yes. But | have never seen such asample with my own eyes. | only findevidence of itsexisencein
coins—counterfeit guineas of alevel of qudity such that | mysdlf am sometimes decaeived by them!”

“So, "twould appear that whoever hasthis gold, has hoarded it, and used to spend it, in the form of
plates stained with tar. But from time to time he will deliver some of it up to a coiner—"

“Nota coiner butthe coiner. Jack. Jack the Coiner. My Nemesis, and my prey, these last twelve years.”

“Jack sounds like an interesting chap,” Daniel dlowed, “and | ween | shdl learn more of him from you
anon—nbut isit your hypothesisthat he has ahoard of these gold sheets somewhere, and coins them from
timetotime?’

“No. They're of no useto him hoarded. If he had ahoard, hewould coin every last ounce of it, asfast
as hiscoiners could do thework. No, it ismy hypothesisthat Jack knows the owner of the hoard, and
that from time to time that person, wanting some money to spend, takes some plates out, and brings them
to Jack.”

“Do you have any notion asto who the hoarder might be?’
“The answer is suggested by the tar, and the scrapes. It is coming from aship.”
“Thereis avague associ ation between tar and ships, but beyond that, | don’t follow you,” Danid said.

“Theinformation you are wanting is that, among sailors and officers of the French Navy, thereisa

legend—"

“Ah, intruth | have heard it!” Danid exclaimed. “But | failed to draw the connexion. You refer toa
legendary ship whose hull was plated with gold.”

“Indeed.”
“But " twould seem that in your view thisisno legend.”

“1 have studied it,” 1saac announced. “1 can now trace the descent of King Solomon’s Gold from the
pages of the Bible, down through the ages, to the hull of that ship, and thence to the samplesthat | have
assayed in my laboratory in the Tower of London.”

“Pray tell methetaethen!”

“Mogt of itisnotaeat al. Theldands of King Solomon liein the Pacific. There hisgold rested,
undisturbed by men, until round the time that you and | were young, and Huygens s clock began to tick.
A Spanish fleet, driven by atyphoon far off the charted sea-lanes that join Acapulco to Manila, dropped
anchor in the Solomons, and took on board certain provisions, including earth to pack round the
gdley-stovesto protect the planks of the ship from fire. During the voyage home to New Spain, the heat
of the fire melted gold—or something that |ooked like it—out of the sand, and it pooled to form nuggets
of astonishing fineness, which were discovered when the ships broke bulk in Acapulco. The Viceroy of
New Spain, then just beginning atwenty-five-
year reign, was not dow to send out shipsto the Solomons to extract more of thisgold, and bring it back



to Mexico to be piled up in his personal hoard. At the end of hisreign, he caused the Solomonic Gold to
be loaded aboard his private brig, which sailed back to Spain in convoy with the Spanish treasure-fleet.
They madeit safe asfar as Cadiz. But then thelittle brig foolishly sailed done up to Bonanza, wherethe
Viceroy had caused avillato be built, in which he phant’ sed he would enjoy awedthy retirement.
Before she could be unloaded, she was set upon in the night by pirates, dressed as Turks, and led by the
infamous crimina known to us as Half-Cocked Jack, the King of the VVagabonds, and to the French as
L’ Emmerdeur . The gold was stolen and spirited away in long stages to Hindoostan, where most of it fell
into the possession of a heathen potentate, an Amazon pirate-queen, black as char-coal, who had not the
faintest understanding of what she had netted. But on those shores, Jack and his confederates used their
ill-gotten gainsto build apirate-ship. And from some Dutch shipwrights they had the notion—which was
in no way afaulty one, as € en astopped Clock is correct twice daily—that if the hull of thisship were
cladded, below the waterline, with sheets of smooth metal, she would afford no purchase for barnacles,
and repel the attacks of the teredo.”

“"Tisawholly reasonableidea,” Danid said.

“’Twasagood idea, most strangely executed! For, vain and extravagant man that he was, this Jack
decreed that the meta be wrought out of solid gold!”

“Sothe tdetold by those French marinerswasin no way fanciful,” Daniel concluded.
“I should rather say, 'twas none the lesstrue, for being fanciful!” Isaac returned.
“Do you know where that shipisnow?’ Daniel asked, trying not to sound nervous, forhe knew.

“It isthought that she was christenedMinerva . But thisis not known with certainty, and is of little use,
evenif true, as hundreds of ships answer to that name. But | suspect that she still roams the seas, and
cdlsat London from timeto time, and that some commerce plays out between Jack the Coiner, and
those who sall her. Plates of gold are taken out of her bilge—for make no mistake, they were stripped
from her hull and replaced with copper, probably in some unfrequented Caribbean cove, many years
ago—and delivered to Jack, who coins them into excellent guineas, with which he poisons Her Mgesty’s
gtock of money. That isthe tale of Solomon’s Gold, Danidl. | hoped you would find it adiverting yarn.
Why do you look so distracted?’

“I find it very odd that the prize you have sought your entire life, should happen to rest in the hands of the
man you describe as your Nemesis.”

“My Nemesis, where Mint work is concerned. In other fields, | have other foes,” 1saac reminded him
shortly.

“That isbesde my point. Why shouldn’t the hoard of Solomonic Gold lieinavault in Seville, or at the
Vatican, or the Forbidden City of Peking? Of dl the placesin the world where this gold might have
ended up, why should it be in the possession of Jack the Coiner—the one man you’' d most like to see
being dragged on adedgeto Tyburn?’

“Because its density exceedsthat of gold, it isvauableto a counterfeiter.”

“Itismore vauable to an Alchemist. Do you suppose Jackknows as much, and do you suppose heis
awarethat you, Isaac, are an Alchemist?’

“Heisamerecrimind.”



“Y es, and avery cosmopolitan one, from the sounds of it.”

“| assure you he has not the faintest comprehension of matters Alchemica.”

“Neither do 1.And yet | understand that you desirethisgold! ”

“What doesit matter? He knows that | wish to hunt him down and bring him to justice—that is enough.”

“Isaec, you have ahabit of under-estimating the intelligence of anyone who isnot you . Perhaps this Jack
isusing the Solomonic Gold to bait you.”

“What mattersit if amouse baits alion 7’

“Depends on whether the lion is being baited into single combat with that mouse, or into a pit-fal with
sharpened stakes at the bottom.”

“I do not think your andlogy is applicable. But | am grateful for your expression of concern. Now let us
end all tedious disputes about Jack, by ending Jack!”

“Didyousay ‘us?

“Yed Yes, | did. Asthereare only two menin thisroom, | can only have meant,you and | . Aswe
shared aroom, and worked together, at the beginning of our lives, so shall we do now, aswe near their
ends”

“What possible use could | bein hel ping to apprehend Jack the Coiner?’

“Y ou have come from Americaon amysterious errand. Y ou have traveled in the company of a
notorious weigher, and | am told that you are up to some occult doingsin aholein the groundin
Clerkenwdl.”

“Not true, unless you count redl estate devel opment as one of the black arts.”

“If you were now to announce yoursdlf, to the crimina underworld of London, asaweigher, in
possession of gold from America—"

“I beg your pardon, but | really do not wish to announce mysdlf to the crimina underworld asanything !”

“But supposing you did, why, you might be able to establish contacts with Jack’ s subtile net-work of
informants and Black-guards.”

“That isthe second timetoday | have heard * Black-guard’ spoken in those portentous tones. | thought a
Black-guard was a boy who polished boots.”

“Some of those boys have got rather big, and found employment even lower, and even blacker,” Isaac
remarked.

“Then I'll have nothing to do with any Black-guard.”

“If you have heard some other man speaking the word to-day, ' twould seem that you areadydo have



something to do with them,” said I saac, amused, “which would hardly surprise me considering the
company you have been keeping.”

Danid was slent. But only because he could not divulge to Isaac that his only motive in spesking to the
sort of man who spoke of the Black-guard—men such as Peter Hoxton—was to track down whatever
remnants Hooke had |eft behind.

Isaac read his silence as submission. Given more time, Daniel might have disabused | saac of any such
ideas, and extricated himsdlf. But a servant was knocking at the door. A minute earlier Danid had heard
someone caling briefly at the front door of the house, presumably to deliver amessage, and now it had
penetrated to the study, and interrupted their discourse at the worst possible moment for Daniel. He
wondered whether the servant had been lurking outside the door, waiting to knock at some subtle sgnal
from Isaac:| have sprung the trap, now interrupt us lest he wriggle free!

“Enter!” 1saac commanded, and in came the servant who' d admitted Danidl earlier, holding arectangle
of good paper with afew lines scrawled over it in alazy, important hand. As | saac decyphered the
penmanship, and considered the import, and discussed it in ahushed, dliptica manner with his servant,
Daniel had hisfirst opportunity to review dl that had passed since he had breezed into thisroom with a
riddle concerning guiness.

What had he expected? He had expected that, at best, I saac would be cool and distant. At worst, he'd
know that Danid was striving to preserve some memory of Hooke, and corresponding with and running
errandsfor Leibniz, and would tear Dani€l’ s beating heart out of his chest then and there, like an Aztec
priest. Those had seemed the most likely outcomes. If some oracle had let him know in advance that he
wasto have along, cordia, even friendly conversation with Isaac, he' d have accounted it atriumph. And
maybe it was—but it was I saac’ striumph and not Danid’ s. Whether or not |saac knew of Daniel’s
conceded loyaty to Hooke and Leibniz, he had clearly got it into hismind that Daniel needed to be kept
close, and kept busy.

“WEe ve not even had time to broach the subject of Baron von Leibniz' s pretensions concerning the
cdculus,” Isaac announced in achummy voice that was very odd coming from him, “and hereit istime
for meto beon my way.”

“I consder mysdlf fortunate indeed to have taken up as much of your timeas| have done,” Daniel said,
trying not to sound ironic about it.

“The good fortuneisdl mine, and | assure you that the meeting | go to now shal never be haf so
enjoyableasthis!” Isaac returned. “If the Mint were dtrictly atemple of Natura Philosophy—asit ought
to be—supervising it would be pure pleasure. Asit is, | waste many hoursin meetings of apaliticd
nature.” Hewas getting to hisfeet.

“Isit Whigs or Toriestoday, then?’ Danid asked, risng. From here on out it would be al banter:
pleasant noises that might as well have been spoken in Iroquois.

“Germans,” Isaac returned, offering him priority out the door. Catherine Barton, or someone, must have
taught him manners.

“Redlly! They'll be running the country soon enough, why are they pestering you now?’

They paused in ahdl so that 1saac could shrug off his scarlet robe and have avest and coat thrown
across hisshoulders by avaet. “They don't pesterme, butother men, of higher station—ramifications



ensue,” Isaac said. 1 would offer to convey you somewhere, but my conveyance only has room for one.
May | have ahackney summoned for you?’

“I'll walk, thank you,” Danid said. Isaac followed him into the vestibule, which was crowded. Two large
men werein here, smelling of the street. Between them stood a vertical black box, open on onesdeto
reveal acrimson lesther seat. Isaac Sdled into it, smoothing the skirts of his coat under him. A servant
stood at the ready to dam the door to.

“I shal hear from you concerning the proposal that | made,” Isaac predicted. “And do let’ s not forget to
have a conversation, some day soon, about the caculus.”

“Not aday passeswithout my thinking of it,” Daniel answered. With that the door was latched shut.
Isaac had vanished inside the black box. Hisvoice came out of it clearly, “God save the Queen, Danidl,”
reminding Danidl that the only thing between them was a sheer black screen through which 1saac could
see and hear everything, though he was quite invisible to anyone outside.

“God save the Queen,” Danid returned, and then he followed the sedan chair out the door and onto St.
Martin's. Isaac was carried rapidly southwards, toward St. James s and Westmingter and al things greeat
and important. Daniel, not wanting the awkwardness of walking along abreast of Isaac’ s chair, went the
other way.

Passing immediately through a gate at the head of the lane, he came out into an open plaza, squarish,
about abow-shot on aside. Thiswas caled Leicester Fields, and on three sides—including the one
where Danid had entered—it was now hemmed in by the sort of new town-houses that had started going
up al round here fter the Fire. But on the north edge—which Danid wasfacing directly acrossafew
hundred feet of open turf—it was walled off by one of the few remaining old-fashioned Tudor
compounds. acongeries of red brick and half-timbered buildings caled Le cester House. It had formerly
been one of the few houses around London deemed suitable for royaty to dwell in, and had been used
by diverse Tudor and Stuart princes as a paace. Elizabeth Stuart had dwelt there before she’ d gone off
to Europe to become the Winter Queen and to spawn Sophie and many others. Changesin theroyal line
had weakened the sentimental tiesto this house, and the re-building of London in anew style had quite
over-shadowed it and made it seem amere English farm-house.

AsDaniel cameinto Leicester Fields, he gazed in that direction curioudly, trying to get hisbearings, likea
mariner looking for the old familiar stars. He saw alot of horses and vehiclesin front of the place, and felt
apang, supposing that the wreckers had arrived to tear it down. But as he strolled acrossthe Fields,
creating localized panics among sheep and chickens, he perceived that these were not rubbish-wagons
but baggage-carts, and rather well-maintained ones at that. Among them was a carriage, a
coach-and-four drawn by amatched set of black horses. A woman was dighting from that carriage,
walking away from Daniel toward the house, and servants were drawn up in two linesto greet her.
Danidl could not see anything of the woman, other than that she was petite, and trim. Her head was
shrouded in avoluminous silk scarf covering abig hat or wig. And hewastoo far awvay, and hiseyes
weretoo far gone, to resolve lips, eyes, and noses on the faces of those servants. But something in their
posture, and in the way they turned their faces and bodies toward the woman as she progressed across
the court, told Danid that they were smiling. They loved her.

At the apex of thisformation, where the two lines of servants came together in front of the house’ smain
entrance, stood aman who was not a servant: he was dressed in the clothes of a gentleman. But there
was something odd about him, which Daniel could not make sense of until he went into movement,
extending aleg to make alow bow, and accepting the woman's hand to kissit. The man’ s skin was
entirely black. The woman took his arm and the black man escorted her into Leicester House; the lines of



servants broke up and everyone made him- or hersdlf busy unloading the baggage carts, &c.

Asthere was nothing more to see, Daniel turned on his hedl and ambled toward the edge of Leicester
Fields, and as he did, he became aware that he was only one part of ageneral dow evacuation. Diverse
tinkers, vagabonds, strolling gentlemen, and boot-blacks were also making their way towards the exits,
and in the fronts of the new town-houses around the square, curtains were being drawn.

Lecester House
TEN SECONDSLATER

HE WAS OBLIGED TO PURSUEher to the upper storey, for she talked as she went. She stormed a
long dangerous wooden staircase and then faltered, only for an instant, asa great splintery-looking
wooden door had presented itsdlf in her way. By the time Dappa could get the words “Allow me—" past
hislips, she' d clobbered it with her shoulder, got it open, and vanished into a big-sounding space yonder.
The door remained gar, shuddering from end to end.

He took the last few steps with some care. His legs, anyway, were unused to pushing off againgt things
that did not pitch and roll. After dl he' d been through, he didn’t want to die falling down anasty old
gairway in astrange English house.

They were now in an isoscel es triangle made by the converging planes of the roof and a somewhat
dodgy floor of loose dedls. In any house made to normal scale it would have been pigeon-nesting space,
but hereit waslarge enough to throw a country dance.

Dappawished he had some sailorswith him, so that they could dl share agood laugh at this room.
Personswho fell into the habit of dwelling on dry land soon acquired queer and comical ways. They
forgot that everything in God' s creation moved, and they fell into the phant’ sy that an object, suchasa
wardrobe, could be dragged to a certain position in aroom such asthis one, covered with asail, and let
go of, without in any way being lashed down, and that twenty yearslater one might come back and find it
just whereit had been | ft.

Certain of these people then let themsdlves go dtogether. Rooms such as this one were the monuments
that they built to themselves. The draped furniture, crated paintings, and heaps of books were as
chock-a-block asice-floesdriven into ablind cove by aboreal breeze. Spiders had been at work: a
Navy of diligent riggersworking day and night to tieit all down and lash it smartly together. Elizawas
undoing their work, moving down the length of the room in carefully considered lunges and clever
Sdeways darts. Her gown was growing a digphanoustrain of cobwebs, and her wakeinthe air was
visbleasasarated line of dust-explosions and plunging vortices. She was thinking hard about which
way to go next, and had forgotten to talk.

Wee dormerswere cut into the pitch of the roof every few yards, shedding plentiful light, and giving
Dappaan excdlent prospect of the many ways he could soil hisdark suit if he attempted to follow her.
Forgetting that this house could be trusted not to move under hisfeet, he reached up with one hand and
braced it absent-mindedly on atie-beam running between rafters above hishead. A small avalanche of
pale gray bat-shit tumbled down his deeve and made itsaf one with the expensive black woal. “ " Tiswell
my head’ sgrizzledto beginwith ,” he muttered, and then was struck by how well hisvoice carried down
the utterly sllent room.

“Beg pardon?’



“Never mind, only grumbling and muttering.”

“Itisdl right,” shecaled back in her dert way. “Do keep in mind, though, that when we arein the
presence of others—especialy, Persons of Quality—"

“Then you are my noble patroness,” Dappa said, “and | the ink-stained wretch. So very ink-stained, as
to' ve become black from head to toe, save the soles of my feet, where | walk about collecting
dave-naratives—’

“And the pam of your hand, where you grip your quill. | recognize these phrases from the Apology of
your new manuscript,” she said, favoring him with atrace of asmile.

“Ah, you'vereadit!”

“Of course | have,” she answered, affronted. “Why ever not?’

“| was afraid you might have grown weary of dave-taes. | fear they are repetitious. ‘| was seized by
raidersfrom the next village. . .traded to the tribe across the river...marched to the edge of the great
water, marked with ahot iron, put aboard ship, dragged off of it half dead, now | chop sugar cane.” ”

“All human stories are in some sense repetitious, if you boil them down sofar. Y et peoplefdl inlove”

HWI,H?!

“They fal inlove, Dappa With aparticular man or woman, and no one else. Or awoman will havea
baby, and love that baby forever...no matter how smilar itstale might seem to those of other babies.”

“You are saying,” Dappasaid, “that we make connections with other souls, despite the sameness—’

“Thereisnosameness . If you looked down upon the world from above, like an abatross, you might
phant’ sy there was some sameness among the people crowding the land below you. But we are not
albatrosses, we see the world from ground level, from within our own bodies, through our own eyes,
each with our own frame of reference, which changes as we move about, and as others move about us.
Thissameness isaconceit of yours, an author’ s hobgoblin, something you fret about in your hammock
latea night.”

“Intruth, I have my own cabin, and do my fretting in abed nowadays.”

Elizadid not answer. Quite some time ago she had reached the far end of the room, which Dappa
guessed was the front of the house, and during this exchange she had been peering out across L eicester
Fieldsthrough atiny round window. If thiswere aship, she' d be keeping her eye on the weather. But it
wasn't; so what could she belooking at?

“All that iswanted,” she continued distractedly, “isfor areader to recognize akindred soul inasingle one
of your narratives, and that will sufficeto prove, for that reader, that Savery isan abomination.”

“Perhaps we should be printing them up separately, as pamphlets.”
“Broadshests are cheagper, and may be posted on walls, et cetera.”

“Ah, you arefar ahead of me.”



“Digribution ismy concern—Collection isyours.”
“What are you looking out the window for? Afraid you were followed?’

“When a Duchess comes off aforeign ship in the Pool and travels through London in atrain of adozen
coaches and waggons, sheis followed,” Elizasaid levelly. “1 am taking a census of my followers”

“See anyone you know?’

“Thereisan aged Puritan | think | recognize...and some nasty Tories...and too many curtain-twitching
neighborsto count.” She turned away from the window and demanded, in awholly new tone of voice,

“Anything good from Boston?’

“They are mostly Angolansthere, and my command of that languageis not what it used to be. The
Barkers have become so aggressive in Massachusetts—handing out pamphlets on street-corners...”

This, which he' d thought she d find interesting intelligence, bored her right back to gazing out the
window. Of course she would know precisaly what the Barkers were up to in Massachusetts. “ The
result,” he continued, “isthat the dave-owners there are more watchful than the onesin, say, Brazil, and
when they seether dave having alengthy conversation with a strange well-dressed Blackamoor—"

“Y ou did not collect anything useful in Boston,” she said shortly.

“Am | too discursivein my reponses, your grace?’

“Am | too much the Editor?” She was done peering, and was returning to him.
“Thisroomisthereverse of aBilge,” Dapparedized. “That is, if you tookMinerva and capsized her, so
that her masts were pointed straight down towards the center of the earth, then her ked would be high
and dry, like this ridge-beam above our heads, and the hull-planks would form a pitched roof.”

“And it would still be crowded with stored objects, like this garret.”

“Isthat what you call it?’

“Starving writerslivein them.”

“Isthat an offer of lodgings, or athreat of sarvation?’

“It depends on whether you bring back some apt Narrations from your next sea-voyage,” she said with
asmile. She'd come abreast of him now, and took hisarm. “Whereto next?’

“Bogon again.”

They could see down those stairs now. Servants were standing anxioudy below, coming in earshot.
“And your grace?’ Dappaadded, distinctly.

“Oh—do you mean, where am | off to next?’

“Yes, my lady. You' vejust returned from Hanover, | gad?’



“Antwerp,” she whispered. “1 am here now, Dappa, for—what do you call it—the long haul.”

They descended the stairs—a simple procedure made longer and more complicated than it ought to
have been by the helpful strivings of the servants, and of some members of the Duchess s household.
Dappa’ s ear, ever tuned to languages, picked out an exchange in German between two young women.
They were dressed asif they were merdly Gentle. But Dappa thought they carried themsalves Nobly.

DAPPA HAD FIRST SEENEL IZAsome twenty years earlier. HE d been eager to hate her. He, Jack,
van Hoek, and Vrg Esphahnian had sailed from Vera Cruz on aship full of gold, bound for London or
Amgterdam, and had diverted to Qwghlm only because of Jack’ sinfatuation with thiswoman. The letter
that had lured them there had turned out to be atrick, aforgery from the hand of the Jesuit father
Edouard de Gex, andMinerva had fallen into atrap laid for them there by the French. A kind of justice
had been served on Jack. Dappa, van Hoek, and the crew of Minerva had been alowed to sail away, but
only after the gold inMinerva’ s hold had been seized by the French. They’ d been left with nothing more
than the thin plates of gold that had been puton the hull, below the water-line, when the ship had been
built on aHindoostan beach. That, and the ship itself. Minerva was ahome and an income, but only as
long asthey continued sailing her to and fro. They had, in other words, been condemned to spend the
rest of their livesin dangerous toils and wanderings. This suited van Hoek perfectly. Not so much Dappa

They did not ownMinerva .. The ownerswere, in order of precedence, Queen Kottakkal of Malabar,
Electress Sophie of Hanover, van Hoek, Dappa, Jack Shaftoe, and some old comrades of theirswho at
last report were dwelling on the ide of Queenah-Kootah, off Borneo. For the most part these investors
were far away and had not the faintest idea of how to reach them, which were good investorsto have.
Even Sophie reigned over aland-locked Electorate. But in time they recelved amessage written in her
hand and bearing her sedl, letting them know that she was naming Eliza, Duchess of Arcachon and of
Qwghlm, as her proxy, and that they should report to her whenever they dropped anchor in the Pool of
London, to hand over Sophi€' s share of the profits, and to be managed.

Dappa had gone to the first such meeting with dim expectations. He and the others had heard so much
of this Duchess s beauty from Jack, and, at the sametime, had learned to harbor such grave reservations
asto Jack’ s powers of discernment, that he could only expect to be confronted with some one-toothed,

poxy hag.

The event was rather different. To begin with, the woman had been dl of about thirty-five yearsold. She
had al of her teeth and had come through smallpox with only moderate scarring. So shewas, for agart,
not loathsome. She had keen blue eyes and yellow hair, which of course looked bizarre to Dappa. But
he' d grown used to van Hoek, ared-head, which proved he could adjust to anything. Her small nose and
mouth would have been considered beautiful among the Chinese, and in due time he understood that
many European men’ stastesran along smilar lines. If her nose and cheeks had not been disfigured by
freckles, Dappa might have been able to bring himsdf round to thinking she was attractive. But shewas
small-waisted and bony. In every way, Elizawas the opposite of voluptuous. Voluptuous was what
Dappa liked, and from the looks of the scul ptures and frescoes he observed round London and
Amgterdam, histastes seemed to be shared by many a European man.

Thetopic of ther first meeting had been Accounting. And so even if Dappa had felt the dightest
attraction for the woman at the beginning of the day, it would long since have vanished when he sumbled
out the door of her town-house twelve hours later. Eliza, it turned out, had a vicious head for numbers,
and wanted to know where every farthing had gone sinceMinerva’ sked had been laid. Considering al



they’ d been through, her questions had been impertinent. Many a man would have back-handed her
across the face, most would have stormed out. But Eliza was representing one of the most powerful
personsin Christendom, awoman who could destroy Minervain so many different ways, that her only
difficulty would lay in choice of weapon. Dappa had checked his temper partly because of that, but also
partly because he knew in his heart thatMinerva ought to keep her books more carefully. They had lost
their two members who knew how to keep accounts: Moseh dela Cruz, who had gone to colonize the
country north of the Rio Grande, and Vrgj Esphahnian, who had given hislife revenging himsdf onthe
ones who had ensnared them. Since then, the books had become amess. He'd known for along time
that a settling of accounts would have to come some day and theat it would be ugly and painful. It could
have come about in worse ways than over atable with this funny-looking young Duchess.

In the years since, they’ d met from time to time to settle accounts. She' d learned of his strange habit of
collecting and writing down dave-stories (*Why do you spend so much of our money on paper and ink!?
What are you doing, throwing it overboard?”) and she had become his publisher (*We can at least
endeavour to make your hobby pay itsown way.”). Y ears had gone by. He had wondered how she
would age. Unableto think of her asawoman (for to him Queen Kottakkal, six feet tall and three
hundred pounds, was awoman), he had made up his mind, after seeing a performance of A Midsummer
Night’s Dream in London, that shewas afaay. What did an old, or even amiddle-aged, faay-queen
look like?

THEY SAT DOWNnow in alittle upstairs chamber of Leicester House, lessformal than a Withdrawing
Room, and she fearlesdy took a seat facing awindow. Moreover, awest-facing window that was
admitting red sunset-light. Dappa studied her.

“What do you see?’ she asked, studying him back.

“I can no longer see you as anything other than my friend, patroness, and Lady, Eliza,” he answvered.
“Marks of age, hedlth, experience, and character, which astranger might phant’ sy he perceived in your
face, areinvisbleto me”

“But what do you redly see?’

“I have not looked at enough skinny white women to be an apt judge. But | seethat bone structureisa
good thing to have, and that you haveit; lo, the Creator hung you on an excellent frame.”

She found this curioudy amusing. “ Have you ever seen an Arcachon, or an honest rendering of one?’
“Only you, my lady.”

“I mean, an hereditary Arcachon. Sufficeit to say that they arenot hung on good frames, and they well
know it. And | owe my position in the world today, not to wit or courage or goodness, but to my being
hung on agood frame, and being able to propagate it. And what think you of that, Dappa?’

“If it provides you with asort of purchase on the sheer diff that the world is, from which to make use of
your abundant wit, courage, and goodness, why, here’ sto bone structure!” Dappareturned, raising a
teacup high.

Shelost astruggle with asmile. Creases flourished around her eyes and mouth, but they did not look
bad on her; they looked well earned and fairly won. She raised her own teacup and clinked it against



Dappa’ s. “Now you really do sound like the Apology of abook,” she said, and sipped.
“Arewe back to talking of that, my lady?’
“Weare”

“I’d hoped | could ask you about those Hanoverian Countesses who seem to’ ve joined your household
in Antwerp.”

“What makes you think they are only Countesses?’

Dappa gave her asharp look, but she had aglimmer in her eye to suggest that she was only baiting him.
“’Twasonly aguess,” hesad.

“Then go on guessing, for I'll tell you no more than you' ve aready discerned.”
“Why Antwerp? Meeting with the Duke of Marlborough?’

“Theless| tell you, thelesslikely you are to be interrogated by the sort of men who loiter in my front
lawn with spyglasses”

“Very wdl...if you put it that way . .. perhaps we should spesk of my book!” Dappa said nervoudly.

She got a contented l0ok, asif to say that thiswas a much more satisfactory topic of conversation, and
settled herself for amoment—uwhich gave Dappaawarning that she was about to unburden herself of a
little address she' d composed ahead of time. “What you must never forget, Dappa, isthat | myself might
not be opposed to Slavery, had | not mysdlf been adavein Barbary! To most English people, it seems
perfectly reasonable. The davers put out the story that it isnot so very crud, and that the daves are
happy. Most in Christendom are willing to believe these lies, absurd as they are to you and me. People
believe Savery isnot so bad, because they have no personal experience of it—it takes placein Africa
and America, out of sight and out of mind to the English, who love sugar in their teaand care not how
"twas made.”

“I notice you do not sweeten yours,” Dappa mentioned, raising his cup.

“And from thefact that | ftill have teeth attached to my excellent bone structure, you may infer that |
havenever used sugar,” she returned. “ Our only wegpon againg thiswillful ignoranceis stories. The
storiesthat you aone are writing down. | havein one of my boxes down gtairs alittle packet of letters
from English men and women that al go something likethis. ‘| have never had the least objection to
Savery, however your book recently fell under my eye, and, though most of the dave-narratives
contained in it were mawkish and dull, onein particular struck a chord in my heart, and | have since read
it over and over, and come to understand the despicable, nay execrable crimethat Savery is...””

“Which one? Which of the stories do these letters refer to?” Dappa asked, fascinated.

“That isthe problem, Dappa: each of them refersto adifferent one. It seemsthat if you put enough
stories out before the public, many areader will findone that spesksto him. But thereisno telingwhich .

“What we ve been doing, then, isabit like firing grapeshot,” Dappa mused. “ Chances are that aball will
strike home—but there’' s no telling which—so, best firealot of "em.”



“And grapeshot isauseful tactic sometimes,” Elizasaid, “but it never sank aship, did it?’

“No, my lady, grapeshot can never do that.”
“I say we have now fired enough grapeshot. It has had al the effect it is ever going to have. What we

need now, Dappa, is a cannonball.”

“One dave-tde, that everyone will take note of 7’

“Just 0. And that iswhy it does not trouble me that you failed to sweep up any more grapeshot in
Boston. Oh, write down what you have. Send it to me. I'll publish it. But after that, no more scatter-shot
tactics. Y ou must begin to use your critica faculties, Dappa, and look for the dave-story that has
something to it beyond the bathos that they all have in common. Look for the one that will be our

cannonbal. It istimefor usto sink some dave-ships”

The Kit-Cat Clubb

THAT EVENING
“IAM QUITE CERTAIN THAT we are being watched,” Danidl said.

Dappalaughed. “Isthat why you were a such painsto st facing the window? | venture that no onein
the history of this Clubb has ever desired aview of yonder dley.”

“Y ou might do well to come round the table, and sit beside me.”

“I know what I’ d see: alot of Whigs gaping at the tame Neeger. Why don’tyou come and sit besideme,
S0 that we may enjoy aview of that naked lady reclining in that strangely long and narrow painting above

your heed?’
“She'snotnaked, ” Daniel retorted crosdly.

“On the contrary, Dr. Waterhouse, | see incontrovertible signs of nakednessin her.”

“But to cal hernaked sounds prurient,” Daniel objected. “ Sheis professionaly éttired, for anoddisque .”

“Perhaps dll the eyebdls you phant’ sy are watchingus, are, truth betold, fixed onher . Sheisanew
painting, | can gill smell the varnish. Perhaps we should instead go Sit * neath yonder dusty sea-scape,”

Dappa suggested, waving in the direction of another long narrow canvas that was crowded with stooped
and shivering Dutch clam-diggers.
“1 happened to see you greeting the Duchess of Arcachon-Qwghim earlier,” Daniel confessed.
“She goes by delaZeur—'tislessforma that way,” Dappa brokein.
Danid was brought up short for amoment, then finally got awry look on hisface, and shook his head.
“You are strangely giddy. | should never have ordered you usquebaugh.”
“Toolong onland.”

“When do you sall for Boston?’



“Ah, to business! We d hoped to depart in the second haf of April. Now, wethink early May. What do
you wish usto fetch from there?’

“Twenty years work. | do hope you shdl haveacarewithiit.”

“In what form is the work? Manuscripts?’

“Yes, and machinery.”

“That isan odd word. What doesit mean?’

“I beg your pardon. It istheatre-jargon. When an angel descends, or a soul lights up to heaven, or a
volcano erupts, or any other impossible thing seemsto happen on the stage, the people behind the
scenes, who' ve made it happen, give the namemachinery to the diverse springs, levers, rigging, et cetera
used to cregte theilluson.”

“I did not know you ran atheatre in Boston.”

“You jest, S, the Bostonians would never have dlowed it—they’ d have sent me packing to
Providence.”

“Then how comesit you have machinery in Boston?’

“I used thetermironicaly. | built amachine there—acrosstheriver actudly, in ashack about halfway
"tween Charlestown and Harvard—a machine that has nothing to do with thegtrica illusions. | need you
tobringittome”

“Then | must know, in order: Isit dangerous? Isit bulky? Isit delicate?’
“In order: yes, no, yes.”
“Inwhat wiseisit dangerous?’

“I'venoidea. But I'll tell you this, 'tisonly dangerousif you turn the crank, and give it something to think
on.”

“Then I’ll take the crank off and kegp it in my cabin, and useit only to bash pirates on the head,”
announced Dappa. “And | shall forbid the crew to hold conversations with your machinery, unlessthey
aredevoid of intdlectud stimulation: nothing beyond apolite* Good day, machinery, how goesit with
thee, doesthe stump of thy crank ache of adamp morning? ”

“I suggest you pack the partsin barrels, stuffed with straw. Y ou shall aso find many thousands of small
rectangular cards with words and numbers printed on them. These are likewise to be sedled in watertight
casks. Enoch Root may already have seen to it by the time you reach Charlestown.”

At the mention of Enoch’ s name, Dappa glanced away from Danidl’ sface, asif the older man had
committed an indiscretion, and picked up hisdram to take asip. And that was al the opening needed for
the Marquis of Ravenscar to irrupt upon their conversation. He appeared so suddenly, so adraitly, it was
asif somemachinery had injected him into the Kit-Cat Clubb through atrap-door.



“From oneoddisque to another, Mr. Dappal Haw! Isit not so! For | take it that you are the writer.”
“I anawriter, my lord,” Dappaanswered politely.
“I hope | do not offend by confessing I’ ve not read your books.”

“On the contrary, my lord,” Dappasaid, “thereis nothing quite so civilized asto be recognized in public
places as the author of books no one hasread.”

“If my good friend Dr. Waterhouse were polite enough to make introductions, | should not haveto rely
' pon guess-work; but he was raised by Phanatiques.”

“Itistoo late for formalitiesnow,” Danie answered. “When another beginsa conversation with a
crypticka outburst onoddisgues , what isthere for a polite gentleman to do?’

“Not cryptickal at al! Not in the dightest!” protested the Marquis of Ravenscar. “Why, "tisknown to all
London now, a” (checking hiswatch) “nine o’ clock, that a” (checking hiswatch a second time) “four
o' clock, Mr. Dappawas on hand to greet the Duchess of Arcachon and of Qwghlim!”

“I told you!” Danid said, in an aside to Dappa, and put histwo fingersto his eyes, then pointed them
across the room toward the phant’ sied spies and observers.

“Youtold himwhat! 7’ Roger demanded.
“That people were watching us.”

“They're not watchingyou, ” Roger said, highly amused. Which told Danid, infalibly, thet theywere .
“Why should anyone watchyou ? They’ re watching Dappa, making the rounds of theoddisques!”

“There you go again—what on earth—?" Daniel demanded.

Dappa explained, “He aludesto a sort of legend, only whispered by discreet well-bred Londoners, but
openly bandied about by drunken merry lords, that the Duchess was once anoddisque. ”

“Fgurativey—7’

“Literdly aharem-dave of the Great Turk in Congtantinople.”

“What abizarre notion—Roger, how could you?’

Roger, dightly nettled by Dappa, raised his eyebrows and shrugged.

Dappa proclaimed, “England being anation of clam-diggers and sheep-shearers, must forever be anet
itLrép;r;g’of fantagticka tales. Silk, oranges, perfume, and strange yarns must al be supplied from across

“If only you knew,” Danid returned.

“| agreewith Mr. Dappal” Roger said forcefully. “ The story of histéte-a-téte with the Duchessisracing
up and down Grub Street like cholera, and will be in newspapers tomorrow at cock-crow!”



And then he was gone, asif by trap-door.
“Y ou see? If you were more discreet—"

“Then Grub Street would be unawares. Nothing would be written, nothing printed, concerning me, or
the Duchess. No onewould hear of us—no one would buy my next book.”

“Ah.

“Light dawns’ pon your phizz, Doctor.”

“’Tisanovel, strange form of commerce, of which | was unawares until just now.”
“Only in London,” Dappasaid agreesbly.

“But it is not the strangest form of commerce that goeson in thiscity,” Danidl pressed on.

Dappavisbly put on an innocent face. “Do you have some strange yarn to set beside my lord
Ravenscar’ s?’

“Much stranger. And, note, ’tisadomestic yarn, not imported. Dappa, do you recollect when we were
being harried in Cape Cod Bay by theflotillaof Mr. Ed Teach, and you put me to work, down in the

bilge?
“You wereinthehold . We do not putelderly doctors inthebilge. ”
“All right, dl right.”

“I remember that you obliged us by smashing up some old crockery to make ammunition for the
blunderbusses,” Dappasaid.

“Yes, andl remember that the location of that old crockery was pricked down, with admirable clarity, on
asort of bill posted on abeam next the staircase. A diagram, shewing how the hold, and the bilge, were
packed with diverse goods.”

“There you go again with your confusion of ‘hold’ and ‘bilge.” We do not pack goodsin the bilge, asitis
generdly full of what | will euphemidticaly cdlwater, which rapidly turnsgoods intobads . If you doulbt it,
I’ll pack some of your machinery in the bilge on our return voyage this summer, and you may seeits
condition’pon arrivd. If you had any ideaof the foulness—’

Danid was showing Dappa his pams. “Not necessary, my good man. Y et your lading-diagramdoes
includethebilge, and dl that liesin that foulness, doesit not?’

“Areyou referring to thebdlagt 7’

“l suppose| am.”

“Thebdlast is carefully diagrammed, because it affects the balance and the trim of the ship,” Dappa said.
“From time to time we must shift afew tonsthisway or that, to compensate for an uneven load, and then
itisof course useful to have adiagram of whereitis”



“Asl| recollect that diagram, the bottom-most hull-planks of the ship are covered with flat rectangular
iron pigs, laid down sde by sde, likefloor-tiles”

“Kentledge, 'tis caled. We dso have some cracked cannons and old faulty cannonballs down there.”

“Atop that, you have piled many tons of rounded stones.”

“Shingle from aMadabar beach. Some use sand, but we use shingle, because it does not foul the
pumps.”
“It isatop the shingle that you pile up casks of shot, sdt, water, and other heavy goods.”

“Asisthe common—nay, universa—practice on non-capsizing ships.”

“But | recdll that another layer of ballast was shewn on this diagram. It was below any casks, below the
shingle, below the scrap metd, below even the kentledge. It was the thinnest possible layer, amere
membrane, and on the diagram it looked like onion-skin. It was pressed against the tarry inner surface of
the hull-planks themsdves, and it went by some name such as anti-fouling plates.”

“What of it?’
“Why put anti-fouling plates on theingde 7’

“They are spares. Y ou must have noticed that we carry extrastores of everything, Dr. Waterhouse.
Minerva’shull isclad in copper sheets—she' sfamous for it—and the last time we had a copperamith
make up an order of such materia, we had him make more than we needed, so asto get a better price,

and to have somein reserve.”

“Areyou certain you are not confusing them with the spares that are stowed in crates near the foremast
gep? | seemto recdl Stting on them.”

“Some are stored there. Others are stored against theinside of the hull-planks, under the kentledge, as
you described.”

“What an odd place to store anything. To get a them, one would have to unload the ship entirely, pump
out the ungpeakable contents of the bilge, shovel out tons of shingle, and winch up the massive pigs of

kentledge, one by one.”
Dappa did not respond, but had taken to drumming hisfingers on the tableirritably.
“It ssems more like buried treasure than ballast.”

“If you' d care to test your hypothesis, Doctor, you may do so the next time we are dry-docked,
provided you show up with your own shovel.”

“Isthat what you say to inquisitive Customsinspectors?’

“We are more polite to them—asthey generdly aretous .”

“But politeness asde, the underlying meaning isthe same. The hold may be emptied, if some officid
demandsit.Minerva shall then bob like a cork, but she shal not capsize, thanksto the balast. But those



anti-fouling plates may not be ingpected unless the ballast is removed, which would render the vessel
unstable—it could only be done if she were beached, or in dry-dock—as she was just afew weeks ago.
No Customs ingpector ever demandsthat , does he?’

“Thisisavery odd conversation,” Dappa observed.

“On an arbitrary numerical scale of conversational oddness, ranging from one to ten, with ten being the
oddest conversation I’ ve ever had, and seven being the oddest conversation | havein atypical day, this
rates no better than five,” Danid returned. “But to make it less odd for you, | shal now speak directly. |
know what those plates are made of . | know that you take some out from time to time, when you arein
London, and | know that they find their way into the coinage. It does not matter to me how thisis done,
or why. But | say to you that you are putting yourselvesin danger every time you spend the treasure from
that bilge. Y ou imagine that it may be fused, in acoiner’ s crucible, with like metal from other sources, and
that, once it has been thus con-fused, it has gone out into the world, and can never be traced back to
you. But | say that thereis one man, at least, who is not con-fused in the dightest, and who has drawn to
within ahair’s breadth of divining your secret. Y ou may find him at the Tower of London most days”

Dappahad been greatly disquieted early in thislittle speech, but then had got adistracted, caculating
look, asif reckoning how quickly Minerva could weigh anchor and get out of the Pool. “And you tell me
this—why? To be good?’

“Asyou were good to me, Dappa, when Blackbeard called for me by name, and you refused to give me
up-”

“Oh. We did not do that out of goodness , butstubbornness. ”

“Then my warning to youis strictly an act of Chrigtian charity,” Danidl said.

“God blessyou, Doctor!” Dappareplied, but he was till wary.

“Until such timeaswe arrive a an understanding concerning the disposition of the gold,” Danidl added.

“Thereis something in thisworddispostion that makes meleery. How do you imagine we |l dispose of
it?”

“You haveto get rid of it beforeit isfound by the gentleman | spoke of,” Danid pointed out. “But if you
coinit, "twill beasif you salledMinerva under the guns of the Tower at noon, and ran those sheets of
gold up theyard-arms.”

“But what good isit, if not coined?’

“Gold has other uses,” Danid said. “Of which | shdl tell you more some day. But not today. For we are
approached by Peer, and must bring the oddness of our discourse down to avalue of one or two on the
scalel mentioned earlier.”

“Peer? Who or what is Peer?”

“For aman who, moments ago, was lecturing me’ pon the workings of Grub Street, you' ve not been
attending to your newspapers at al, have you?’

“I know it exists, how it works, and that it’ simportant, but—"



“| read the papers every day. Let metell you quickly then: thereisanewspaper cdledYeLenswhich
was started by Whigs, when their Juncto held power; severa clever men writefor it; Peer isnot one of
them.”

“Y ou mean, he doesn't write for theYeLens 7’

“No, | mean heisnot very clever.”

“How’ d he get the job, then?’

“By being in the House of Lords, and alwaystaking the Whig sde.”
“Ah, s0 heis a peer!”

“A Peer of the Realm, with writerly ambitions. And as he writesfor theLens, and alensis something
you peer through, he has given himsdlf the pen-name of Peer.”

“Thisisthelongest prolog to an introduction I’ ve ever heard,” Dapparemarked. “When is he actudly
going to show up?’

“I believe he—they—are waiting for you to notice them,” Daniel said, pointing with hiseyebals. “Brace
yourself.”

Dappa narrowed his eyes, flared his nogtrils, and then torqued himself round in his chair until he
had—heeding Daniel’ s sage advice—braced one elbow on the table.

Facing him from roughly twelve feet away were the Marquis of Ravenscar, planted solidly on the
booze-dickened Kit-Cat floor-boards, and an even better-dressed chap, who was dangling by both
armsfrom one of the Clubb’slow-hanging beams, hisimpeccably shod feet swinging back and forth just
afew inches abovethefloor.

When this man saw that Dappa was |ooking his direction, he let go and dropped to the floor with aloud,
chesty “Hoo!” Hisknees bent deeply, creating darming strainsin the crotch of his breeches, and dlowing
his knucklesto dangle near the floor. After making certain he' d caught Dappa s eye, hemoved ina
waddling gait to the Marquis of Ravenscar, who was standing gill asadtar, hisface pinched upina
pickled smile.

Peer now pursed hislips, thrust them out asfar asthey would go, and, glancing back frequently to make
sure he still had Dappa s attention, began to makelittle “Hoo! Hoo!” noiseswhile circling cautioudy
around Roger. After completing afull orbit of Roger, he shuffled in closer, leaned in so that he was
amost nuzzling Roger’ s shoulder, and began to make snuffling noises whilst cocking his head thisway
and that. Noting something apparently caught in the tresses of Roger’ s splendid wig, he raised one hand
off the floor, reached into the luxuriant mass of curls, pinched something tiny, pulled it out, examined it,
gaveit agood thorough sniffing, then popped it into his mouth and began to make exaggerated chewing
noises. Then, in case Dappahad glanced away during this, he sidled around Roger and repested the
performance some half-dozen times, until even Roger became sick of it, raised one hand in the mildest of
threats, and muttered, “ Oh, will you stop it!”

Peer’ s response was extreme: he jumped back out of cuffing-range, came to rest on hisknuckles and
the balls of hisfeet, made excited screeching noises (or as near as amember of the House of Lords could



cometoit), then sprang into the air while flinging his arms above his head. He grabbed the beam again,
knocking loose ashower of dust that sfted down, stained hiswhite wig gray, and caused him to
sneeze—which was most unfortunate, as he’ d been taking snuff. A bolo of reddish-brown mucus hurtled
out of hisnose and made itsdlf fast to hischin.

The Kit-Cat Clubb had become quiet as a monastery. Perhaps three dozen men werein the place. By
and large, they were of amind to find nearlyanything funny. Rardly did aminute tick away without all
conversation in the Clubb being drowned out by a storm-burst of booming laughter from onetable or
another. But there was something in Peer’ s performance so queer that it had shut them all up. Danidl,
who had phant’ sed that the crowding and the hubbub gave him and Dappa some sort of privacy, now
felt even more exposed, and acutely spied upon, than ever.

The Marquis of Ravenscar swaggered toward Dappa. Behind him, Peer dropped from the rafters and
got busy with a Belgian gros-point lace handkerchief. After Roger had moved aong for afew paces,
Peer followed him, cringing dong in Roger’ swake.

“Dr. Waterhouse. Mr. Dappa,” said Roger with tremendous aplomb. “It is good to see you both again.”

“And you likewise, et cetera, ” answered Danid shortly, as Dappa had been temporarily robbed of the
power of speech.

Conversations resumed, tentatively, around the Clubb.

“I pray you will not take it amissif | refrain from picking lice out of your hair, asmy lord Wragby has
been so considerate asto do for me.”

“It' snot even my hair, Roger.”

“May | introduce to you, Dappa, and re-introduce to you, Daniel, my lord Walter Raleigh Waterhouse
Weem, Viscount Wraghby and Rector of Scanque, Member of Parliament, and Fellow of the Royal
Society.”

“Hullo, Uncle Danidl!” said Peer, suddenly straightening up. “Very clever of someoneto dresshimupin
aauit of clothing! Wasthat your conceit?’

Dappawas staring sidelong at Danidl. 1 forgot to mention that Peer is my haf-great-nephew once
removed, or something likethat,” Daniel explained to him, behind his hand.

“Who are you talking to, uncle?’ Peer inquired, looking past Dappa s head into avoid. Then, with a
shrug, he continued, “ Do you phant’ sy my demonsiration worked? | did ever so muchresearch , to get it
right.”

“I'veno idea, Wally,” Danid returned, and then looked over at Dappa, who was till frozen in the
sdelong-glare attitude. “ Dappa, did you understand, from what you just observed, that my lord Wragby,
here, isamember of my lord Ravenscar’ s ape-tribe, and that he plays a submissiverole, fully
acknowledging my lord Ravenscar’ s dominance?’

“Who are you talking to?" said Peer for the second time.

“Towhom areyou taking!” Dappa corrected him.



A few moments' silence from Peer, greatly savoured by Roger and Daniel. Peer raised one hand,
pointed hisindex finger at Dappaasif holding him at bay with apistol, and turned to Danid with his
mouth ajar.

“What you didn’'t know, my nephew,” Danid said, “isthat Dappawas, a avery young age, taken
aboard ship by pirates asa sort of pet. And these pirates, being a polyglot group, amused themsealves by
training Dappato pesk twenty-five different languages fluently.”

“Twenty-five different languages!” Peer exclamed.
“Yes. Including better English than you, asyou just saw.”
“But...but he doesn't actualyunderstand any of them,” Peer said.

“No more than a parrot does, when it squawks out ademand for a cracker,” Daniel affirmed, then let
out asquawk of hisown as Dappakicked him in the shin under the table.

“What aremarkable fegt! Y ou should exhibit him!”
“What do you think I’'m doing right now?’
“How was the weether yesterday?’ Peer inquired of Dappa, in French.

“Inthemorning it was miserable and rainy,” Dappa returned. “ After noon | thought it would clear but,
das, it was il overcast until nightfal. Only as | was getting ready for bed did | begin to see stars shining
through gaps between clouds. Could | trouble you for a cracker?’

“| say, the French pirate who taught him that trick must have been an educated man!” Peer exclaimed.
Then he got alook on hisface asif he were thinking. Daniel had learned, in hisamost saventy years, not
to expect much of people who got such looks, because thinking redlly was something one ought to do dl
the time. “One would suppose there would be no point in holding a conversation with a man who does
not understand what heis saying. And yet he described yesterday’ s weather better than | could! In fact, |
think I’ [l use hiswording in tomorrow’ s edition!” Again, now, the thoughtful look. “If he could relate
other experiences—suich as histéte-a-téte with the Duchess—asfaithfully as he recdlsthe wesather, it
would make my interview with him ever so much easier. | had come prepared to doit dl in gruntsand
sign language!” And Peer gave anote-book in his hip-pocket an ominous pat.

“| suppose that whenever one spesksin the abstract—which isto say, most of the time—what oneis
redly doing isinteracting with some sort of imagethat isheld in themind,” Dappa said. “ For example,
yesterday’ swesther is not here in the Kit-Cat Clubb with us. | cannot fed yesterday’ srain on my skin,
nor can | see yester-eve' s starswith my eyes. When | describe these things to you (in French or any
other language) | am really engaging in some sort of internd colloquy with astored image insde of my
brain. Itisanimage | may cal up on demand, as a Duke might demand that a certain painting of hisbe
brought down out of the garret. Onceit isbefore my mind' seye, | may seeit asif it were there, and
describeit.”

“That isal well and good for recollecting what you have gathered in through your senses, and stored in
the garret, asit were,” Peer said. “So | could ask you to relate your observations of the Duchess of
Qwghlm today, and rely on your account. But as you do not understand the conversation you had with
her, or indeed the one you are having with me now, | fear yourinterpretation of what went on at Leicester
House might be wide of the mark.” He spoke hdtingly, unsure of how to converse with someone who



didn’t understand what he was saying.
Preying on this, Danidl inquired, “But how could he interpretanything if he didn’t understand it?”
This stopped Peer’ sgob for afew awkward moments.

“1 would refer you to the work of Spinoza,” Dappa said, “whose words are of course perfect gibberish
to me, but who wrote in hisethics, ‘ The order and connexion of ideasis the same as the order and
connexion of things.” Meaning that if there are two things, cal them A and B, that have a particular
relationship to each other, for example, my lord Wragby’ swig, and my lord Wragby’ sheed, and if |
have in my mind an idea.of my lord Wragby’ swig, cal it dpha, and an ideaof hisheed, call it beta, then
the relationship between aphaand betais the same as that between A and B. And owing to this property
of minds, it is possible for meto construct in my head an whole universe of idess, yet each ideawill relate
to dl of the other ideasin precisely the same way that the things represented by those ideas relate to one
another;lo, 'tisasif | have created amicrocosm ' tween my ears, without understanding a bit of it. And
some of theideas may be records of sensory impressions, for example, yesterday’ s weather. But others
may be abstract concepts out of religion, philosophy, mathematics, or what have you—not that I'd
know, sinceto methey are dl ameaningless parade of halucinations. But insofar asthey aredl idess,
they aredll fungible. Whatever their origins may have been, they are now al con-fused into the same
currency, and so | may speak of the Pythagorean Theorem or the Treaty of Utrecht aswell as| may
speak of yesterday’ sweather. To me, they aredl just crackers—as are you, my lord Wragby.”

“That isquite clear,” Peer said vaguely, for he had gone a bit glassy-eyed round the point where Dappa
had begun to use Greek letters. “Tell me, Dappa, were there any German pirates aboard your ship?’

“Y ou mean, native speakers of High-Dutch, orHochdeutsch ? Alas, they are arare breed ' mong pirates,
for the Germans fear water, and love order. Most of them were Dutchmen. However, therewas a
prisoner, kept in fetters down in the bilge, a Bavarian diplomat who taught me hislanguage.”

“Right then!” And Peer flipped opened his note-book, and began to scan pagesfilled with laborioudy
botched cartoons. “Well, Dappa, you may not be aware that we Englishmen dwell on something very
much like the sandbars you used to seein your rivers, save that oursis much larger, and free of
crocodiles—" He held up a sketch.

“Wecdl itanidand,” said the Marquis of Ravenscar hdpfully.

“Thereisagrest river of cold, sdty water,” Peer said, holding hisarmsfar apart, “ever so much broader
than the distance between my book and my pencil, separating us from a place called Europe whichisfull
of nasty nasty apes. In your system of mentd ideas, you might liken it to alot of monkey-bandswho are
forever screeching and throwing rocks at each other.”

“But sometimes we cross the sty river on thingslike hollow logs, except much larger,” said the Marquis
of Ravenscar, now getting into the spirit of things, “and throw afew rocks of our own, just to Stay in
practicel” He winked at Dappa, who gave back a brooding stare.

“Thereisafrightfully enormous and strong old gorilla, aslver-back, of whom we areterrified, just over
theriver.”

Dappa sighed, sensing that there was no way out. “I think I’ ve seen hisimage on French coins, heis
cdled Leroy.”



“Yesl He owns more bananas than anyone else, has more apesin histribe, and hasthrown alot of
rocksat us.”

“That must be very painful indeed,” Dappasaid, not very sympatheticaly.

“Yes, quite,” said Peer. “But we have amighty silver-back of our own, areally stupendous and deadly
accurate stone-thrower, who, some moons ago, chased Leroy right up atree! Because of this, our little
band, here on our sandbar in the sdlty river, cannot make out whether to worship and revere our big
slver-back asagod, or fear and revile him as adevil. Now, we have an enormous clearing in the jungle,
actudly not far from where we are right now, where we convene to make obeisance to a certain femae
slver-back, rather frail—and where we best our chests, and throw fasces at each other.”

“Ugh! Until you told methat, | was about to say, | should like to seethisclearing.”

“Yes, itisrather frightful,” Roger put in, dismayed by Peer’ s similitude, “ but we have found throwing
fasces preferable to throwing rocks.”

“Do you throw your faeces, my lord Wragby?' Dappa asked.

“Itiswhat | dofor aliving!” answered Peer, shaking his note-book, “and what you see hereisthe
Instrument | use to scrape my Ammunition off thejungle floor.”

“May | ask, what is specid about thisfemal e silver-back, that you should brave flying faecdl materia to
pay homageto her?’

“She holds our Stick of Power,” Peer answered, asif that settled it. “Now, to the matter at hand. There
aretwo tribes vying for the favor of the ancient femae silver-back. The leader of one of those tribes
stands before you.” He indicated Roger, who made a courtly bow. “Alas, we have been driven to the
periphery of the clearing by the most incredible and sustained faaces-barrage this jungle has ever
witnessed; and theterribly, terribly mighty and enormous English silver-back | spoke of was nearly
buried diveinit, and withdrew across the cold, sdty river to a place named Antwerp, whereit is possible
for him to St and enjoy the occasiond banana without being struck in the face by aflying turd. And we
who follow Roger, here, arefrightfully curiousto know if, and when, our big silver-back is coming back
over theriver, and whether he might be in amood to throw any actua stones at any of usif, and when,
he does, and whether he has any designs on the Stick of Power.”

“Andwhat of Leroy?Ishetill up histree?’

“Leroy ishafway to the ground! And from hisdistance, with hisfailing eye-sight, he cannot easily
distinguish between gpes throwing stones, and apes throwing mere fagces, at any rate, if hethinkswe are
distracted, why, he'll scamper right back down toterrafirma like the cheeky monkey heis, and we don’t
want that.”

“If I may ask adirect question, why are you telling me these things, my lord?’

“That nicefemale you paid acal on earlier today,” said Peer, “that most admirable yellow-haired chimp,
why, she hasjust crossed over the cold salty river and returned to our sandbar after sojourning, for many
moons, in the jungle that lies off where the sun rises every morning, where athousand different
German-speaking ape-tribes vie for the control of individua trees, or, indeed, individual branches of
trees. She came over on agiant hollow log that seemed to have alarger-than-norma number of these
German-speaking apes on board. She came from the generd direction of the place where our formidable



slver-back has been biding histime, and enjoying his bananas. Which band does she belong to? For in
the country where she was sojourning dwells another fema e silver-back, who hasthe run of severa
biggish trees, and who has her eye on our Stick. Does your friend belong to her tribe? Or isshein the
camp of himwho bides histime in Antwerp? Or both, or neither?’

Now it was Dappa sturn to look glazed. After working this through for amoment, he guessed: “You're
trying to work out whether it would enure to your benefit to hurl some faeces at Eliza”

“| say, you are spot on!” Peer exclaimed. “ That Spinozzel chap really was on to something!”

Roger Comstock had a particular way of holding himself, when he wanted to say something, that caused
everyone within apike-length to shut up and turn towards him worshipfully. This everyone now did,
because he was holding himsdlf in that way. After collecting himsalf for afew moments, he held up one
hand, thumb tucked into palm, and gave Dappa another wink. *“ Four silver-backs.” The other hand came
up, two fingers extended. “Two Sticks of Power. One of them rather firmly in the grip of Leroy and his
heirs and assigns. The other, widely seen asbeing Up for Grabs. So, let us consider the four
slver-backs.” Now he was holding up both hands, two fingers extended from each. “ Two female, two
male, dl very very old, though, 'tmust be alowed, the one in Antwerp is asvigorous as a battle-weary
sxty-four-year-oldcould ever be. The German femae has ason, agreet oafish gorillawho isgoing to
have our Power-Stick lodged in hisfat fist quite soon, if I’ ve anything to say about it. Now hismumis
hated by the female who presides over our sandbar today; why, she beginsto screech and wave the
Stick about the moment she detects awhiff of this German on the breeze. So quite naturaly the sonis
personanon grata here. Buthe has ason of hisown, and we' d very much like to see him swinging
through English trees and eating English bananas as soon as we can get him over here. So—"

“Then don't throw shit at Eliza,” Dappasaid.
“Thank you.”

“Perhaps we should throw abit so it doesn’t ook asif we are colluding,” Peer suggested, clearly
disappointed.

“Perhaps you should go pick some nitsout of her hair, my lord,” Dappareturned.

“Thank you, Dappa, that will beal,” said Roger sternly, and led Peer away by the elbow.

“Beforeyou ak,” Daniel sad, “that wasaten.”

DAPPA BROODED THROUGHmMog of thetrip to Crane Court.

Danid ventured: “1 hopel did not offendyou, in theway | dedlt with Peer. | could not think of any other
way to respond.”

“Toyou, heisjust asingular imbecile,” Dappareturned. “To me, heisatypica sample of the sort of
bloke | need to reach with my books. And o, if | seem distracted, it is not because | am annoyed with
you—though | am alittle. It isbecause | am asking myself, what isthe point of trying to reach such
personsat dl? Am| wasting my time?’

“My nephew smply believes whatever the people around him believe,” Danid said. “If every maninthe



Kit-Cat Clubb proclaimed you King of England, why, hewould fal on hisknees and kissyour ring.”
“Thismay betrue, but it does not help me, or my publisher.”

“Your publisher,” Danid sad. “ The Duchess. She and you were Ssmply talking about sdlling books,
weren't you?’

“Of course.”
“She doesn’t speak to you of those matters that so concern the Whigs.”
“Of course she doesn’t. Don't tell me you were going to ask about it aswell?’

“I admit to some curiosity about the Duchess, and what sheisup toin London,” Danid said. “1 knew
her once, Dappa, many years ago. Recently, she has let me know that she meansto renew the
acquaintance. | do not phant’ sy thisis owed to my looks, or my charm.”

Dappa offered nothing. They rattled on wordlesdy for abit. Danid sensed that this bit of news had only
made Dappa more anxious. “Will it create atremendous hardship forMinervaiif you follow my advice,
and do not unload the anti-fouling plates?’

“It will create the need for aloan,” Dappareplied, “which will have to be repaid, in gold, upon our
return.”

“| can arrange something,” Danid said.

In the dim light scattering into the carriage he could see Dappa’ s eyes flick towards the window, a
gesture of annoyance. Danid could guesswhat he was thinking: what sort of pass have we cometo when
we must look to an aged scientist as our banker?

HE INSISTED THAT THE DRIVERIet him off at the entrance to Crane Court, rather than squeezing
through that narrow arch and driving al the way to the Roya Society’ s front door. The short walk would
do him some good. He bid Dappa good-bye and tottered on creaky legs through the entrance. The
hackney remained where it wasfor afew moments, kegping an eye on him. But Crane Court was an
unlikely place for footpads, asthey’ d have no way to escape fromit if ahue and cry wereraised. So
presently the horses were given orders to move, and the hackney clattered away, taking Dappa down to
White Friars Stairs where he could find a waterman to row him down the ThamestoMinerva.

Danid was donein thefamiliar confines of Crane Court; and at that moment he was struck by a
mongtrous thought.

Now, it had been avery long day indeed, beginning with ajourney up to the Templar-tomb in
Clerkenwe | and continuing through Hockley-in-the
-Hole, an odd conversation with Peter (Saturn) Hoxton, arefreshing visit to Catherine Barton at Roger’s
house, the long-dreaded reunion with Miss Barton’ s uncle, and later the Kit-Cat Clubb. Too many
threads, and too much information for his stiff old brain to cope with. Any part of the day would have
given him plenty to think about during his short stroll from Fleet Street to the door of the R.S. But what
his mind seized upon was |saac’ s sedan chair.



Just before and after the explosion, a sedan chair had been poised at the very place where Daniel had
just dlighted from the hackney, there in the arched tunnel where Crane Court debouched into Fleet
Street.

Tonight hisway up the Court was nearly barred by avault-wagon drawn up to exhaust the sewage from
one of the town-houses. He diverted round it, desiring to give it the widest berth possible, lest he get
gplashed. But just before he did, he turned round and looked back toward Fleet, peering through the
arch. Golden light was gleaming through from whale-oil street-lanthorns on Fleet, just as on the night of
the explosion.

On that Sunday evening, the mysterious sedan chair had been framed in the entry, dead center, ablack
doorway suspended in the arch of light. It had followed them to that point; paused; waited (or so it
seemed) for the explosion; and then it had fled, pursued, briefly, by the hapless Watchman.

Isaac had said something, earlier today, to the effect he' d been shocked to see Daniel traveling in the
company of Mr. Threader. This could be interpreted more than one way; but the most straightforward
was that he literally had observed the two of them together in Mr. Threader’ s carriage.

Which could only have occurred along Fleet Ditch in the minutes before the explosion. Perhaps Isaac
had been in that sedan chair. Perhapsit had been nothing more than a coincidence that he had fdlenin
alongsde Mr. Threader’ s carriage when he had. Perhaps he had been on hisway from some
errand—and it would have had to’ ve been avery dark and sirange one indeed—in the dangerous alleys
on the eastern brink of the Ditch, en route to his dwelling off Leicester Fields. But then why had he
stopped in the entrance to Crane Court?

Daniel turned about and gazed at the arch again, trying to re-summon the fading memory.

But instead of seeing the remembered image of the black box, he saw alimbed shadow detach itsdlf
from one side of the arch and flit across the opening. It was aman who had been lurking there, and who
hed just made his departure onto Fleet Street. A moment later Daniel heard iron horseshoes splashing
sparks on the brittle ashlars of the street. It was arider, who had dismounted, and led his horse quietly to
the entrance, so that he could spy on Daniel more discreetly. He had probably lost Danid in the shadows
of the vault-wagon and decided to cdl it anight.

Danid had logt histrain of thought concerning the sedan chair. He turned and walked quickly until his
nostrils and his eyes no longer burned from the ammonia-cloud surrounding the vault-wagon. He was
hardly surprised to hear footsteps behind him.

“Are you the gager Saturn names Doc?’ said a pre-adolescent boy. “Don’t logp off, | ain't a
scamperer.”

Danidl consdered stopping, but reckoned the boy could keep up with him. * Areyou of the
Black-guard?’ he asked wearily.

“No, Doc, but I've my Aspirations.”
“Very wel.”
“Thisisfor you, then,” said the boy, and held out afolded stick of paper, very white compared to his

filthy hand. Danid accepted it. The boy darted back down the court and climbed aboard the vault-wagon
he' d rodein on. “Lovely watch you' ve there—best keep an eye oniit!” he called out, asa sort of



pleasantry.

Henry Arlanc let himin, and helped stow away his coat and walking-stick. “It isagreat honour to have
been named Secretary of your Clubb, sir,” he observed. “I’ ve just been copying out today’ s Minutes.”

“You will do very wel,” Daniel assured him. “1 only wish our Clubb was onethat met in anice house
and offered food and drink.”

“For that, I’ ve the Roya Society, Doctor.”

“Yes, but you are not the Secretary.”

“1 could be. If aSecretary’ sjob isto prick down al comings and goings, doings and discussions, why
"tisal here” said Arlanc—strangely takative this evening—and pointed to hishead. “Why'reyou
peering & me so, Doctor?’

“I just had athought.”

Henry Arlanc shrugged. “Would you like meto fetch aquill and—"

“No, thank you. Thisonewill rest secure up here,” said Danid, and imitated Henry’ s head-pointing
gesture. “Henry, does it ever happen that Sir Isaac will come herein his sedan chair, on a Sunday
evening?’

“Frequently!” Henry answered. “ There is dways business here, pressing in on him. In the week, he has
responsbilities a the Mint. Then, when he comes here, there are so many visitors, distractions. But he
has learnt the trick of coming late on Sundays, when no oneisin the building except for me and Madame,
who understand that heis not to be disturbed. Then he can work late into the night, sometimes even until
sunrise on Monday.”

“No onecdlsfor himthen, en?’

“Pourquoi non,for no one knows heishere.”

“Except for you, and Madame Arlanc, and his own servants.”

“All' I meant, Sir, was that no onewho would dare to disturb him knows heis here.”

“Of course.”

“Why do you ask, Doctor?” Arlanc said; an odd and rude thing for a porter to say to a Doctor.

“I phant’' sied | had seen signs of his presence round the house on some Sunday evenings, and wondered
if | wereimagining things”

“Y ou have imagined nothing, Doctor. May | assist you up sairs?’
Doc,

If you are reading this it meansthat the boy found you in Crane Court. Y ou may wish to check your
pockets, &c.



Know that a representative of mineis scheduled to partake of high teawith afriend of afriend of Mr.
Teach on Thursday next. Inquirieswill be made.

| went to your hole in the ground and chased out two culls who had gone down there, and not for the
usua purpose, viz. buggery. | believe they mistook mefor the Ghost of aKnight Templar, fromwhich |
conclude, they were cultivated men.

Saturn

Saturn,

Thank you for your diligence. It iswhat | would expect of an Horologist.

Suppose | had come into possession of some odds and ends of yellow meta; then do you know any of
the sort of men who would buy them from me? Any you particularly didike? | ask purely as an academic
exercise, on behalf of anoted Natura Philosopher.

Dr. Waterhouse

| saac,

| can think of no better way to repay the hospitality you showed me at your house today, than to
respectfully inform you that someone may be trying to Blow you Up. Whoever it is, would appear to be
well acquainted with your habits. Consder varying them.

Y our humble and obedient servant,

Danid

P.S. Concerning the other topic of our discussion, | am making inquiries.

Crane Court, London

22APRIL 1714

...whereas here; dl, aswel Brandy as Wine, and al our strong compounded Drinks, such as stout Ale,
Punch, Double-Beer, Fine-Ale, &c. are all drank to Excess, and that to such a Degree, asto becomethe
Poison, aswell of our Health as of our Morals; fatd to the Body, to Principles, and even to the
Understanding; and we see daily Examples of Men of strong Bodies drinking themsalvesinto the Grave;
and whichistill worse, Men of strong Heads, and good Judgment, drinking themselvesinto Idiotism and
Supidity....

—DANIELDEFOE,

A Plan of the English Commerce
AGUTTER RAN DOWN the centerline of Crane Court, in aweak bid to make Gravity do something
useful. The dope was so feeble that when Daniel walked down to Fleet Street, he overtook afloating

apple-core he' d tossed into it aquarter of an hour earlier, while standing in front of the Roya Society
waiting for Saturn to appear.



Peter Hoxton nearly filled the archway. His hands were thrust in his wai stcoat-pockets, his arms akimbo,
giving his upper half the same general shape asthe planet Saturn viewed through atelescope. He was
smoking a clay-pipe whose stem was broken down to a mere knuckle-bone. As Danid drew nearer, he
took this out of his mouth and pitched it into the gutter; then froze, head bowed, asif aneed to pray had
suddenly come over him.

“Behold!” wasthefirs thing he said to Danidl. “ Behold what runsin your gutter herel”

Danid drew up beside him and followed his gaze down. Where Crane Court’ s gutter ran between
Saturn’ sfeet, a sump had been formed by settling of the earth under the stones. In the deepest parts of it,
the net-work of crevices between stones was plotted in brilliant lines of liquid argent.

“Quickslver,” Daniel said. “Probably discarded from the Roya Society’ s laboratories”

“Point toit!” Saturn suggested, till staring fixedly at the quicksilver net-work.

“1 beg your pardon?’

“Point to the Roya Society, and make asif you' re offering up some remark about it.”

Danid uncertainly turned round and pointed up the center of Crane Court, though he omitted any feigned
remarks. Saturn turned his head to look that way; peered blankly for afew moments; then turned his
back on Danid and shuffled off into Fleet Street.

Danie took afew momentsto catch up intraffic. The church-bells had struck sxP.M. afew minutes
ago. Fleet was deadly crowded.

“I phant’ sed you' d have ahackney,” Danid said, hoping to rein Saturn in by starting a conversation with
him. “I did mention that al expenseswould be reimbursed...”

“No need,” Saturn returned, sowing the words back over his shoulder, “the placeisal of two hundred
paces from here” He waswalking east on FHeet, glancing over his shoulder for openings between riders

and coaches and wagons, sometimes trespassing in front of them to clam right-of-way. The generd plan
seemed to be that they would cross over to the south side.

“Y ou had intimated it might be near by,” Danid sad, “but | find it Sartling that a house of that type
should lie so near to—to—"

“To ahouse of the Royd Society’ stype? Not at al, Doc. The streets of London are like bookshelves,

you can asleave find unlike houses next to each other as find a picaroon-romance shelved dongside a
Bible”

“Why did you need for meto point at the Roya Society, just now?’
“Sol might look at it.”
“1 did not know one neededleave to look &t it.”

“That isbecause you are used to the ways of Natura Philosophers, who are forever peering at whatever
pleasesthem. Thereisakind of arrogancein that, you are unawares of. In other walks of life, onedoes



need leave. And "tiswell we are having thistalk en route to Hanging-Sword-Alley. For the ken we are
going to ismost certainly the sort where, Doc, you do need leave.”

“Why, then, I'll have eyes only for you, Mr. Hoxton.”

They had come dready to where Water Lane broke away to the right, and ran straight down to the
river. Saturn made that turn, asif he meant to ramble down to White Friars Dock. The Lanewasa
straight and broad cleft separating two jumbled, mazy neighborhoods. On the right, the periphery of the
Temple. Typica resdent: apractitioner at law. On the lft, the parish of St. Bride's. Typica resdent: a
woman who' d been arrested for progtitution, thievery, or vagrancy and put to work pounding hemp at
Bridewd|. In his more peevish moments Danid phant’ sed that the only thing preventing those on the right
and those on the left from coming together lewdly in the middle of the Lane, wasthe continua stream of
redolent carts booming down it to diminate their sleaming loads upon Dung Wharf, which could be
nosed a short distance ahead.

Water Lane was lined on both sides by post-Fire buildings, kept up in such away asto give the casud
groller afrank and fair synopsis of the neighborhoods that spread behind them; which wasto say that
whenever Daniel walked down thisway to theriver, he hewed drictly to theright, or Temple, Sde,
trailing ahand along shop-fronts as he went. When he was fedling bold, and was surrounded by
well-dressed law-clerks and brawny, honest tradesmen, he would gaze across the way and
disapprovingly regard the buildings on the left Sde.

There, between a certain pawn-shop and a certain tavern, stretched a narrow gap that reminded him of
amissing tooth in arotten jaw. He had always supposed that it was the result of an error by Robert
Hooke, the late City Surveyor, who' d done hiswork sansflaw in the better neighborhoods, but who,
when he got to thisdidtrict, might possibly have been digtracted by the charms of aBridewd | girl. Noting
the sorts of people who came and went through that gap, Daniel had sometimes specul ated asto what
would befdl him if he ever went in there, somewhat in the spirit of a seven-year-old boy wondering what
would happen if hefdl through the holein an out-house.

When Saturn had entered Water Lane, he had gravitated to (inevitably) the left sde, which caused
Danid to lose hisbearings, as he' d never seen it from this perspective. The strolling, snuff-taking lawyers
across the way looked doltish.

After just afew paces Saturn veered round a corner into anarrow, gloomy pass, and Daniel, wanting
nothing more than to stay close, hurried after him. Not until they had penetrated ten pacesintoiit did he
turn round to look at the bright facades on the other side of Water Lane, far far away, and redlize that
they had goneinto that same Gap he had oft wondered about.

It were just to describe his movements now asscurrying . He drew abreast of Saturn and tried to emulate
his manner of not gazing directly at anything. If thismaze of dleyswere as horrible ashe' d dways
supposed, why, he did not seeits horrors, and considering how briskly they were moving, it hardly
seemed asif there would be time for any of them to catch up. He foresaw along train of stranglersand
footpads stretched out in their wake, huffing and puffing and bent over from side-aches.

“I presumethisis some sort of alay?’ said Peter Hoxton.

“Meaning...aplan...scheme...or trap,” Danidl gasped. “1 am as mystified asyou are.”

“Does anyone €l se know where we are going, and when?” Saturn tried.



“I let the name of the place, and the time of the meeting, be known.”

“Thenit'salay.” Saturn darted sdeways and punched hisway through a door without knocking. Danidl,
after aclutching, febrile moment of being by himsdlf in the center of Hanging-Sword-Alley, scrambled
after him, and did not leave off from scrambling until he was seated next to Peter Hoxton before the
hearth of ahouse.

Saturn spooned cod onto the evidence of alate fire. The room was dready stuffy; these were the last
chairs anyone wanted.

“Thisisredly not so very dreadful after al,” Danidl ventured.

Saturn rummaged up abellows, got itstwo handlesin his hands, and held it up for amechanical
ingpection. A brisk squeeze dapped lanky black locks away from hisface. Heaimedit &t the pile of cod
and began crushing the handles back and forth asif the bellows were aflying-machine, and he trying to
raise himsdlf off thefloor.

Following Saturn’ swarnings, Danid had religioudy avoided looking a anything. But the close, and now
smoky, air of this parlour was leavened by femae voices. He could not stop himself turning to look at an
outburgt of feminine laughter from the far end of the room. He got an impression of rather alot of
mismatched and broken-down furniture arranged in no particular way, but swept back and forth across
the room by ebbing and flowing tides of visitors. There might have been a score of personsin the room,
about evenly divided between the sexes, and clumped together in twos, threes, and fours. At the far end
was alarge window looking out onto a bright outdoor space, perhaps Salisbury Squarein the heart of St.
Bride's. Daniel could not tell, because the windows were screened with curtains, made of rather good
lace, but too large for these windows, and tarred brown as nava hemp by pipe-smoke. They were, he
redlized with amild thrill, curtainsthat had been stolen—yprobably snatched right from someone' s open
window in broad daylight. Silhouetted againgt that ochre scrim were three women, two gaunt and young,
the other plump and a bit older, and smoking a clay-pipe.

Heforced himsdlf to turn his attention back to Saturn. But as he did so he scanned the room and got an
impression of many different kinds of people: a gentleman who would not have looked out of place

promenading round St. James's Square, aswell as severa who belonged more to Hockley-in-the-
Hole

By his exertions Saturn had evoked light, but no perceptible heat, from the rubble of coals and asheson
the hearth. That was enough—no heat was wanted. It seemed he' d only wanted something to occupy his
nervous hands.

“A lot of femaed” Danid remarked.

“We cdl themwomen, ” Saturn snapped. “| hope you haven’t been peering about like some damned
Natural Philosopher at abug collection.”

“We cdl theminsects, ” Danid shot back. Thislicited agentlemanly nod from Saturn.

“Withoutpeering, ” Danid continued, “I can seewd | enough that, though it’ suntidy, it'sfar from
loathsome.”

“Toapaint, criminaslove order even more than Judges,” Saturn said.



At that moment, aboy entered the room, breathing hard, and scanned the faces. He picked out Saturn
ingtantly, and moved toward him with ajoyous expression, reaching sgnificantly into his pocket; but
Peter Hoxton must have given him aglare or agesture, because suddenly hisface fell and he spun away
on hished.

“A boy who snatches your watch in the street, and runs off with it, does not do so out of a perverse
longing to cause you grief. He ismoved by areasonable expectation of profit. Where you see sheep
being sheared, you may assume there are spinning-wheels nearby; where you have your pocket picked,
you know that there is ahouse such asthis one within sprinting-distance.”

“Inits ambience 'tisrather like a coffee-house.”

“Aye. But mind, the sort who' re disposed to abhor such kens asthiswould say its hellishnessinheresin
itsvery congenidity.”

“I must admit, it smellsless of coffee than of the chegp perfume of geneber.”

“Gin, wecdl itin placeslike this. My downfdl,” Saturn explained laconicaly, peering over his shoulder
at the boy, who was now in negotiations with afat, solitary man a acorner table. Saturn went on to give
the room athorough scan.

“Y ou dishonor your own rules! What are you looking at?’
“I am reminding mysdlf of the exits. If thisturnsout to bealay, | shdl not bother excusng mysdlf.”
“Did you perchance see our buyer?’ Danid inquired.

“Save my fellow horologist in the corner there, and this gager next to us, who istrying to wash away his
pox with gin and mercury, everyone here has comein groups,” Saturn said, “and | told the buyer that he
must come done”

“Gager iswhat you cdl an ederly man.”
“Yaﬂ

Daniel hazarded alook at said gager, who was curled up on the floor in the corner by the hearth, no
more than asword-length from them—for the room was smdll, the tables close, and the separation
between groups was preserved only through akind of etiquette. The gager looked like awhorl of
blankets and worn-out clothes, with pale hands and a face projecting from one end. Resting on the
hearth-stones directly before him were a clay bottle of Dutch geneber and athumb-sized flask of
mercury. Thiswasthefirst clue that he was syphilitic, for mercury wasthe only known remedy for that
disease. But confirmation could be had by looking at hisface, which was disfigured by lumpy tumors,
cdled gummas, rimming hismouth and hiseyes.

“Every snatch of conversation you overhear in thisroom shall beriddled with such flash cant as* gager,’
‘lay, et cetera, for here, asin thelega and medica professions, the more impenetrable aman’s speech,
the higher the esteem in which heis held. Nothing would be more injurious to our reputation in this house,
than for usto spesk inteligibly. Y et we may haveto wait for along time. And | fear | may fal into
drinking gin, and end up like yon gager. So, let us have an unintelligible conversation about our religion.”

“I beg your pardon?’



“Remember, Doc, you are my Father Confessor, | your disciple, and your portion of our bargain isthat
you shal hep medraw nigher to Truths Agerna through the sacrament of Technology. This—" and he
scanned the room lightly, without Ietting hiseye catch on anything, “is not what | signed on for. We were
to bein Clerkenwell, building things.”

“Andwe shdl be,” Daniel assured him, “once the masons, carpenters, and plasterers have finished their
work round the old Templethere”

“That should not be long. I’ ve never seen stones piled up in such haste,” Saturn said. “What isit you
mean to make there, then?’

“Read the newspapers,” Danid returned.

“What' sthat S posed to mean?’

“What' s the matter, you' re the one who wanted to speak in cyphers.”
“Ido read the newspapers,” said Saturn, wounded.

“Have you attended to what goes on in Parliament?’

“A lot of screeching and howling asto whether our next King's son* ought to be given ahero’ swelcome
inthe House of Lords, or barred from the Realm.”

Daniel chuckled. “Y ou must be aWhig, to refer so confidently to George Louis as our next King.”
“What do | look liketo you?’ said Saturn, suddenly lowering hisvoice, and looking about uneasily.

“A Jacobite Tory, dyed in thewool!”

Danid’s chuckling at hisown jest was, for afew moments, the only sound in the room. Then:

“Theré'll beno such talk in this house!”

The speaker was a short, stout Welshman with alarge jaw. He waswrapped in abulky and bulging
black cloak, asif he'd just comein from outside, and was making a sweep through the parlour on his
way back to the kitchen. A brace of empty gin-bottles dangled by their necks between the fingers of his
right hand, and afull one was gripped in hisleft. Danidl assumed the fellow was being wry, and chuckled
some more; but the Welshman very deliberately swiveled his head around and gave Daniel aglarethat
shut him up. Mogt of the people in the room were now looking their way.

“Your usud, Saturn?” the Welshman said, though he continued to stare fixedly a Danidl.

“Have her bring us coffee, Angus. Gin disagrees with me these days, and as you have perceived, my
friend has aready drunk one bottle too many.”

Angus turned around and stalked out of the room.

“I am sorry!” Daniel exclamed. Until moments ago he had flt strangely at home here. Now, he felt
more agitated than he had out inthe dley.



The wretch on the floor went into alittle fit of shuddering, and tried to jerk hisunresponsive limbsinto a
more comfortablelie.

“I assumed—" Danid began.

“That the words you were using were as dien to this place as the Cal culus.”

“Why should the proprietor—I assume that’ s what he was—care if | make such ajest—7"

“Becauseif word getsround that Angus s ken isahaunt of such persons—"

“Meaning—?’

“Meaning, persons who have secretly vowed that the Hanover shall not be our next King,” Saturn
croaked, o quietly that Daniel was forced to read hislips, “and that the Changeling* hallbe, why, it shal
become sdf-fulfilling, shall it not? Then such persons—who are dwaysin want of a place to convene,
and conspire—will begin to come here.”

“What doesit matter!?” Daniel whispered furioudy. “ The placeisfilled with criminalsto begin with !”

“And that ishow Anguslikesit, for heisapast master among thief-takers,” Saturn said, his patience
visbly dwindling. “He knows how it al works with the Watch, the Congtables, and the Magidtrates. But
if the supporters of the Changeling begin to convene here, why, everything' stopsy-turvy, isn't it, now the
house is aheaven for Treason aswell as Larceny, and he' s got the Queen’s Messengers to contend

with.”

“I hardly phant’ sy the Queen’s Messengers would ever venture into a placelikethis” Even Daniel had
the wit to mouth the name, rather than spesking it doud.

“Be assured they would, if treason were afoot here! And Angus would be half-hanged, drawn, and
quartered at the Treble Tree, long with some gaggle of poxy Jacobite viscounts. No decent end for a
samplethief-taker, that.”

“You cdled him that before”

“Cdled himwhat?’

“A thief-taker.”

“Naturaly.”

“But | thought athief-taker was one who brought thievesto justice, to collect areward from the Queen.
Not a—" But Danid stopped there, as Peter Hoxton had got alook on his phizz that verged on nausea,
and was shaking his head convulsvely.

“| see you' ve been sending my cod right up the fucking Chimney!” Angus proclaimed, stalking toward
them. He had divested himsdlf of the cloak and the gin-bottles and was now being followed, at a prudent
distance, by aBridewellish-looking girl with amug of coffeein each hand.

“Rather, providing you with the service of kegping thefire going,” Saturn answered calmly, “at no



charge, by theway.”

“I didn’t want it going to begin with!” Angusreturned. “ " Twas that |appy-cull who mewled and pleaded
for abit of warmth! Now you’ ve gone and got it going again! There |l be achargefor that!”

“Of coursetherewill be” Saturn said.

The coffee was served, and money changed hands, in the form of copper tokens, minutely examined by
Angus.

“Now why do you say | should attend to the doings of Parliament?” Saturn asked, asthey were
beginning to sip their coffee. “What connexion could | possibly draw between the situation of the Duke of
Cambridge* and your holein the ground in Clerkenwel |7’

“None whatever. Save that Parliament’ s more loud and obvious doings may be used as a sort of screen
or blind to cover arcane, subtile machinations that might reward your attention.”

“Thisisworse than being given no information a al,” Saturn grumbled.

A man entered solus, and began to look round the place. Daniel knew immediately it wastheir buyer.
But rather than jumping to make their presence known, he settled deeper into his chair so that he could
spend afew moments inspecting the newcomer. In silhouette againgt the glowing screen of curtains, he
could eadily be confused with an actud gentleman, for he wore awig, clamped down by ahat with avast
brim folded upwardsin the style then mandatory. A sword dangled from one hip. But when he stood, he
crouched, and when he walked, he scuttled, and when he noticed things, he flinched. And when this man
came over to the hearth, and accepted a chair pulled up by the uncharacteristicaly hospitable Peter
Hoxton, Danidl perceived that hiswig was stinking horsehair, his hat was too smdll, and his sword was
more danger to himsdlf, in its sheeth, than it would' ve been to others, out of it. He nearly tripped over it
twice, because every time he whacked it off achair- or table-leg it jumped back between hisankles. He
put Danid in mind of aclown a S. Bartholomew’ s Fair, got up to mock a gentleman. Y et the mere fact
that he wastrying so hard earned him a sort of dignity, and probably counted for something in ahouse of

thistype.

“Mr. Baynes, Dr. Gatemouth,” said Saturn. “Doc, say hdlow to him we are caling Mr. Baynes.”
“Dr. Gatemouth, "tisapleasure aswell as an honour,” said the newcomer.

“Mr. Baynes,” Danid sad.

“Would you be one of the Gatemouths of Castle Gatemouth?’

Daniel had no ideawhat to do with this question.

“Docisof avery old family of armigerous yeomen in the Gatemouth didtrict,” prated Saturn, sounding
bored.

“Ah, perhapsthey knew some of my forebears,” exclaimed Mr. Baynes, patting his sword-hilt, “for | am
nearly certain that Gatemouth Abbey lies adjacent to acertain vicarage where—"

“Itisnot hisreal name,” Saturn snapped.



“Of course, that isobvious, do you think | am achild? | was merdly trying to make him fed at ease.”
“Thenyoufailed. Let us spesk of the Ridge, so that we may ease him out of thisken.”

Said to areal gentleman, these words would have provoked aduedl. So Danidl at this point was one
unessy gager. But Mr. Bayneswas unfazed. He took amoment to re-compose himsdlf and said, “Very
wdl.”

“Do you understand that the amount in play islarge?’

“A largeweight was bandied about, but thistells melittle of the actua amount of Ridge, until the purity of
the meta has been quoined.”

“How large aquoin do you propose to hack off?” said Saturn, amused.
“Large enough to balance my toils and sufferings”

“Howsoever much you assay—assuming you trulydo —you' |l find Doc, here, isno Beaker. Theamount
and theweaght are asidenticd asthe refiner’ sfire can make’em. And then what?’

“A transaction,” said Mr. Baynes, guardedly.

“But last time | had dealings with you, Mr. Baynes, you were in no position to move such a quantity of
Ridge as Dr. Gatemouth has on hishands. A glance at your periwig tells me your fortunes have in no wise
improved.”

“Peter Hoxton. | know more of your story than you of mine! Who are you to cast aspersons! 7’

Now Danid had scarcely followed aword of this, o dumbfounded was he by Mr. Baynes's
gppearance. But around thistime, he was able to formulate an explanation that fit the observed
phenomena, viz.: Mr. Baynes had wooden teeth that had been carved to fit alarger mouth. They were
forever trying to burst free of the confines of his head, which gave him asomewhat alarming, horsdlike
gppearance when it was happening. For him, speech was a continua struggle to expe wordswhilst
keeping agrip on hisdentition. Therefore he spokein adow, ddiberate, and literdly biting cadence,
terminating each phrase with an incredible feet of flgpping his prehensile lips around his runaway
choppers and hauling them back into captivity.

The sheer effort expended—so say nothing of the risk incurred—in casting this rebuke at Saturn, gave it
telling weight. Peter Hoxton recoiled, fell back in his chair, and raised ahand to run it back through his
hair.

Having thus cleared the floor, Mr. Baynes continued, “ Supposing acull did have the resources’ (avery
difficult word for himto....pronounce. . .requiring alip-wrap fore and &ft) “to engage in a Transaction of
the magnitude contemplated by Dr. Gatemouth—would he comehere to meet with astranger ?1 think
not! He would delegate the matter to an underling, who would in turn choose atrusted intermediary, to
maketheinitia contact.”

Saturn grinned, which only made his unshaven face seem darker, and shook his head. “Weall know
thereisonly one coiner in the realm who can act on thisscale. Thereisno need to flinch, I'll not utter his
name doud inthisplace. You' d have usbdieve, | takeit, that you are speaking on behdf of some
lieutenant of his?”



“A great big one-armed cove, aforeigner,” Mr. Baynes alowed.

And now, abit of aMoment. To this point, Mr. Baynes had been putting on a passable show. But it was
bad form to have volunteered such information, and he knew it.

“You seg, | do not bate at divulging suchdata, suchismy confidencethat hewill ded only through me.”

Doc and Saturn nodded sagely, but the damage had been done, and Mr. Baynes knew, though he might
not admit, it.

The syphilitic gager on the floor, who had appeared dead for awhile, had been stirring ever snce Mr.
Baynes had made his entrance. Daniel supposed thiswas an effect of the way they’ d rearranged the
chairs, for Daniel had moved to a new spot between the wretch and his precious coa-fire, and was
blocking what little warmth spread out of it. The gager now made noises that indicated he was Sitting up.
Danid did not turn around to look—he did not have to, as Saturn was watching al with green disgust.
Something told Danidl to rise and get out of the way.

He and most other Fellows of the Roya Society recognized syphilis and leprosy as distinct diseases,
spread in different ways. But most other persons had conflated the two diseasesin their minds, and so
recoiled from syphiliticsin much the same way asthey would from lepers. This explained everything
about how Saturn was reacting now. Danidl, F.R.S. though he was, reverted to superdtition in the clutch,
and alowed the gager the widest possible berth as he haf-crawled and haf-staggered toward the hearth.
Some of hislimbs dragged sensdless on the floor, while others moved in spasms, asif hewere being
stung by invisble hornets. Trailing his nest of filthy blankets behind him, he douched on the hearth,
completely eclipsing thelight of the fire, and hunched even closer to it, rubbing his pardyzed hand with his
twitchy one. Hisgray hair would be dangling and burning in the coals now if he, or someone, hadn’t
wrapped it al up in asort of bandage-turban atop his head.

“The questions that this foreign gentleman will ask of me, may be easly anticipated,” observed Mr.
Baynes.

“Indeed,” Saturn returned. “ The Ridgeisfrom America”

“As Dr. Gatemouth is known to have recently come over from Boston, no one phant’ sied it came from
Guinea, ” Mr. Baynes said, with elaborate meanness. “ The foreign gentleman will be curious: haverich
new gold mines been discovered on the banks of the River Charles? Becauseif so—"

“If the foreign gentleman truly does represent the coiner you and | are thinking of, why, hemust be a
busy man, and disinclined to hear long tedious Narrations of pirate-exploits on the Spanish Main, &t
cetera, ” Saturn said. “Doesit not suffice for him to know that it isin fact Ridge? For the entire point of
Ridgeisthat it may be confused with other Ridge, and it matters not where ' twas dug out of the ground.”

“Theforeign gentleman thinksitdoes matter, and further, is everdert for inconsstenciesin Narrations.
Indeed, in hisworld, where commerceis, of necessity, informa andad hoc in the extreme, totell a
coherent Story isthe sole way of establishing one' s crediit.”

“Mr. Baynesis correct asfar asthat goes,” Saturn told Danidl in an aside. “Men of thissort areliterary
critics of surpassing shrewdness.”

“No convincing Tae means no Credit, and no Transaction. | am here, not to quoin your Ridge, but to



assay your Story; and if |1 do not bring him aripping pirate-yarn to-night, why, you arefinished.”

An odd snuffing noise issued from the hearth, asif ahandful of dust had been tossed on the coals. Danid
glanced over to see that the gager was rubbing feverishly at his eyes and his mouth. Perhaps the smoke
had irritated his mucous membranes, and had made him sneeze and paw a the encrusted soresthat so
disfigured hisface. Daniel then noticed that the fire was blazing up, but producing agood deal more
smoke than light. The smoke was drawing swiftly up the chimney, which wasfortunate, because it had an
evil, thick, reddish look.

He turned his attention away from the strange actions of the gager, and back to matters at hand: Mr.
Baynes, who was gtill prating about the foreign gentleman, and an empty chair.

The empty chair demanded a second glance, and then athird.

Mr. Baynes himself was only just becoming aware that Saturn was gone. Both of them now turned to
survey the parlour, supposing that their companion might have stood up to stretch, or to rid himself of his

empty mug.

Twilight had come over Sdlisbury Square, but enough of it sifted in through the windows to show that
Peter Hoxton was no longer in the room.

Mogt of that light was now blocked. The women who had been perched before the lace curtain were
scattering away from it. One seized afistful of skirt and hauled it clear of her ankles, and used the other
hand asaflal to clear impediments out of her course: astraight line to the nearest exit. Shelooked asif
shewere of amind to scream, but had more important thingsto do just now, and so al that came from
her mouth was a sort of hooting noise.

For aningtant it was dmaost completely dark in the room, and then Daniel felt in his soul theimpact of
something huge upon the window. Stakes of broken wood strode end-over-end across the floor,
bounding through a skittering wash of sharded glass.

He stood up. A lot of people seemed to be headed hisway, as half the space in the room had been
claimed by ablack bulk thrust in through the obliterated window. Daniel stepped back toward the
chimney-corner, knowing that, in ahuman stampede, he' d be the first to end up with boot-prints on his
face; but suddenly there was afizzing noise nearby, and the room was plastered with hellish light. The
faces of the onrushing guests burst out of the gloom, a choir of white ovals, mouths opened, not to sing,
but to scream; then they all raised hands or arms to protect their eyes. They parted to the sides of the
room, faltered as they bashed into one another and stumbled over furniture, and finally came to a stand.

The center was now clear, except for atreacherous rubble of upended chairs, and Daniel had a clear
view of thething that had comein. It was alarge and heavy-built wagon, like the ones used to transport
bullion, but reinforced for ramming, and painted ablack so profound that, even in the dissolving radiance
that now filled the room, it was nothing more than a brooding blur. One part of it stood out brightly.
Fixed to the prow of thisterrestrial Ram was abadge of silver metd: aflat plate of polished sted cut into
the flashing silhouette of agreyhound infull chase.

Doorsflew open on both sides of the wagon, and good boots began to hit the floor; Danidl could see
little, but he could hear the jingling of spurs, and the ring of stedl blades being whisked from scabbards:
Evidence that Angus s new guests were Persons of Quality.

Danid hdf-turned toward the source of the light, shielding his eyesfrom it with one hand, and looked at



Mr. Baynes, who had lost histeeth, and seemed very old and helpless. Of al the strange things that had
obtruded on Mr. Baynes s sensesin the last ten heartbesats, the one that owned his attention was the
emblem of the slver greyhound. Following Mr. Baynes s gaze, Daniel began to seeit in more than one
place: the men piling out of the wagon, and herding Angus s clientsinto the corners at sword-point, dl
wore Smilar badges on their breadts.

The unoccupied wagon was now withdrawn from the window and dragged off to one sde. Suddenly the
parlour had become an annex of Salisbury Square. A large cloaked man was cantering toward them on a
black stdlion, with saber drawn.

Herode right into the center of the room, reined in his charger, and stood up in his stirrups, revedling a
slver greyhound pinned to his coat. “High Treason!” he proclaimed, in avoice loud enough to pdt off the
opposite side of the square. “1 say, on your knees, dl of you!”

It wastrue of beasts and humans dike that when they were terrified—literaly scared out of their wits,
beyond the pale of reason—they either froze, or ran away. To this point Mr. Baynes had been frozen.
Now hisingtinctstold him to flee. He jumped up and turned away from dl those slver greyhounds that
seemed to be chasing him. In so doing, he turned full into the light. But the light was now coming over him
like aburning cloud, seeming to exert a papable force that pressed him down onto his knees, and then to
al fours

Danid’ s eyes had finaly adjusted to the brightness, or perhaps the light was dowly burning out. He
could see now that the old gager was gone, his blankets collapsed on the hearth like a snake' s shed skin.

From them had emerged what ninety-nine percent of Christendom would identify asan angd, with
flowing white hair and asword of fire. Even Danid wastempted to think so; but on amoment’ sreflection
he decided it was Sir 1saac Newton, brandishing arod of burning phosphorus.

DURING THE HOURthat followed the descent of the Queen’s Messengers on Angus' s boozing-ken,
many vivid and novel scenes presented themsalvesto Danid’ s organs of sense. But the next time he had
amoment to sit and think—which occurred on the head of adoop anchored in theriver off Black Friars,
as hewastaking a splendid crap into the Thames—these were the sdlient facts:

I saac had tossed a handful of some chymical powder on thefire, causing thick smoke to spew out the
chimney; this had been the signa for the Queen’ s Messengers to mount their assault on Angus's
boozing-ken.

Peter Hoxton and Angus had dived through asort of bolt-hole that led from the kitchen into the cellar of
aneighboring house, gone out the back door into alittle poultry-yard, vaulted awall, streaked through a
whorehouse, dodged into another boozing-ken, and taken another bolt-holeinto an dley cadled The
Wilderness (this the Queen’ s Messengers learned by following their trail and interrogating bystanders).

At its eastern end, The Wilderness dead-ended in the burying-ground behind Bridewell. There, Angus
and Saturn had parted ways among unmarked whores graves, and got away clean.

The sores on Isaac’ s mouth and eyes were fakes, made from the congedled latex, or sap, of aBrazilian
tree.

The Captain of the Queen’ s Messengers—the big man who had ridden into the ken on horseback—was



none other than Mr. Charles White, he of the bear-baiting and ear-biting.

After most of Angus s clients had been duly scared out of their wits and sent running, the Queen's
Messengers, with Daniel, Isaac, and Mr. Baynesin tow, had barrelled down the length of The
Wilderness with no less speed than Saturn and Angus. Before them, Bridewd | rose up aboveits
crowded burying-ground. It was a surplus Royal palace, turned over to the poor along time ago, half
burned down in the Fire, and hdf rebuilt. Daniel had never really taken agood look at it before, aswhy
would anyone want to? But thiswas probably the right way to seeit: catching the last glimmer of blue
twilight, and protected from the denizens of St. Bride' s Parish by its muddy necropolis. Asthey gathered
speed down The Wilderness, Danid phant’ Sied that they were about to make afrontal assault on
Bridewell Palace, galloping across the pocked lumpy glacis of the burying ground to ram down the doors
and round up the whores. But at the last moment they veered right on Dorset and charged straight into
the timber yard that spread along the riverbank there.

Two lighters had been tucked up against the timber-wharf, screened, by stacks of logs, from the view of
any underworld sentries who might have been peering down from high windows of Bridewell. They hed
been wdl-manned with carsmen, and ready to cast off and pull away.

A brief twilight row had taken the Messengers (half adozenin dl), Daniel, Sir Isaac, and their prisoner
to thisdoop,Atdanta . For tonight’ s purposes, she was al bare spars, andincognito; but the coat of arms
on one of her furled flags was that of Charles White. Atalanta was his ownjacht . No doubt, when the
Queen was made aware, she would be most grateful.

Charles White had spent the brief row sitting knee-to-knee with Mr. Baynes, absent-mindedly fondling
the collection of dried human ears strung on hiswatch-chain, and wondering doud how long it would
take them to sail downriver to the Tower of London, where dl of the redly firg-rate implements of
torture were to be found. He had held a speculative colloquy with hisfellow Messengers, wondering
whether it would suffice merdly to kedl-haul Mr. Baynes en route; whether the effectiveness of said
ked-hauling might be enhanced by doing it at the place (ahundred yards away) where Fleet Ditch
emptied into the Thames, whether, in other words, Mr. Baynes s ability to talk would beimpaired or
enhanced by being made to inhale sewage; or whether they’ d have to ked-haul himand then usethe
fecilitiesin the Tower. The problem being that traitors, who were destined to be publicly half-hanged,
cadtrated, drawn, and quarteredanyway , frequently saw no incentive to talk.

One of White' s lieutenants—a younger gentleman, probably picked for the role because he was
sweet-faced and blond—then raised the following objection: namely, that Mr. Baynes might not be
destined for the man-rated butcher-block a Tyburna dl , asit was not really demonstrated, yet, that he
was, in fact, atraitor. He was roundly hooted down. But aminute later he raised the same objection
again, and findly was given leave to explain himsdlf.

A wily barrigter, he said, might argue that Mr. Bayneswasin truth aloya subject of Her Mgesty.
Stay, stay, "twas not so preposterous! For clearlyDr. Waterhouse was aloyd subject, merely pretending
to ded with coinersasatrick to gather intelligence. Could Mr. Baynes s barrister not advance the same

dam?

No, it was ludicrous on its face, retorted Charles White—much to the dismay of Mr. Baynes, who had
begun to show Htirrings of hope.

For (White went on) Mr. Baynes had naot, in fact, proffered any such intelligence, indeed probably did
not have any. So drawing and quartering was certainly to be the fate of him, and the only question was:.



how hideous would histortures have to be, between now and then, to make him do as he ought?

Danid had the misfortune, during dl of this, to be seated in the prow of the lighter, facing aft. Thisgave
him aclear view of Charles White' s broad back, and Mr. Baynes s hairless and toothless head, which
frequently strained up or Sdeways to scan the boat for asympathetic face.

To Danid it might be perfectly evident that it was a childish masque, scripted to play on Mr. Baynes's
terrors, and to break him without thumbscrews. But Mr. Baynes—an audience of one—was captivated
by the show. His disbelief had not merely been suspended; it had been fired out of acannon into astone
wall. There waslittle question his resistance was broken. The only open question was: were hiswits
ruined, too, to the point where he' d be usel ess?

Would Danid, put in the same predicament, have been able to see through the ruse so easily? He
doubted it.

Though perhaps hewas in the same predicament, and the show was being staged forhim as much asfor
Mr. Baynes.

The shit that he took off Atdlanta’ s head was a masterpiece, exactly two well-formed packages plunging
into theriver like sounding-leads, and vanishing without a splash—evidence that his gut would keep
functioning well after other parts of him had given way to age. Hewasinclined to St there for afew
minutes with his buttocks cupped in the luxurioudly polished wooden annulus of the shite-hole, and to
savor thistriumph, just asthelate Samue Pepys had taught him to do in the case of urination. But the
noises coming from belowdecks told him that he had responsibilities down there, not only to his Queen,
but to Mr. Baynes.

For hisfears concerning the latter had been redlized. The Queen’s Messengers might be very skilled at
hounding traitors, but as athestrical troupe they were rank amateurs, utterly lacking in the dl-important

Sense of Audience. They had et the show go on too long, and reduced Mr. Baynesto a blubbering
imbecile
Danid pulled his breeches back on, went aft, and, at the top of the narrow staircase that led

bel owdecks, nearly collided with aman coming up for some fresh air. The only thing that prevented it
was the other chap’ swhite hair, which shonein thelight of the haf-moon, and gave Danie amoment’s

waning.

He backed up and alowed |saac to join him on deck.

“Mr. Hoxton has shown his colours, | should say,” |saac remarked.
“Wha—by running off?’

“Indeed.”

“If he had stayed to be kedl-hauled, thumbscrewed, drawn, and quartered, we’d know himto be a
trustworthy chap, isthat it?’

Issac was mildly affronted. “No such fate would have befalen him, had he shown awillingnessto serve
the Queen.”

“The only way in which Peter Hoxtoncan be of service to the Queen—or toyou —isto bring me



intelligence from the flash world. If he hadnot run away, he would have thereby declared himsdlf an
enemy of dl thingsflash, and become perfectly usdess. By escaping, aong with Angus, he has enhanced
his reputation beyond measure!”

“Itisof no account. Your roleis now played out. And well played. | thank you.”
“Why did you send the smoke-signa? Why not wait to see what €lse Baynes would divulge?’

“He had aready over-stepped, and divulged too much,” Isaac retorted, “and he knew it. He grew
reticent, and, to try you, asked you for your story. | knew you had none, or at least, nonefit to withstand
the scrutiny of this one-armed foreigner, or even of Mr. Baynes. My decison was. Let us advance!”

“What isit you need from Mr. Baynes now, in order to advance?’

ATDANIEL’ SINSISTENCE,Charles White and his merry men left Mr. Baynes aonefor afew
minutes in acabin, though they made sureto put himinironsfirgt, so that he' d not devise someway to
evade justice by committing suicide.

Danid lurked outside the cabin door until Mr. Baynes stopped sobbing and whimpering, then counted
dowly to ahundred (for he himself needed to cam down a bit), then opened the hatch and went through,
carrying alit candle.

Mr. Bayneswas on a bench with his hands fettered behind his back. Before him was aplank table. He
had dumped forward so hishead lay onit. Danid was certain he had expired from astroke, until he
perceived the prisoner’ s pinioned arms dowly rising and falling, as hislungsfilled and emptied like the
bellows of an Irish bagpipe.

Danid wished he could fall adeep, too. For afew minutes he sat there nodding drowslly in the light of
the candle-flame. But he could hear booted and spurred feet pacing round the deck overhead, and he
knew perfectly well that he was not anchored in some placid cove, but only afew yards off Black Friars,
London.

“Wakeup.”

“Eh—7?" Baynes pulled againgt hisirons, then regretted it and sat up, his spine creaking and popping like
an old mast taking agust. His mouth was adry hole, pushed in like awound. He refused to meet Danid’s
eye

“Will you talk to me?’ Daniel asked.

Mr. Baynes considered it, but said nothing. Daniel roseto hisfeet. Mr. Baynes watched him sidelong.
Danid reached into his pocket. Baynestensed, getting ready to suffer. Daniel drew hisfist out, flipped it
over, and opened it to display, on the palm of hishand, Mr. Baynes s set of fase teeth.

Baynes seyes got wide and he lunged like acobra, yawvning. Daniel fed the teeth to him and he sucked
and gummed them in. Daniel stepped back, wiping his hand on his breeches, and Mr. Baynes sat up
sraight, having seemingly swapped anew and better skull for the faulty one he' d woken up with.

“Y ou are agentleman, gr, agentleman. | marked you as such the moment | saw you—"



“Intruth I am no gentleman, though | can be agentle man. Mr. Charles Whiteis a gentleman. He has
aready explained what he meansto do to you. He meanswhat he says, why, I’ m surprised you still have
both of your ears. Save thine ears, and the rest of thysdlf, by telling me where and when you are
supposed to meet the one-armed foreigner.”

“Y ou know that | shdl bekilled, of course.”
“Not if you serve your Queen asyou ought.”
“Oh, but then | shdl be killed by Jack the Coiner.”

“And if not by Jack, then by old age,” Danid returned, “unless apoplexy or typhustake you firgt. If |
knew of away to avoid dying, I’d share it with you, and the whole world.”

“Sir Isaac knows of away, or 0 ’tisrumored.”

“Spouting Alchemica rubbishisnot away to get in my good graces. Tl ling me the wheregbouts of the
one-armed foreigner is.”

“Y our point iswell taken, concerning mortdity. In truth, *tisnot fear of mineown fate that stopped my
tongue”

“Whose then?’

“My daughter’s.”

“And whereisyour daughter?’

“Bridewdl.”

“Y ou fear that some revenge will be taken on her if you assst the Queen’ s Messengers?’
“1 do. For sheisknown to the Black-guard.”

“Surely Charles White has the power to get one girl sprung from Old Nass,” Daniel reflected. Then he
stopped short, astounded to hear himsalf speaking likeacrimind.

“Aye. Straight from there, to his bedchamber, to be hiswhore until he has worn her out, at which point
he' 1l no doubt give her adecent interment in Fleet Ditch!” Mr. Baynes was as upset toimegine this horror,
as hewould have been towitness it, and had gone al twitchy now; hiswooden teeth were chattering
together, and clear snot was streaming out of one nostril.

“And you phant’ sy | am a decent sort?’

“| said it before, gr, you are agentle man.”

“If I giveyou my word that I'll go to the Spinning-Ken and look after your daughter—"

“Not so loud, | pray you! For | do not want Mr. White to so much as know that she exists!”



“I am no lesswary of him than are you, Mr. Baynes.”

“Then—you give your word, Dr. Gatemouth?”

“l do.”

“Her nameis Hannah Spates, and she pounds hemp in Mr. Wilson's shop, for she sastrong girl.”
“Done.”

“Prithee, send in the Queen’s Messengers.”

DANIEL’SREWARD FOR THISmakeshift act of grace was a free moon-light river-cruise to the
Tower of London. Thiswas strangdly idyllic. The best part of it wasthat Charles White and his platoon
of feral gentlemen were not present; for after a short conversation with Mr. Baynes, they had flocked on
the deck like amurder of crows, clambered back into the row-boats, and set off for Black Friars Stairs.

Even the passage of London Bridge, which, on asmdler boat, was always a Near Deeth
Experience—the sort of event gentlemen would go home and write down, in the expectation that people
would want to read about it—was uneventful. They fired a swivel-gun to wake up the
drawbridge-keeper in Nonsuch House, and raised asilver-greyhound banner. He stopped traffic on
London Bridge, and raised the span for them, and the doop’ s master suffered the current to flush them
through into the Poal.

Half an hour later they clambered by torch-light into the dank kerf of a Tower Wharf staircase. As
Danid ascended the stair, and his head rose through the plane of the Wharf, the whole Tower complex
unfolded before and above him like avast black book, writ on pages of jet in fire and smoke.

Almogt directly ahead on the wharf stood ajumble of small buildings fenced about with apaisade. The
wicket had been opened by one of the Wharf Guard standing the night watch. Daniel moved throughiitin
acrowd, and entered one of the small buildings, troubled by the sense that he was invading someone's
dwdlling. Indeed he was, as this Wharf-apartment seemed to be homefor (at least) a porter, asutler, a
tavern-keeper, and diverse members of their families. But afew steps on, hefelt timbers under hisfeet
and sensed that they’ d passed through into a different space: they were outdoors again, crossing over a
wooden causaway that spanned astraight lead of quiet water. It must be the Tower moat, and this must
be a drawbridge.

The planking led to asmall opening in the sheer face of the Tower’ souter wall. On theright hand, a
wedge-shaped bastion was thrust out from the same wall, but it offered no doorways. only embrasures
and murder-holes from which defenders could shower fatal attentions upon people trying to get across
this bridge. But tonight the drawbridge was down, the portculliswas up, no projectiles were spitting out
of the orifices of the Tower. The group dowed down to file through a sort of postern gate into the base
of Byward Tower.

To their left was alarger gate leading to the causeway that served as the Tower’ smain land entrance,
but it had been closed and locked for the night. And indeed, as soon asthe last of their group had made
it across the drawbridge, the postern gate was closed behind them, and locked by a middie-aged bloke
in anight-cap and dippers. Danid had enough Tower lore stored up in hisbrain to suspect that this
would be the Gentleman Porter, and that he must livein one of the flats that abounded in this corner of



the complex. So they werelocked in for the night.

With the gates closed, the ground floor of Byward Tower was atomb. Isaac and Danid ingtinctively
moved out from under it and into the open cross where Mint Street came together with Water Lane.
There they tarried for aminute to watch Mr. Baynes being frog-marched off to adungeon somewhere.

Anyone who entered the Tower of London as they just had, expecting to pass through a portal and find
himsalf in an open bailey, would be disgppointed. Byward Tower, through which they’ d just passed, was
the corner-stone of theouter defenses. Al it afforded was entry to anarrow belt of land surrounding the
inner defenses, which were much higher and more ancient.

But even an expert on medieva fortifications would be perplexed by what Danidl and | saac could see
from here, which in no way resembled a defensve system. They appeared, rather, to be standing in the
intersection of two crowded streetsin pre-Fire London. Somewhere behind the half-timbered fronts of
the houses and taverns that lined those streets lay defensive works of stone and mortar that would make
the Inner Ward impregnable to a pre-gunpowder army. But in order to see those medieval bastions,
embrasures, et cetera, one would have to raze and scrape off everything that had been built atop and in
front of them, aproject akin to sacking asmal English town.

Byward Tower was a Gordian knot in and of itself, in that it connected the complex’ stwo most
important gates to its most congested corner. But that was only its ground floor. The building consisted of
two circular towers bridged together, and was afavorite place to keep important prisoners. It now stood
to one side of Danid and Isaac. To their other Sde was the enormous, out-thrust bulk of Bell Tower, the
southwestern bastion of the inner wall. But Danidl only knew this because hewasascholar who'd
looked at old pictures of the place. Much more obvious were the ground-level structures built facing the
street: acouple of tavernsright at the base of Bell Tower, more sutlers' shacks, and small houses and
gpartments heaped and jumbled against and on top of every ledge of stone that afforded purchase.

Anyone coming into such acrowded place would ingtinctively scan for away out. The first one that met
the eye, as one came in through Byward Gate, was Water Lane—the strip of pavement between inner
and outer defenses, dlong theriver side. Thisview was half-blocked by Bell Tower and its latter-day
excrescences, but none the less seemed like the obvious path to choose, for Water Lane was broad.
And because it was open to the public during the daytime, it was generdly free of clutter.

The other choice wasto make ahard |eft, turning one’ s back on the river, and wander off into what
looked like amedieva dum, thrown up againgt the exterior of a Crusader castle by alot of bustling
rabble who were not dlowed to comein and mingle with the knights and squires. The spine of it wasa
sngle narrow lane. On theleft Sde of that lane ran a series of old casemates, which in soldier-parlance
meant fortified galeries, specificaly meant to be overrun by invaders, so that defenders, purposely
stranded inside of them, could shoot through the windows into the attackers backs and turn the ditch
into akilling-ground. In new forts, the casemates were burrowed into the ramparts, and protected by
earth. In obsolete oneslike this, they were built against the inner faces of curtain-walls. The oneson the
left Sde of Mint Street were of that sort. They rose nearly to the height of the outer wall, obscuring it, and
making it easy to forget that dl of thiswas builtintramuros . Gunpowder had long since made them
militarily useless, and they had been remodeled into workshops and barracks for the Mint.

Ontheright side, packed in tight asthey could be, but never rising above a certain level—like mussels
aong thetide-line—another line of buildings clung to the higher walls of the inner defenses.

From the corner there at Byward, it all looked like the wreckage of aburnt city that had been raked into
astone duice where it wanted agood rainstorm to quench the flames, beat down the smoke, and wash it



away. The rhythmic crashing noises echoing down the length of this dung-choked ghetto provided the
only cluethat something of an organized nature was going onin there; but this hardly made Mint Street
seem more inviting, even when one knew (as Danid did) that the incessant bashing was the sound of
coins being minted by trip-hammers.

In afunny way, he thought, this burning gutter was asort of counterpart to Fleet Ditch.

Sincethe Fleet wasfull of earth and water, and Mint Street full of fire and air, thiswas not an insght that
ever would have cometo Daniel’smind, if not for the fact that, just afew scant minutes before, he had
been staring up the one, and now here he was, staring up the other.

On further reflection, he decided that the two had nothing in common, save that both ran in the same
direction to the Thames, and both were cluttered and stagnant and had alot of shit in them.

He had known Isaac for fifty years, and so he knew, with perfect certainty, that | saac would turn away
from the clear, cool, pleasant progpect of Water Lane, and march into the metallic seething of Mint
Street. Thishe now did, and Danid was content to follow in hiswake. He d never penetrated more than
afew yardsinto the Mint; the farthest he’ d ever gotten was the office that was just insde the entrance, on
the left Sde of the Lane, and up some stairs. Of course Isaac swept past it and kept on going.

The Tower of London was essentialy square, though, to be pedantic, an elbow in its northern side made
it into a pentagon. The girip between inner and outer wallsran thefull circuit. The southern sde, dong the
river, was accounted for by Water Lane; but everything else was Mint Street, which wasto say that the
Mint embraced the Tower of London on three sides (technicaly four, taking the northern elbow into
account).

Strange asit might seem, in atown with but asingle street, it was easy to get lost. The view down the
street was obstructed by ten different bastions thrust out from the inner wall, and so one could never see
very far. Danid was of course aware that he was in a horseshoe-shaped continuum, but once he lost
count of thetowers, thisdid him little practica good. By walking faithfully in one direction or the other, he
would eventually come to an extremity of the horseshoe, and exit onto one end or the other of Water
Lane. But the length of the Mint was aquarter of amile, which for aLondoner might aswell have been
the distance between Odo and Rome. Such an interva sufficed to distinguish between the Fleet Ditch
and the Roya Society, or the Houses of Parliament at Westminster and the knackers' yards of
Southwark. So by the time he' d followed I saac past a couple of those bastions, and gone round aturn or
two, Danid fdt asif he' d ventured deep into a city as outlandish as Algiers or Nagasaki.

Two hundred feet in, the way was bottlenecked by the handsome semicircular curve of Beauchamp
Tower. Directly across from it, crammed against the outer wall, were the long casemates where silver
and gold were melted down in great furnaces. Continuing north, they immediately passed more
casemates containing the coin-bashers. Then they rounded their first corner, another bottleneck between
the bastion of Devereux Tower and alow bulky fort in the vertex of the outer wall, called Legge' s
Mount. Both were made very strong, and both were still manned by the Black Torrent Guard, to
withstand bombardment from that agernal Menace, London, which pressed in close on the Tower here.

Isaac dowed, and looked at Danid asif he wanted to say something.

Danid glanced curioudy down the segment of Mint Street that had just come into view. Hewas
strangely let down to seethat it was quiet and amost peaceful. He' d been hoping that the Mint would
only become more Hellish the deeper he went into it, like the Inferno according to Dante, and that in its
deepest penetraliawould be aforge of surpassing hotness where Isaac turned lead into gold. But from



this corner "twas plain that the climax had come aready—that al the big, hot, and loud bits were close to
the entrance (which made senselogigticaly, he had to admit) and that this northern limb was what passed
for asedate resdentia neighborhood. It was about as hellish as Bloomsbury Square. Which only went to
show that Englishmen could live anywhere. Condemn an Englishman to hell, and he' d plant abed of
petunias and roll out anice bowling-green on the brimstone.

I saac now said something the precise wording of which scarcely mattered. The import was that Daniel
was an impediment to his arcane nocturnd researches, and would he please go away. Daniel answered
with some pleasantry and Isaac hurried away, leaving Daniel doneto rove up and down aquarter-mile of
Mint.

He gave it aonce-over, just to stop feding lost. The northern limb sported a couple of houses at firt,
obvioudy for high Mint officids. Then it was workmen’ s barracks on the left Sde, and, on theright,
milling machines of some sort, perhaps the ones that stamped inscriptions on the edges of coinsto fail

clippers.

As he gpproached the northern elbow he found himself among soldiers, and thought he' d somehow
wandered astray; but after getting round the turn he began to see, again, Mint dwellings on the left and
milling shops on the right. So * twould seem the conversion of military casemates to monetary workhouses
wasawork gill in progress.

There was another sharp right turn, pinched between the bastion where they kept the Crown Jewels and
another defensive mount, like Legge's, in the outer wall. This brought him round to the eastern limb of the
Mint, which ran straight south to Water Lane. A few strangely pleasant houses with gardens soon gave
way to more of asmoky, glowing, banging character: probably the Irish Mint, which gppeared to run al
theway to theend.

By al rights he ought to’ ve been tired. But the noise and vigor of the Mint infected hisblood, and he
ended up walking the entire length of it severa times before he began to fed the effects of hislong day.

The chape bell tolled midnight from the Inner Ward as Danidl was rounding the northwest corner, near
Legge' sMount, for the third time. Danidl took it asasignal to duck into alittle court aong the outer wall,
agap between casemates, which had been beckoning to him. It appeared to belong to one of the Mint
officias, who kept awee casemate-house just next to it, as cozy as a dwelling made from alagt-ditch
fortress defense could ever be. At any rate, the court had abench init. Daniel sat down on that bench
and fdll adeep suddenly.

Hiswatch claimed it was two o’ clock in the morning when he, and dl the workers who dwelt along Mint
Street, were awakened by a sort of Roman Triumph making itsway up from Byward Tower. Or at least
it sounded asloud and proud as that. But when Daniel findly got up from his bench, dry and stiff asa
cadaver, and tottered out to look, he thought it bore the aspect of afuneral-procession.

Charles White was riding atop the black wagon, which was surrounded by cloaked
out-riders—mounted Messengers—and followed by atroop of soldiers on foot: two platoons of the
Queen’s Own Black Torrent Guards, who garrisoned the Tower, and who (or so Daniel gathered) were
in the unenviable position of being at the beck and call of Charles White, whenever he wanted
reinforcements. The black wagon itsalf was now padlockedfrom the outside .

A drange parade it was. Y et much better suited to this horseshoe-town than any of your sunlit, gay,
flower-strewing, music-playing parades. Daniel could not help but fall in step with it asthe wagon came
abreast of him.



“So!” Daniel exclamed,  "twould appear that the information provided by our guest was correct.”

He could fed White sglare on hisface like sunburn. “All I'll alow isthat our hen squawked, and laid an
egg, whose savour is not yet proved. More eggs had better follow, and they had best be full of excellent
mest, or elsethat hen shall furnish Jack Ketch with adish of wingsand drumsticks.”

White' s hen/egg gambit drew light applause. “How’ |l you try this egg we have just gathered, Sir?” asked
one of thefoot-soldiers.

“Why, crack itsshell first,” hereturned, “and then "tisachoice, whether to fry it on the griddle, bail it 'til
hard, scrambleit—or eat it raw!”

Another round of laughter for thiswitticism. Danid regretted having exposed himself in Mint Street. But
they were now making the turn at the elbow, bringing new buildings and bagtionsin view, and White had
logt interest.

“We have him!” White proclaimed, seemingly talking to the moon. But following White s gaze, Danid
was able to make out Isaac’ s sllhouette against anarrow archway on the right side, backlit by severa
torches, or wasthat the false dawn of furnace-light?

They’ d worked their way round to the best didtrict of the whole Mint: the northeast, where the Master
and Warden had their private houses and courts on the left. But |saac was on the right. The arch in which
he stood was some kind of sally-port of the Inner Keep.

“Hefought like Hercules,” White continued, “ despite being one-armed. And we could not clap himin
manaclesfor the samereason!” Everyone laughed. “ This holds him very well, though!” He rapped on the
roof of the wagon.

The procession drew to a halt there, under the embrasures of the bastion called Brick Tower. Daniel
now perceived that Brick Tower had been conceived as a mustering-place where the very bravest,
drunkest, or stupidest knightsin the Tower of London would gather in preparation for asaly. When they
were ready, they would charge down astone stair that ran aong the front of the inner wall, make a sharp
left, and continue down a second flight, erupting from the door where | saac was standing, into the ditch,
where God knows what would transpire between them and any foe-men who' d penetrated thet far, and
survived the fire from the casemates.

All of which was of primarily higtorica interest tonight. Save that thissdly-stair held, in the crook of its
arm asit were, alarge storehouse, and next to it a stable, belonging to the Mint. These buildings
obscured the lower half of Brick Tower, and for al Daniel knew, might be connected with it through
passageways—squinting at old sooty out-buildingsin the dark at two in the morning left plenty of lee-way
for theimagination.

At any rate, the horses drawing the black wagon were obvioudy of the view that they were home, and
the night’ swork finished. It was into those dark buildings that the wagon was now conducted. The
Messengers remained within, the Guards emerged and dispersed to their barracks, some of which were

al of fifty pacesaway.

Thisleft Danid donein the street. Or so he phant’ sied, for afew moments, until he noticed ared cod
bobbing up and down in amoon-shadow across the way, and redized that someone was lurking there,
smoking apipe, and observing him.



“Did you participate, Sergeant Shaftoe?’

He was only making an educated guess. But the pipe-cod emerged from the shadows, and the form of
Bob coaesced in moon-light.

“| dodged that detail, | do confess, Guv.”
“Such errands are not to your liking?’

“Let some youngster take the glory. Opportunities for action are scarce of late, now that thewar isin
recess.”

“At the other end of town,” said Danid, “they do not say ’tisinrecess, butfinished .”

“What other end of town would that be, then?” demanded Bab, feigning elderly daftness. “Would you
be speaking of Westmingter?’ He said that in avery good accent. But then he reverted to mudlark
Cockney. “You can’'t mean the Kit-Cat Clubb.”

“Nay, € en at the Kit-Cat Clubb they say the same.”

“To Doctorsthey say it, | think. To soldiersthey say different things. The discourse of the Whigsis
cloven like adevil’ shoof.”

An ugly commotion now arose within the stable at the foot of Brick Tower, which, while Doctor
Waterhouse and Sergeant Shaftoe had been conversing, had been lit up with torches. The doors of the
wagon had been unlocked, and men were shouting in away Daniel hadn’t heard since he' d goneto the
bear-baiting in Rotherhithe. From where they were standing, it was not loud. But something in the tenor
of it madeit out of the question for Daniel and Bab to continue thelr talk. Suddenly it roseto such apitch
that Daniel shrank away, thinking that the prisoner might be about to escape atogether. Therewasa
tattoo of thumps, and a scream or two; then momentary silence, broken by aman calling out ina
language of bent vowels and outlandish syllables.

“1 have heard cursesin many tongues, but thisoneis new to me,” Bob remarked. “Where' sthe prisoner
from?’

“Heisfrom Muscovy,” Daniel decided, after listening for afew more moments, “and heis not cursing,
but praying.”

“If that is how Muscovites sound when they talk to God, I d hate to hear their blaspheming.”

After that, all movementsingde the stable were accompanied by the clanking of irons. “ They put acollar
on him,” Bob said learnedly. The sounds receded, then vanished al of asudden. “He sin the Tower
now,” Bob announced. “God have mercy on him.” He sighed, and gazed down the length of the street in
the direction of the full moon, which was swinging low over London. “I had better rest,” he said, “and so
had you—if you intend to come.”

“Comewhere?’ Danid asked.

“Wherever we are directed by the Russan.”



It took amoment for Daniel to work through dl that wasimplied by this. “Y ou think that they will torture
him—and he will breek—and lead usto—7?’

“Itisonly amatter of time, once Charles White has himin the Tower. Come, Il get you a proper billet,
away fromthe noise”

“What noise?’ Danid asked, because the Mint had been extraordinarily quiet these last few minutes. But
as hefollowed Bob Shaftoe back up the street, he began to hear, through one of the open embrasuresin
Brick Tower, the sound of a man screaming.

River Thames
THE NEXT MORNING(23APRIL 1714)
“IN THE END THEMUSCOVITEspoke willingly,” 1saac announced.

He and Daniel were on the poop deck of Charles White' s doopAtdanta . Twelve hours had passed
since the Muscovite had been brought into the Tower.

Daniel had spent one of those hours attempting to deep in the officers quarters of the Queen’sOwn
Black Torrent Guards. Then the whole Tower had been roused by acall to arms. Or so it had seemed,
from the perspective of one savagely irritable old man who desperately wanted to deep. In truth, only the
First Company of the Guards was rousted. To the other denizens of the Tower it wasthe most delicious
sort of nocturnal darm: one that gave occasion only to roll over and go back to deep.

After some few minutes of fuss and bother, which he scarcely remembered since he' d been adegp on his
feet, Daniel had been sent out of the Tower of London theway he'd comein, and ushered aboard
Atdanta . He had repaired to asmall cabin and seized thefirgt thing that looked like abunk. Sometime
later he had been awakened by sunlight, and peered out awindow to discover that they had moved all of
aquarter of amilefrom Tower Wharf. Situation Normal: some foul-up had brought the proceeding
(whatever it was) to a stand; they had Hurried Up only to Wait. He had pulled a blanket over hisface
and gone back to deep.

When he' d finally woken up, not long ago, and dragged himself, stiff and foul and squinty-eyed,
abovedecksto pissover therail, he' d been startled to find open country around them, and theriver's
width swollen to amile. He guessed they were nearing the end of Long Reach, between Erith and
Greenhithe, which would put them about hafway from London to the sea

To get to therail, he had to * beg your pardon” through many dragoons. The entire First
Company—more than a hundred men—had been crammed aboard. Even when half of them were
packed in belowdecks, this made the upperdeck so crowded that men could not sit down. Rather than
trying to wak upon the deck, the doop’s able seamen scampered like spiders through rigging overhead.
Fortunately, as was the practice on dl well-run ships, the aft or poop was reserved for officers; and
Fellows of the Roya Society were given honorary status as such. Once he' d dragged himself up the
gairsto the poop, Daniel found elbow room to spare, and plenty of space dong therall to get fresh air,
to urinate, and to spit out the cottony stuff that had grown in his mouth while he' d been degping. A
cabin-boy, perhaps darmed by the volume of fluid this aready-shriveled gager was discharging into the
Thames, even brought him aladle of water.

And a some point Sir 1saac gppeared at his elbow, making his day complete.



“He spokewillingly,” Danidl repeated, trying not to sound aghast.

“Indeed, for a choice waslaid before him: endure confinement and interrogation in the Tower to theend
of hisdays, or tell what he knew, and be returned to Russa. He chose Russa”

“Wel if you put itthat way,anyone who speaks under torture does so willingly,” Danid pointed out.
Normally he would have been dower to jab at Isaac, but he was in awretched state, and moreover, had
performed agrest boon for 1saac during the previous day.

| saec retorted, 1 saw the Muscovite returning to his cell on hisown two feet when it was over.
Whatever was done to him was | ess violent—though it may have been more excruciating—than the
beatings that are given to yon soldiers, every day, for trifling offenses. Mr. White knows ways of securing
the cooperation of prisonerswithout inflicting permanent injury.”

“He |l go back to Muscovy with both of his ears, then?’
“Hisears, hiseyes, hisbeard, and al the limbs he camein with.”

Danid had not yet turned to look Isaac in the face. Instead he was facing abaft, looking at apair of
flat-bottomed river boats that followed in their wake. These were laden mostly with horses, and al the
clutter that went with them, viz. saddles, tack, and grooms. No wonder they’ d been dow to get
underway.

While he' d been conversing with I saac, the doop had been negotiating azigzag in the river, and widening
itslead over the horse-barges, now they were swinging wide round alarge, marshy lobe in the south
bank, and coming in view of a place, a couple of miles downstream, where bright green downs and white
chak-hills crowded the right bank, and gave purchase for ariver-side settlement. There, he knew, would
be Gravesend. The seamen who were manning the d oop—scattered very thin over the crowd of
Guards—became more dert. The laconic, incomprehensible commands of the doop’ s captain came
more frequently. They were going to put in there. Indeed, they had few other choices, as oncethey got
below Gravesend there d be nothing but coze al the way to the North Sea; and what was the point of
barging alot of horses down theriver to drown’em?

“What do you imagine a Russian was doing here, in busnesswith Jack the Coiner?’ Daniel asked.
“Jack enjoysthe lavish support of some foreign potentate, most likely the King of France,” Isaac
answered. “ For make no mistake, the commerce of England isenvied by al the world. Those Kingswho
cannot raise their own realmsto our level, phant’ sy that they can bring us down to theirs, by polluting our
coinage. If the King of France may harbor such ambitions, why, so may the Tsar of dl the Russias.”

“Y ou think the Muscoviteisa Tsarish agent?’

“That isthe most creditable explanation.”

“You said he had abeard?’

“Indeed, along luxuriant one.”

“How many years growth, would you say?’

“Soaked and stretched, it would extend below his navd.”



“He sounds like a Raskolnik to me” Danid said.
“What'sa Raskolnik?’

“I haven't thefaintest idea. But they hate the Tsar. And one of the reasons they hate himisthat he has
decreed that they must shave off their long luxuriant beards.”

Thisslenced Isaac for awhile, by forcing him to carry out immense recaculations. Danid took unfair
advantage of it to add: “Not long ago anew warship being built for the Tsar in Rotherhithe was burned
by an Inferna Device, secreted in the recesses of the hull during the night-time. It used clock-work to
shatter aphia containing white phosphorus, which, when the air touched it, burst into flame. Or so | have
inferred from smdlling its smoke, and fting through the residue.”

| saac was too fascinated by the news to wonder how Daniel had come by it. “ That isthe same
mechanism as was used to set off the explosion in Crane Court!”

“Beenlooking into it, have you?’

“I did not ignore the warning you sent me.”

“The one-armed Muscovite isno foreign agent,” Danid prophesied, “but a sort of Phanatique who
absconded from Russiafor the same reason that my great-grandfather, John Waterhouse, fled to Geneva
during thereign of Bloody Mary. At loose endsin London, he somehow became a part of Jack’s
crimina net-work. | am quite certain he has not the dightest intention of going back to Russa”

“Y our hypothesisis belied by your own evidence,” |saac said. He had reverted to a high, magnificent
tone that he used for philosophical discourse. *Y ou have convinced me that the same organization that set
off the Crane Court explosion, burned the Tsar’ s ship in Rotherhithe. But amere band of criminas does
not pursueforeign policy!”

“It may be that the Swedes paid them to destroy the ship a-building,” Danid said, “whichiseaser than
snking it after it islaunched and armed. Or it may be that the Muscovite, being, as| gad, a sort of
Phanatique, did it by himsdlf, as Puritans used to strike whatever blows they might againgt the King.”

| saac reflected for amoment, then said, “To carry on discourse, of a speculative nature, about Jack’ s
organization and itsdesigns, isidle”

“Why isitidle?’

“Becausein afew hoursthey will bein our power, and then we may smply ask them.”

“Ah,” Daniel said, “I could not tell if we were going to arrest Jack the Coiner, or invade France.”
| saac briefly made a noise that sounded like laughing. “We are going to lay Segeto acasle.”
“You can't be serious”

“TisaJacobite stronghold,” 1saac said. Hewas being just abit facetious.

“So in asense weare going to invade France,” Daniel muttered.



“One might think of it asachip of France on the banks of the Thames,” Isaac said, showing ataste for
whimsy that was, to say the least, out of character. But (as shown by the laugh and the sarcasm) he'd
learned a conversational gambit or two during his decadesin London.

For example, prating about the genedlogy of noblefamilies: “Y ou remember the Angleseys, | am
certan.”

“How could | not?’ Danid answered.

Indeed, the very mention of the name forced him to come awake, asif he had had just been told that the
sails of Blackbeard had been sighted on the horizon. Helooked Isaac full in the face for thefirst time
snce the conversation had begun.

Asayoung man Daniel had known the Angleseys as a clan of dangerous crypto-Catholic court fops.
The patriarch, Thomas More Anglesey, Duke of Gunfleet, had been a contemporary, and amortal rival,
of John Comstock, who was the Earl of Epsom and the first great noble backer of the Roya Society.
Comstock had been the C, and Anglesey thefirst A, inthe CABAL, the group of five who had run the
Restoration government of CharleslI.

In those days Daniel had been too naive to comprehend just how close the connections were between
the Angleseys and theroya family. Later, he'd learned that the two sons of Thomas More Anglesey,
Louis (the Earl of Upnor) and Phillip (Count Sheerness), were both bastards of Charlesl, fathered on a
French Countess during the Interregnum, when Charles had been exiled in France. Thomas More
Anglesey had then been induced, somehow, to marry the embarrassed Countess and rai se the two boys.
He' d done awretched job of it—perhaps he’ d been distracted by ceaseless plot-making against John
Comstock.

The younger of the two “Anglesey” bastards, Louis, had been a great swordsman, and had used
Puritans as practice targets during hisyears a Trinity College, Cambridge. He d been there a the same
time as Danid, |saac, and various other fascinating human specimens, including Roger Comstock and the
late Duke of Monmouth. Later, Louis had become interested in Alchemy. Daniel even now blamed him
for seducing Isaac into the Esoteric Brotherhood. But there was no point in laying blame today—for the
Earl of Upnor had perished a quarter-century ago at the Battle of Aughrim, fending off ahundred
Puritans, Germans, Danes, &c. with hisrapier, until shot in the back.

By that time his supposed father, the Duke of Gunfleet, had long since died. The Duke' sfind years had
not been good ones. Having ruined the Silver Comstocks—driven John into rustic retirement, and the
rest of them al the way to Connecticut—and having taken over their housein St. James's, he had seen
his own fortunes destroyed, by bad investments, by hissons gambling debts (which must have hurt him
al the more, asthey weren't redlly his sons), and above al by the Popish Plot, which was a sort of
politico-religious rabies that had taken over London round 1678. He had packed the entire family off to
France and sold the London palace to Roger Comstock, who had promptly leveled it with the ground
and turned it into ared estate development. In France the Duke had died—Daniel had no idea when, but
it would have been along time ago—l eaving only Phillip, Count Sheerness: the older of the two bastards.

Count Sheerness.All of these names—Gunfleet, Upnor, and Sheerness—referred to places round the
mouth of the Thames, and had been handed out to the Angleseys by Charles |l in reward for services
performed at time of the Restoration. Daniel could only recollect afew of the details. Thomas More
Anglesey had been in awee nava scrap off Gunfleet Sands, and sunk a boat-load of die-hard Puritan
sailors, or something like that, and had proceeded to the Buoy of the Nore, where he'd rallied alot of



Roydig shipsaround him.

The Nore was a sandbar—redlly the extremity of avast region of shifting sands deposited round the
place where the Thames and the Medway joined together and emptied into the sea. A Buoy had dways
been anchored there, afew miles off Sheerness Fort, to warn incoming ships, and to force them to
choose between going to port—which would, God and tides willing, take them up the Medway, under
the guns of Sheerness Fort and then of Castle Upnor, and eventually to Rochester and Chatham—or to
gtarboard, which set them on the way up the Thamesto London. Anglesey’ s makeshift fleet had been
neither the first nor the last invasion force to use that buoy as aralying-point. The Dutch had doneit a
few yearslater. Infact, one of the peculiar duties assgned to the nava shipsin thispart of theriver was
to sail up to the Buoy and blow it out of the water whenever serious trouble loomed, so that foreign
invaders could not find it.

At thetime Charles 1l had come back, theignominious Dutch invasion lay in the future, and Sheerness
and Upnor seemed glorious names. But to any Englishman who' d been adive and awake during the
Anglo-Dutch War, most certainly including Daniel and Isaac, such words as*“Buoy of the Nore” and
“Sheerness’ connoted dark doings by foreigners, farcica bungling by Englishmen, grievous humiliation,
proof of England’ s vulnerability to seaborne intruders.

So if Isaac’ sreference to Count Sheerness wasthe ink, then all of this history was the page the ink was
printed on.

If they kept going asthey were, they’d bein view of the Buoy of the Norein afew hours.
“You can't be serious,” Danid blurted.

“If | observed faces, instead of stars, and philosophized about thinking, instead of Gravity, | could write
atreatise about what | have seen passing over your visage in these past thirty seconds,” Isaac said.

“I wonder if | am arrogant to think that Waterhouses are no less deeply enmeshed in the affairs of the
world, than Angleseys or Comstocks. For just when | think that al have passed on, and my connections
to them severed—"

“You find yoursdlf on aboat for Sheerness,” Isaac concluded.
“Tell methetde, then,” Danid said, “for I’ ve not kept up with the Angleseys.”

“They’ ve a French name now, and French titles, inherited from the mother of Louisand Phillip, and they
dwell a Versailles, save when they are at the exile court in St.-Germain, paying homage to the Pretender.
Only Phillip survived long enough to propagate the line—he had two sons before he was poisoned by his
wifein 1700. The sonsarein their twenties; neither has been to England or spesks aword of English. But
the older of the two remains Lord of the Manor in certain pockets of land around Sheerness, on either
bank of the Medway.”

“And’tis unthinkable he’ d be anything but a Jacobite.”

“The Situation of his propertiesis most convenient for smugglers—or for agents of France. In particular
heislord of acertain londly castle that stands off the Ide of Grain, in view of the open sea, and that may
be reached directly from the Continent without interference by Her Mgesty’ s Customs agents.”

“Wasadll of thisinformation provided by the Russan? For | am not inclined to trust him.”



“Thetae of the absorption of the Angleseysinto Franceiswel known. The particulars concerning Shive
Tor come from the Muscovite.”

“Y ou stated a minute ago that Jack the Coiner was an agent of Louis X1V,” Danid said, “and that he
was generoudy supported. Y ou areteling methat thisthing you cal Shive Tor—"

“Has been made available to Jack,” 1saac concluded. “It isthe head-quarters of his crimina empire, his
treasure-keep, his bolt-hole, his conduit to France.”

Itisaconvenient explanation,Danidl said to himsdf,for the fact that a varlet has been able to evade you
for so many years. But he knew if he said it doud, |1saac would heave him overboard.

“Y ou phant’ sy that’ swhereit is, don’t you?’

Isaac stared at him, and did not so much asblink for along time. After abit this made Danid nervous,
and asif he needed to fill in the silence with some words. “ It would make sense,” he continued, “if the
gold—the Solomonic Gold—came off aship, asyou suppose—what better placeto unload it, and to
storeit, than aremote and obscure watch-tower, without most of Her Mgesty’ s defenses and customs
houses?’

“| shdl thank you not to divulge thisto the others. We must take utmost care until the gold issafein the
Tower of London.”

“What then?’

“I beg your pardon?’

“Suppose you find King Solomon’s Gold in Shive Tor and bring it home to your laboratory, and extract
the Philosophic Mercury from it—that’ sit, then, isn't it?’

“That' swhat , then?’

“It' sthe End of the World or something, it isthe Apocaypse, you' ve solved the riddle, found God' s
presence on Earth, the secret of eternd life—redlly, this entireconversation isidle, in asense—none of it
matters, doesit?’

“Thereisnotelling,” Isaac said, in the soothing tones of onewho istrying to cdm amadman. “My
cdculations from the Book of Revelation suggest that the End of the World will not occur until 1876.”

“Redly!?" Danid said, fascinated. “That' sahell of along time. A hundred sixty-two years! Perhapsthis
Solomonic Gold isover-rated.”

“Solomon had it,” Isaac pointed out, “and the world did not come to an endthen, did it? Christ Jesus
Himsa f—the Word made flesh—trod the earth for thirty-three years, and even now, seventeen centuries
later, the world is a heathenish and foul place. Never did | suppose that the Solomonic Gold wasto be
the world' s Panacea.”

“Whatisit, then? What isthe bleeding point?’

“If nothing dse” Isaac said, “it will furnish me with the meansto give the German awarm welcome when



he comes over the sea”

And heturned away from Daniel and went bel owdecks.
Lieutenant’ s Lodging, the Tower of London
AFTERNOON

SAIDLIEUTENANT-GENERALEWELLTHROWLEY ,the Lieutenant of the Tower: “I do most
humbly beg your pardon, my lord, but | smplydid not understand. ”

His prisoner and guest, Rufus Maclan, Lord Gy, peered with his one extant eye across the dining-room
tableinto the flushing face of his captor and host. Lord Gy was only thirty years old, but he was big and
whiskery and banged-up and haggard. Very clearly and distinctly, he repeated hislast statement: “Yeir
buird isaferebit o wrichtwork. A jiner today can never fetch such mastie raiks asthese, he must send
strags upaland to scaff amang the rammel, an plaister al together oot o skifting his grandfaither would hae
tossed inti the chaffer.”

Ewell Throwley wasforced to abort, and circle back around. “My lord, we are military men, the both of
us, and saw hard servicein the late War. Thisremainstrue in spite of the revolutionsin Fortune that have
made you a condemned prisoner, and me the officer in charge of the Liberty of the Tower. | learned inny
sarvice, asl daresayyou didinyours , that there isatime to set courtly manners aside, and speakplanly ,
one gentleman to another. Thereis no shame, no dishonor in so doing. May | speak to you in that wise
now?’

Lord Gy shrugged. “Aye, let’ shaeit.”

Gy wasthe name of ariver near Arras. Back in the days when he had been named smply Rufus
Maclan, thisman had, on an impulse, splashed acrossit and cut a French gentleman in two with one
swing of afive-foot-long Claymore. The Frenchman had turned out to be a Count, and a Colond, with a
poor sense of direction. Thetide of a battle had been turned as a consequence of that Claymore-stroke.
Maclan had been ennobled as Lord Gy.

“I knew that | could rely upon you, my lord, asafellow-soldier,” Lieutenant-Generad Ewell Throwley
went on. “ ' Tiswell. For there isa certain matter never spoken of in polite society, and yet known to all,
which will, if weignore it—pretending that it does not exist—turn what should be a pleasant socid
occasion into an insufferable ordeal. Y ou do know—or asyou would say, ‘ken'—what | spesk of, my
lord?’

“Crivvend” exclamed Lord Gy. “Wha hae foogtit ben the heid-hoose! 7’ Then he added, with
unmistakable sarcasm: “ Serr’ s, acoud gae through the fluir.”

“Brilliant, that isaparadigmatic specimen,” said Throwley. “Itisthis, my lord: you do not spesk English.”

An awkward moment across the table there. Rufus Maclan drew bregth to answer, but Throwley
headed him off: “Oh, you understand it perfectly. But it is not what youspeak . The polite euphemismsare
many. We say, my lord Gy hasaHighland lilt, abrogue, aburr. But thisisto gloss over the true nature of
the problem, whichisthat you smply and in fact are not spesking English. Y ou could if you wanted, but
you don't. Please, | beg of you, my lord Gy, speak English, and consider yoursalf welcomein my house,
and a my table”



“ " Twas 0 the table—the buird—awas discoursing, when ye set in with such an uncanny rant concerning
ma accent.”

“Itisnot an accent. Thisismypoint . My Lord.”

“ Sixteen month hae alodged in the Tower o London,” said Lord Gy very dowly, “and never seen
th'ingde o thishoosetill now. A meant only to offer acompliment on the furnishings.” The Scotsman
gripped the edge of the tabletop with both hands and lifted it half an inch off thefloor, testing its weight.
“These baulks wuid serve to stop bools. Which isto say, cannonballs.”

“Y our compliments are accepted with gratitude,” said Throwley. “Asto the ddlay in extending my
hospitaity—most regrettable. Asyou know, it isalong-standing tradition for the Lieutenant of the Tower
to take teawith Persons of Quality who have been committed to this place. Asafellow-veteran, | have
impatiently awaited the day when | could share thistable with you. As no one knows better than you, my
lord, during the first year of your incarceration, it wasfelt best to keep you in heavy irons stapled to the
floor of Beauchamp Tower. This| do most sincerely deplore. But since then, we have not heard from
you the threats, the promises of death, dismemberment, and mayhem; or if we have, we have not
understood them. It has been deemed suitable to move you to a' Y eoman Warder’ s house, like the other
guests. Y ou and Mr. Downs have been getting along famoudly, | presume?’

Both Rufus Maclan and Ewell Throwley now turned their attention to the portly, bearded Beefeater who
had escorted the prisoner across the Parade and into the Lieutenant’ s Lodgings. Y eoman Downs |ooked
tremendoudly satisfied. Indeed, had looked that way, without letup, since he had opened the door of his
wee house on the green aquarter of an hour ago, and led his guest across the grassin aflying wedge of
amed Sentinds.

“Wehae gaen dang,” said Lord Gy gravely, “like ahoose &fire.”

The Lieutenant of the Tower and the Y eoman Warder aike seemed just abit uncomfortable with this
gmile; and so there was now an awkward silence. Lord Gy filled it by humming some sort of weird
amless Gadlic chaunt.

The Lieutenant’ s L odging, which was situated in the southwestern corner of the Inner Ward, wasa
Tudor sort of house, typica of pre-Fire London; now it was remarkable chiefly in that it had never
burned down. Downs, Throwley, and Maclan were in adining-room that had seen alot of hard service.
Throwley’ s maid and steward hovered in a corridor. Another maid—a servant of Lord Gy, who had
followed Downs and Gy across the green—tarried in the entrance-hal with a covered basket. Severd
armed guards stood outside the front door, looking out over the Parade, which was quiet. Drumbeats,
and the bellowing of sergeants, could be heard drifting over the fortifications from the direction of Tower
Hill, where the garrison was drilling. Too one could hear the sporadicpock, pock, pock of carpenters
building the platform where, in seven days, Rufus Maclan’ s head would be detached from his body.

“Splendid,” said Throwley weskly, “that iswhat Mr. Downs has reported, and most fortunateit isthat |
have been able to share this table with you before your, er, departure.”

“Y e spake aminute or of lang-standin traditions,” said Lord Gy, and looked significantly at the Y eoman
Warder. Downsrelayed the sgnd to the young woman in the entry hdl, who now ventured into the
dining-room. Ewell Throwley raised his eyebrows and blinked, for shewas atall and muscular lasswith
enough red hair to cover three average heads. As she burst across the threshold of the room she
executed asort of running curtsey and tossed agrin a Throwley.



“On the Muir of Rannoch, they grow braw, or they grow naat al,” Maclan offered by way of
explanation.

“Ah, you have imported a....clanswoman from the....country to look after you.”

“Alook oot forher , gir...an orphant sheis...atrigidy, if ye must know.” Maclan cleared histhroat. The
red-headed lass withdrew a bottle from the market-basket perched on her arm. She gave it to Downs,
then curtseyed and backed out of the room. Gy purred some phlegmy endearment to her. Downs handed
him the bottle. Gy clasped it tenderly in both hands. “1 have prepared an Oration!” he announced in
something quite abit closer to the English spoken by Throwley. Thisslenced the house. “ Sir, yetreat us
well here, for condemned traitors. The Tower isnaabread-and-water sort of nick, if aman will only
comport himself civilly. Nay, al manner of victudsare dlowed iz, and many alaird dines better inthe
Tower, after he'sdoomed, than he did afree man in London town. ' Tisatradition, or so aamtold, to
share with the Warders, the Mg or, the Deputy Lieutenant, and—sir—the Lieutenant hissell, some moiety
o the comfortsye so generoudy alow iz to partake of. And this hae a done with the other officers.
But—sir—not yet with ye, for ahae nathe privilege, till thismoment, of making your acquaintance.” He
raised up the bottle. “Y e dluded afore to my carnaptious first twel vemonth on these premises. A do
confessawas frawart and bool-horned. A did miscaye. A weslessthan a Highland gentleman should
be. But aHighland gentleman is never wantin the comfort of arefreshment that we know as usquebaugh.
Some cdl it the water of life. When awes dlowed to hae it, mamood an ma mannersimproved. But
today ahae aguid ded more o thewater than olife for masocid calendar says a hae an Engagement on
Tower Hill wi one Jack Ketch, aweek fraetoday. And so awanted ye to haethis, Lieutenant-General
Throwley. It cameto me frae ablude-friend only yesterday, and as ye can see, the bottle€' s never been

opened.”

Throwley bowed, but did not reach out to accept the bottle, snce Rufus Maclan had not yet formaly
presented it. He contented himself, for now, with aglance at the label. “ Glen Coe, twenty-two years
old,” heread. “Why, 'tisas old as the lassie who brought it in!”

Downs laughed in the manner of all subordinates subjected to the boss swit. Lord Gy took it gravely.
“You'rerare gleg inthe uptak, sir, why, thetwaeir precisely dikein age.”

“My lord, I know some London gentlemen who make a study of this usquebaugh, in dl itsvarieties, even
as Frenchmen do of Burgundy wine. | confess| know little of Glen thisor Glen that—but | have at least
the wit to recogni ze that any bottle aged two and a score years must be of rare excellence.”

“Oh, "tisrare—very few hae survived. Very few. Y e maun learn usquebaugh, sir. For many Jacobites
wul be dwellinin this Tower in yearsto come, an amoiety of 'em wul be Highlanders. Nae man is better
poised than ye to make o hissdll acollector and a connoisseur.”

“Then do et my collection, and my education, begin to-day! David, bring some dram-glasses,”
Throwley cdled to the seward who had been waiting outside the servants entrance to the dining-room.
“What can you tell me, my lord, concerning this bottle? What distinguishesit from the common dram?’

“Qch, gr, ye maun no consider only itsage, but its provenance, or what the French call itsterroir. For
Scotland’ sabig varyand countra, as crazed, riven, and pitted as maown visage, gowstie here, cose
thare. Nae brae, nae glen, nae ben like the next. Each wi its own clime, itsown sile, its own water.
Adam’swine, we cdl water. A hae known Highlandmen who, when they were lost in smochy wegther,
could ken just where they were by scoopin up ahandful o water frae aburn or aloch, an havin awee
gud.”



“Or, | daresay, awee dram from the nearest till!” put in Lieutenant-Genera Throwley, to the great
entertainment of Y eoman Warder Downs. But Rufus Maclan accepted the jest with equanimity, and
eitled the chuckling of the two Englishmen with the cam stare of hisclear blue eye.

“Dinnayou makefun! ' Tistrue. For the usquebaugh is the daughter of the cold clear watersthadancein
those Highland burns”

“My lord, modest chap that you are, you do not do justice to the men who dwell in those glens. For
aurdly thereis skill, there istechnique—it is not amere matter of stirring together afew natura
congtituents.”

Rufus Maclan raised his eyebrows and held up an index finger. “ Point well taken, Sir, an athank yefor
gien me afair opportunity to blaw mynesan horn!”

Downs and Throwley laughed. A slver tray, a-rattle with small cups, had been brought in and set down.
“Pease, my lord, St with us”

“A wul gtand, thank ye, as befits a professor afore his scholars.”

The two Englishmen were left dightly ill at ease, but Lord Gy madeit plain by gesturesthat they wereto
gt, and even pulled out Downs schair for him. He explained: “In that weetisde a& Mdplaguet, which ye
may hae heard of, ma company were ruggin an rivin wi some Frenchmen. A took amuckle cloot frae a
musket butt, fell frae mahorse, an bemang’ d my rig.” He put his hands on hiskidneys and shoved his
pelvisforward. His sporran flew at the Englishmen and a barrage of pops and cresks came out of his
lower spine.

“ "Tistrue, he never gts, but drives me mad with hispacing,” Downs put in.

Maclan was at such obvious pains to make them at ease that Downs and Throwley acquiesced, and
leaned back comfortably in their chairsto hear the continuation of the lecture.

“Asthelandscape 0 macountrais fractured into diverse muirs, glens, gullions, snibs, howes, scaurs,
linns lirks,et cetera, so manation, asiswell known, isdivided into many clans, and the clansinto septs.
And it isamong the auld men, the lang in the horn as we say, that the wit and the airt of
usquebaugh-making is concentrated—I maun wax poetic an say, didilled . Asthe septs and clans differ,
so do the dtillsand the airt of their use, and so, accordingly, does the produce.”

“Prithee, then, tell us of the sept and clan of this place whose nameis on the bottle,” Throwley said. “For
some reason the name of Glen Coeisfamiliar to me; but during the War my head got so over-flowed
with outlandish place-names, | can no longer sort them out.”

“Why, 'tisremarkable ye should inquire, gr, for it ismaclan andma sept!”

Downs and Throwley laughed heartily at this, asit seemed to have been ingenioudy laid, likea
conjuror’ strick. The Englishmen were looking abit wide-eyed a Lord Gy now, seeing him anew, asa
regular bloke, amerry companion.

The Scotsman made the faintest suggestion of abow to acknowledge the glow of appreciation on their
faces, and continued: “ That iswhy aam givin yethis praisent now, Lieutenant-General Throwley. For a
Highlander, the water of life that comes frae his oon glen isas much apart of him ashisoon livin blude. A
gieyethisso it wul aye belivin on after the deid-strake hae fallen on maneck on yonder Hill.” And now,



findly, he extended the bottle across the table to Throwley. Throwley, with an Englishman’ seyefor the
ceremonial gesture, stood up smartly and accepted the gift with abow. When he sat, o, findly, did
Meclan.

“But my lord, again modesty obstructs your duty as our professor. We should learn something of the
people of Glen Coe before we drink their, er...”

“Thewater other life, ar.”
113 | nd@.”

“Thereisnamuch to relate of Maclan of MacDondd,” said Lord Gy. “We ir awee sept, much more so
of late. Glen Coeis an uncommon high, wesather-glim scaup o land in the north of Argyll, no far frae Fort
William. It runsfrom alofty gowl in the Grampians down to the date-mines at Ballachulish, & the held of
theloch cdled Linnhe, which runs down to plash the shores of Mull and spaw into the Atlantic. A
wilsome, out o the way place is Glen Coe. When we do receive outdwel lars, "tis ever asurpreese, and
more oft than na, they turn out to be lost on the way to Crianlarich. We try to show them hospitality none
theless. Hospitdity, we have learnt, is an uncannie thing. One may never tell how " twill be repaid.”

“Isvery much usguebaugh produced in Glen Coe?’

“’Tisodd that ye should ask, for | believenone is produced therenow , or for many years. Aye, the only
bottleso Glen Coeyeir liketo haein yeir collection, shdl be very auld ones.”

“What—7?'
“The gtill was shivered. No one hae madeit guid.”
“Then the Maclan MacDondds must have falen upon hard timesindeed,” Throwley said gravely.

“’Tismoreright to say, hard timesfdl on thaim. Whan dl of usin thisroom were laddies, an order went
oot frae King William that the chiefs o the Highland clans maun al sign amuckle oath o loyalty, spurnin dl
alegiance to the Stewart—that ye call the Pretender. Alastair Maclan MacDonad, ma chief, did sign that
pledge. But dwellin ashewasin the back of beyond, and it bein the deid of aviciouswinter, he did miss
acertain deidline. Now, no long efter, agreat doon-come of snow fell ding onin oor glen. The bothiesan
barns were smoored under it. An then wha should appear but a company o soldiersfrae Fort William,
that had gang agley in the spindrift. Vagand like aband o runagates they war, fagged half to deeth,
gterving, blae—acompany o kirkyaird deserters! They dinnahaeto beg us. A sakeless hill-run lot we
wes, dacent and soothfast, goodwillie toward fellow-men. Shelter we gied them, no in oor barns, mind
ye, but in oor own homes, humble asthey war. For these war naoutdwellars to us, though they war o a
different clan. They war fellow-Scotsmen. We turned it into a cellidh. That’ swhaur al o our usquebaugh
went! Down the throttles o those ramscallions! But we dinnamind.”

Now an extraordinary thing happened, which was that the sound of bagpi pes became audible.

The Lieutenant’ s Lodging was packed into the corner of the Inner Ward. Indeed, though the front wall
was half-timbered, the back was simply the ancient curtain-wall of the Tower of London, looking down
over Water Lane. Windows had been made in the upper reaches of that wall so that the Lieutenant could
see out over the Lane, and the outer fortifications, wharf, and river beyond. Both Water Lane and the
Wharf were open to the public during the day-time. It seemed likely that Throwley’ s housekeeper had
opened those rear windowsto let April breezes air out the bedchambers, and haply a strolling bagpiper



had wandered by, playing a Highland melody in hopesthat strollers or soldierswould tosscoinsat him. It
was the same tune that Lord Gy had been humming afew minutes previoudy.

Strong emotion had begun to tell on Maclan’ sface as he related the tale of the lost soldiers and the
impromptu ceilidh that hiskin had thrown for them in the snowdrifts of Glen Coe. When the bagpipe' s
snarl drifted through the room, his eye became watery, and he began to paw at the patch that covered
the other. “Och, aneed adram,” he confessed. “Ir ye havin difficulty, Sir, gettin that open?’

“I must confesswith al these layers of wax, lead, and wire, the contents of this bottle are as closdy
guarded asthis Tower!”

“Haud yeir tung, much more s0!” said Lord Gy dismissively. “Gieit me, thereisatrick to getting it open,
al hae oor drams poured out smairtly.” He accepted the bottle back from Throwley.

Downs had been looking queasy these last few minutes. “1 do confess, my lord, your tale has struck a
chord, amelancholy one, in my memory. The details escape me. But | doubt itsending.”

“Then al makeit quick, and make an end o it. Efter twae weeks o dwelling amang us as blude-friends,
guitting our winter victuals, burning up oor peat-bings, an dancin thered o Bogiewi our lasses, those
mangrels waukened one day at five in the morning and put the Maclan MacDonddsto the fire and the
sword. Our glen they made into a knacker’s midden. Some of usfled to the crags, yawin an yammerin,
heart-scalded. We lived on snow an wrake-lust until the murthering wichts had gaen away. Only then
durst we gae doon amang the bones an cinders to hack common gravesinto the frozened erd o Glen
Coe”

Y eoman Downs and Lieutenant-Generd Throwley were Sitting gobsmacked. They were petrified for
now, though a harsh word or sudden movement from Rufus Maclan might have scattered them from the
house.

Noting this, he closed his eye for amoment, then opened it, and managed awry smile.

That, to the Englishman, seemed the mord to the ory. It said that in spite of the horror he had
witnessed as a boy, Rufus Maclan had grown up into a gentleman, and found akind of solacein the
self-control and civility that was expected of such.

“Now,” he said, “wuid ye care for adram?’

“My lord,” said Throwley huskily, “ ’twere disrespectful to refuse.”

“Then let me get the damned thing open,” said Rufus Maclan of MacDonad. He rubbed moisture from
his eye on the shoulder of his coat, and drew in abig snuffle before it could escape from his nodgtrils. “Mr.
Downs, asamentioned, there' satrick to it. Shards o glassmay fly. A entreat yeto look the other
way—unless ye want meto leave ye this eye-patch in malast will and testament!”

Mr. Downs permitted himself a controlled smile at thisfaint jest, and averted his gaze.

Lord Gy gripped the bottle by its neck and swung it sdeways until it exploded against Downs stemple.
Hewasl|é&ft holding only the neck of the bottle. But projecting from it wasasted dirk nineincheslong,

dripping usquebaugh. He was up on the table before Lieutenant-Generd Throwley could rise from his
chair.



From the next room could be heard the sound of the red-headed maidservant throwing the door bolts
to.

Rufus Maclan of MacDonad was squetting in the middle of the dining table now, giving Throwley a
clear and close view of whatever it was he kept underneath hiskilt. It seemed to have pardyzed the
Lieutenant of the Tower. Which made hisvisgitor’s next move asmple matter. “Can ye understandthis 7’
Maclan asked, and rammed the dirk into Throwley’ seyebal until it stopped hard against the back of his
skl

S oopA t al an t a, Gravesend

AFTERNOON

THEY DREW ALONGSIDE A WHARFat Gravesend. It was near where the tilt-boat ran up theriver
to London, and so asizable and curious crowd was there watching them, and calling out questions.
Perhaps | saac thought his outburst about “the German” redly was an intdlligible end to the conversation,
or perhaps he did not care to stand in the open on the poop and be peered at.

Danid sensedhe was being peered at fromanother quarter. A certain gentleman had been haunting the
corner of Daniel’ s eye for above aquarter of an hour. From his dress, he was an officer of the Queen’s
Own Black Torrent Guards.

“Colone Barnes,” theman said, in response to what must have been alapsein Danid’s mean, flinty
outlook.

“I am Dr. Danid Waterhouse,” Danidl returned, “and | have heardcriminds introduce themselvesto me
with greater formality and courtesy than what you have just shown.”

“I know,” said Colondl Barnes, “one of them came up to me and did just that, afew hours ago, on
Tower Whart.”

“Colond Barnes, "twould seem you have duties ashore, I'll not delay you—"

Barnes glanced out over the doop’s upperdeck, which had now been joined to the wharf by gangplanks
intwo places. Dragoons were streaming across, driven by cursing sergeants on the deck and exhorted by
lieutenants on the wharf; asthey came ashore they clustered by platoon.

“Onthe contrary, Dr. Waterhouse, I'm to stay ’ board ship. Suits me better.” He made aloud rapping
noise on the deck, and Danidl looked down to discover that one of the colond’slegswas arod of
carven ebony with asted tip.

“You are aBlack Torrent man to the bone,” Danid remarked. Every regiment had its own type of
wood, used to make swagger sticks and the like, and ebony was the trade-mark of the Black Torrent
Guards.

“Indeed, been with them since the Revolution.”

“Surely you need to supervise the disembarkation—"



“Dr. Waterhouse, you do not understand Delegation of Authority,” Barnes returned. “Here show it
works: | tell my subordinatesto get al but two platoons off the boat, and they do it.”

“Who has delegated you to harry me round the poop deck?’

“Why, the aforementioned very polite crimind.”

“A colonel commands aregiment, isit not s0?’

“That is correct.”

“Do you mean to tel methat acolond, in turn, is commanded by a Black-guard?’

“That isthe custom in most armies,” Barnes returned dead-pan. “ True, ' twas sometime different under
my lord Marlborough, but since he was stripped of command, why, it has been Black-guards al the way
to thetop.”

Daniel had anaturd impulse here to laugh; but some other part of him was recommending that he
proceed cautioudy with this Barnes. What the colond had just said was witty, but it was also reckless.

Mogt of the Guards were off the ship now, leaving only two platoons of some fourteen men each, each
under its own sergeant. One of them had congregated at the forward end of the deck, the other &ft,
directly below where Colond Barnes and Danidl were standing. Thisleft alarge clear space amidships,
claimed by Sergeant Bob Shaftoe. He was facing toward the wharf, so Danid wasviewing himin profile;
but now he adjusted his posture dightly toward them and glanced, for aquarter of asecond, in Barnes's
direction.

“Your doop, Cap'n,” Barnes sang out.

The skipper retaiated with aseries of histrionic commands that caused the gangplanks to be drawn back
onto the wharf, and the doop’ slines to be cast off.

“Y ou and Sergeant Bob make war together,” Danid said. “It iswhat you do.”

“If that’ strue, our life swork has been afailurel” Barnes answered, mock-offended. “I should prefer to
say, we make peace, and have achieved success.”

“Say it however you like. Either way, you’ ve spent a quarter-century marching around with him, and
have heard every joke and anecdote he knows how to tdll, athousand times over.”

“ *Tisacommon outcomein our line of work,” Barnes alowed.

“Now you phant’ sy you know everything about me, because ten or twenty years ago, in atent along the
Rhine or abothy in Ireland, Sergeant Bob told you atale about me. Y ou suppose you may approach me
in acompanionable way, and divulge thingsto me, and thereby make me your bound accomplice, as
when two boys cut their thumbs on purpose and bleed on each other and then say that they are brothers.
Please do not be offended if | recoil from your tender. Thereisareason why old men are aloof, and it
has nothing to do with being pompous.”

“Y ou should renew your acquaintance with Marlborough,” Barnes said, putting on alittle show of being
impressed. “ Thetwo of you would get dong famoudy.”



“ An unfortunate choice of adverb, that.”

Barnes was silent for awhile now. The two horse-barges were coming up to the wharf at Gravesend to
discharge the loads. The Queen’s Own Black Torrent Guard were dragoons, meaning that they fought on
foot, usng the tactics and the arms of infantry. But they maneuvered round thefield of battle on
horseback. To put it crudely, they were shock troops. Clearly the companies that had disembarked had
orders to mount, get on the turnpike that paralleled the river, and ride east, pacing the Soop.

“Everyoneis scared to death just now,” Barnes said. He sSidled up to Danid dong therail and offered
him haf asmal loaf of bread, which Danid practicdly lunged a. “Why, to listen to certain Whigs, a
Jacobiteinvasionisjust over the horizon, driven on a Popish wind. And yet Sir |saac fearsthe arriva of
the German! ' Tisan impossibility for both the Hanovers and the Jacobites to occupy the same space. Y et
theWhigs fears, and Sir Isaec’s, are equally real.”

When he adluded to the impossibility of two objects occupying the same space, Barnes was resorting to
averbd tic that had its originsin Descartes. He had, in other words, been to Oxford or Cambridge. He
ought to be avicar, or even a Dean, in some church. What was he doing here?

“When Sir | saac refers, with such trepidation, to the German, he does not mean George Louis.”
Barnes|ooked startled, then fascinated. “ Leibniz—?’

“Yes” And thistime Daniel could not prevent himself smiling a bit.

“Soit'snot that Sir Isaac isa Jacobite...”

“Far fromit! Hefearsthe arrival of the Hanovers, only in that Leibniz isthe advisor to Sophie, and to
Princess Caroline” Daniel wasn't entirely certain he ought to be telling Barnes so much, but it was better
for Barnes to understand the truth than to harbor the suspicion that 1saac was a covert supporter of the

Changding.

“Y ou skipped ageneration,” Barnes said puckishly. Or as puckish asamaimed colond of dragoons
could be.

“If George Louis has any interest whatever in philosophy—for that matter, inanythingat dl —'tisa
secret close kept,” Danid returned.

“So am | to understand that the present expedition hasits originsin aphilosophical dispute ?” Barnes
asked, looking about himsdlf asif seeing the doop inanew light.

Atdantahad reached the middle of the channe now and, freed from the dow horse-barges, soread more
canvas to the wind than she had done before. They were sailing due east on Gravesend Reach. On their
right, the chalky hillswould draw back from theriver, widening the marshesthat spread at their feet. The
town of Tilbury was on the left. It wasthe last port on that bank of the river, for beyond it the Thames
doshed between mud-flats instead of streaming between proper banks. Even at their improved pace,
they had afew hours' sail ahead of them; and | saac was nowhere to be seen. There was no harm, Daniel
concluded, in conversing with a philosophy-hobbyist.

He glanced around the sky, looking for a convenient Cadestia Body, but the day had dowly become
overcast. Instead he fastened upon the river-water rippling along the hull-planks, and glanced too at the



mud-flats below Tilbury. “I cannot see the sun—can you, Colonel Barnes?’

“Wearein England. | have heard rumors of it. In France | saw it once. But not today.”
“And the moon?’

“Sheisfull, and she set over Westmingter aswe were loading on Tower Wharf.”

“The moon’s behind the world, the sun’ sbehind clouds. Y et the water that buoys usis obeying the
dictates of both, isit not?’

“I haveit on good authority that the tides are operational today,” Barnes alowed, and checked his
watch. “ Sheerness expects alow tide at seven o' clock.”

“A spring tide?’

“Uncommon low. Why, fed how the river’ s current bears us along, hastening to the sea.”
“Why does the tide rush out to sea?’

“Theinfluence of the sun and the moon.”

“Yet you and | cannot see the sunor the moon. The water does not have senses to see, or awill to
follow them. How then do the sun and moon, so far away, affect the water?’

“Gravity,” responded Colond Barnes, lowering hisvoice like apriest intoning the name of God, and
glancing about to see whether Sir Isaac Newton were in earshot.

“That’swhat everyone says now. ' Twas not so when | was alad. We used to parrot Aristotle and say it
was in the nature of water to be drawn up by the moon. Now, thanks to our fellow-passenger, we say
‘gravity.” It seemsagrest improvement. But isit realy? Do youunderstand the tides, Colonel Barnes,
smply because you know to say ‘gravity' ?’

“I've never claimed tounderstand them.”

“Ah, that isvery wise practice.”

“All that mattersis,he does,” Barnes continued, glancing down, asif he could see through the
deck-planks.

“Doeshethen?’

“That’ swhét you lot have been telling everyone.”

“Meaning the Roya Society?’

Barnes nodded. He was eyeing Danidl with some darm. Daniel, cruelly, said nothing, and let Barnes
smmer until he could stand it no more, and continued, “ Sir Isaac’ sworking on Volumethe Third, isn't

he, and that’ s going to settle the lunar problem. Wrapit dl up.”

“Heisworking outequations that ought to agree with Mr. Flamsteed’ sobservations. ”



“From which it would follow that Gravity’ sa solved problem; and if Gravity predicts what the moon
does, why, it should apply aswell to the doshing back and forth of the water in the oceans.”

“But istodescribe something tounderstand it?’
“| should think it were agood first step.”

“Yes. Anditisastep that Sir Isaac has taken. The question now becomes, who shall take the second
Sep?’

“You mean, isit to beheor Leibniz?
HY$”
“Leibniz has not done any work with Gravity, has he?’

“Y ou mean, it seems obviousthat Sir |saac, having taken the first step, should be better positioned to
take the second.”

“Y&,”

“Onewould certainly think so,” Daniel said sympatheticdly. “On the other hand, sometimes he who goes
first wandersinto a cul-de-sac, and is passed by.”

“How can histheory be acul-de-sac if it describes everything perfectly?’

“Y ou heard him, ashort time ago, expressing concern about Leibniz,” Danid pointed out.

“Because Lebniz has Sophie’ sear! Not because Leibniz is the better philosopher.”

“I beg your pardon, Colondl Barnes, but | have known Sir Isaac since we were students, and | say to
you, he does not strain at gnats. When heis at such painsto gird for battle, you may be surethat hisfoe
isaTitan.”

“What weapon could Leibniz possibly have that would do injury to Sir |saac?’

“To begin with, arefusd to be over-awed, and awillingness, not shared at thistime by any Englishman,
to ask awkward questions.”

“What sort of awkward questions?’

“Such as|’ve aready asked: how does the water know where the moon is? How can it perceive the
Moon through the entire thickness of the Earth?’

“Gravity goesthrough the earth, like light through apane of glass”

“And what form does Gravity take, that givesit this astonishing power of streaming through the solid
earth?’

“I'venoidea”



“Neither does Sir Isaac.”
Barneswas stopped in histracks for afew moments. “Does Leibniz?’

“Leibniz has acompletely different way of thinking about it, so different asto seem perverseto some. It
has the great advantage that it avoids having to talk rubbish about Gravity streaming through Earth like

light through glass”

“Then it must have as great disadvantages, or else he, and not Sir Isaac, would be the world' sforemost
Natura Philosopher.”

“Perhaps heis , and no one knowsit,” Danid said. “But you areright. Leibniz' s philosophy hasthe
disadvantage that no one knows, yet, how to expressit mathematicaly. And so he cannot predict tides
and eclipses, as Sir Isaac can.”

“Then what good is LeibniZ’ s philosophy?’
“It might bethe truth,” Daniel answered.
Cold Harbour

THE SAME AFTERNOON

THETOWER MIGHT HAVE ENDUREDforever with very little upkeep, had it not been for anasty
infestation of humans. From ajanitorid standpoint, the problem with this particular race was not that they
werede- , but avidly con -structive, and would on no account leave off bringing new building-stuff in
through the al-too-numerous gates, and fashioning them into shelters. Left to the eements, such
improvisations would bresk down naturaly in decades or centuries, leaving the Tower as God and the
Normans had intended it to be. But the difficulty with a human was that where he found a shelter he
would occupy it, and when it broke, fix it, and if not prevented, build annexes onto it. To the management
of the Tower, it wasless an infestation of termites than a plague of mud-daubing wasps.

Every time the Constable brought in asurveyor, and compared hiswork to the plan his predecessor had
drawn up some decades before, he would discover new nests that had insensibly grown in the corners,
as dust-balls under abed. If he went to gect the people who lived in them, so that he could tear them
down, he would be confronted with documents and precedents, showing that those people were not
squatters but tenants, and that they’ d been paying rent for decades to someother squatter-cum-
tenant, who in turn paid rent or performed necessary services for some Corporation or Office or otheraui
generis queer ancient Entity that claimed long standing or warrant Roydl.

Short of aconcerted arson campaign, the only brake on thisinfestation was alack of space within the
wallsthat circumscribed the hive. It came down, then, to aquestion of how much crowding human beings
could endure. The answer: not as much as wasps, but till rather alot. In fact, there was a certain type of
human who thrived on it, and those types gravitated naturally to London.

Dart the Barber lived in agarret above a storehouse in Cold Harbour. Most of the year, Cold Harbour
was cold without a doubt. To Dart and his roommates—Pete the Sutler and Tom the Boot-black—it
was also a sort of metaphorica harbour. But beyond that the name made no sense at dl. It was nowhere
near the water, and performed no harbour-like functions. Cold Harbour was a patch of turf and afew
storehousesin the middle of Tower Green, just off the southwest corner of the ancient Conqueror’ s keep



cdled the White Tower.

A wee hole had been worried through the wattle near the vertex of the gable, just large enough to admit
apigeon, vent smoke from arush-light, or frame aman’sface. At the moment it was giving Dart asort of
dove s-eye-view of the Parade. Accounting for about half of the Inner Ward, the Parade was the largest
open space in the Tower. A well-tended patch of English turf it was. But it was scarred, below Dart, with
ridges of rain-worn stone: the exposed foundations of walls that had been thrown down, asons ago, by
long-dead Constables. For perhaps the only thing that could stir a Constable to use force againgt the
gnawing accretion of sheds, annexes, pop-outs, & c., was the combined awareness of (a) hisown
mortdity and (b) thefact that there was no place left in the Tower complex to dig hisgrave. At any rate,
there was evidence here that Cold Harbour had once been abigger thing than it was now. From ground
leve, these ruins were ameaningless maze of tripping-hazards. From Dart’ s privileged viewpoint they
could be made out as a page of rectilinear glyphs stroked in gray and yelow paint on green baize.

If Dart had been as keenly interested in the several centuries just past as he wasin the several hours just
beginning, he could have decyphered that grassy palimpsest to tell atale about the fortifications of the
Inmost Ward, and how they had changed over time, from a picket to keep out die-hard Angles, to the
innermogt of half adozen lines of circumvallation, to a security checkpoint for aroya paace, to an
outmoded dum, to atripping-hazard. The part where Dart dwelt had only been suffered to remain
standing because it was easily made over into sorehouses.

And if Dart were onefor profound introgpection he might ponder the queerness of his circumstance: he
(anilliterate barber), a sutler, and a Black-guard (as boys who polished boots were caled) sharing an
gpartment twenty paces distant from William the Conqueror’ s chief Fort.

However none of these thoughts cameto him, or even camenear him, as he peered out through the
gable-vent on the afternoon in question, heaving ruby-colored blood up from hislungs onto a crusty
brown rag. Dart wasliving for the moment.

The Parade stretched an hundred paces from east (the line of barracks huddled along the footing of the
White Tower) to west (awee street of warders' houses backed againgt the west wall). A hundred and
fifty paces separated its north (the Chapd) from its south (the Lieutenant’ s Lodging). The Cold Harbour
dwelling of Dart the Barber, Tom the Black-guard, and Pete the Sutler was about half-way *long the
eadtern edge of it. Soto hisleft Dart had agood view over the northern half of the Parade, but to hisright
al was obliterated by the high White Tower, which squatted in the heart of the complex like asolid cube
of stone. Itsformidable lines had been cluttered, on its western and southern sides, by low skirts of
identica barrack-houses, jammed in wall-to-wall so that their peaked roofs merged to form a sawtooth
fringe. Two companies of the Guard regiment lived in these and Smilar ones near by. The other dozen
companies were packed into various spaces around the periphery of the Inner Ward, along Mint Street,
or wherever space could be found for them. All told, they numbered near a thousand.

A thousand men could not live without victuds, which waswhy sutlers: houses had been dlowed, nay,
encouraged to occupy various crannies around the Tower and the Wharf. Pete' s was one such; he was
the tenant of this garret, and he sublet hammock-space to Dart and, more recently, to Tom.

The Queen’s Own Black Torrent Guards often drew duty of aceremonia nature, such asgreeting
foreign ambassadors on Tower Wharf, and so they were more than normally concerned with the upkeep
of their kit. Thismeant no lack of work for Tom and the other boot-blacks. And any congregation of
humans required barbers to dress wounds and see to the removal of redundant hairs, whiskers, bodily
humours, and necrotizing limbs. So Dart had been permitted to wind some bloody gauze round apike
and plant it outside a certain door in Cold Harbour as the customary hall-mark of histrade.



Hewas not plying that trade now but nervoudy honing arazor, again and again, on aleather strop, and
peering down the line of barracks doors, watching Tom the Black-guard make his rounds. Most of the
garrison wasextramuros on Tower Hill; in their absence Tom was going to each door in turn to polish the
boots that had been left out by the soldiers. To look at him, Tom was aboy of about twelve. But he
spoke with the voice, and answered to the urges, of agrown man, which made Dart suspect he was
really abloke who'd not grown properly.

Tom had been doing thisfor the best part of two hours and had settled into afixed routine, which was
that he would squat down to polish apair of boots, then stand up when he was finished, asthough fegling
aneed to stretch, and look idly around the Parade, then glance up into the sky to seeif any changein the
wegther was coming. Then hewould turn his attention to the next pair of boots.

The only thing more tedious than to perform this duty wasto watch it. Even though Dart had been told
that he must on no account take his eyes off Tom, he found it hard going to keep his eyes open. Thesun
was beating against awhite haze that steeped the garret in drowsy warmth. Cool gusts found their way to
Dart’ sface from time to time and reminded him to open hiseyes. Trueto form, he, being the barber, had
theworst shave in the whole Tower. His stubbly chin pricked him awake when he nodded off and let it
rest on the dove-shit-covered sill of the tiny window. The only thing he could do while he bided histime
was to whet the tools of histrade. But if he did so any more, they would become transparent.

Tom the Black-guard had ayellow cloth dung over his shoulder.

It had not been there aminute before. Dart was saized by guilt and fear, and already justifying himsdlf: |
did not take my eyes off him for more than a heart-best!

Helooked again. Tom bent down to start in on another pair of boots. The yellow cloth stood out like a
lightning-bolt againgt the usud black-stained rags.

He closed his eyes, counted to five, opened them, and looked athird time to be sure. It was ill there.

Dart the Barber stepped away from the window for thefirst timein two hours, raked his strops, shears,
and razors together into abag, and made for the stairs.

The garret had been turned into a maze by stacked sacks of flour and kegs of salted mesat, aswell as by
hams and gutted rabbits dangling from the rafters, and the hammocks where Dart and Tom and Pete
dept. But Dart moved through adroitly, and minced down afataly precipitous sair to the ground floor,
where after abrief scamper down astunningly foul-smelling passage no wider than his shouldershe was
discharged into a somewhat wider L-shaped dley that ran from the Bloody Tower gate to the Inner
Ward. Scuttling round the bend of that L, he emerged onto grass before the southwestern angle of the
White Tower. Then, reversing his direction round to the left, he entered the Parade.

He' d been warned not to look about, but could not help glancing at Tom, hard a work over a boot.
Tom wasturned hisway. Though his head was bent down over hiswork, his eyeswererolled up in their
sockets so far that they had turned white, enabling him to mark Dart’ s progress over the grass.

Dart made bold to glance thisway and that, trying to guess what Tom had seen. For it had seemed,
during those two hours, asif Tom had been scanning the sky for something. Over the western wall of the
Tower, nothing was visible except for the columnar Monument, some half amile distant, and beyond thet,
the dome of St. Paul’s. He turned his head to the right and looked north over the storehouses and
barracksthat lined that edge of the Inner Ward. Here was something: shreds of smoke were climbing up



to vanish againgt the white sky. The source seemed near to hand. But not as near asthe Mint, which lay
just on thefar sde of those barracks. He guessed it was coming from Tower Hill. It was probably not
from gunpowder, for Dart had not heard the Guard discharging any wegpons. Possibly someone had lit a
rubbish-fire in one of the courts tucked away in the maze of the Tower hamlets. Or possibly 'twas
something more than a rubbish-blaze.

Hefatered. He had made it most of the way across the Parade. But suddenly the door of No. 6, one of
thewarders houses, had opened. Three Sentinelswere there, in place of the usual one. It seemed that
the Scotsman was due to be aired out. A Y eoman Warder emerged. It was Downs. He lived in No. 6
with the Scotsman, and he had been very particular about getting a good shave this morning. Now he'd
gone it one better by donning his best coat. He was followed by Lord Gy, abulky manin akilt. Then out
came his maidservant, the big red-head, with abasket over her arm. Lord Gy and Y eoman Downs
began to wak due south towards the Lieutenant’ s Lodging, beneath the parapet of Bell Tower. Thethree
Sentinels formed atriangle around them and the red-head brought up the rear. Dart stopped to let them
passin front of him, and doffed hishat. The Laird ignored him; Y eoman Downs made an answering
wink. All of this passed from Dart’smind as soon asit moved out of view. Few events were more
routine than asocid call by anaoble prisoner on the Lieutenant of the Tower.

A lone Sentinedd—a private soldier of the Black Torrent Guard—was stationed before the door of No. 4.
LikeNo. 6, No. 4 wasa Tudor sort of house that wouldn’t rate a second glanceif it were dropped along
avillage green in Essex and its peculiar occupants replaced with a petty tradesman and hisfamily.

When Dart drew close enough to make it obvious he was headed for No. 4, the Sentinel reached round
behind himsalf and rapped on the front door. A moment later Y eoman Clooney thrust his head out an
open window nearby and inquired, “Vistor for my lord?’

“Barber,” answered the Sentind.
“Is he expected?’

Clooney aways asked this. It was the most feeble of challenges. Even so, Dart had to stifle amomentary
impulse to run away—or, worse, to break down and confess. But he could sense the Black-guard’ s eyes
prodding him in the back like a pistol-barrdl. “ Sir,” he gargled. He had to cough up some bloody phlegm
and swalow it before he could continue: “I told my lord | would come thisweek, heisdue.”

Clooney’ s head drew back into the house. A brief exchange of murmurs could be heard through the
open window. Then floor-boards cracked and door-locks snapped. Y eoman Clooney opened his front
door and nodded in a confidence-inspiring way to the Sentinel. “Hislordship will seeyou,” he
proclaimed, in atrumpety heradic tone that reminded Dart what an honor it was to mow an Earl’ sscalp,
and how unworthy Dart was of it. Dart hunched over, picked up his bag, and hustled into the house,
tipping hishat at the Sentingl, then making anod a Y eoman Clooney.

The house had afront parlour looking out on the Parade through the very window Clooney had been
using to exchange words with the Sentinel. The light was good there, and so that was where Dart spread
out hisdrop-cloth. He set achair inthe middle of it.

The Earl of Holledey was spending the twilight of hislifein this house because he had been entrusted
with some of H. M. Government’s money during the War of the Spanish Succession, and had used it to
put anew roof on his country house, instead of buying saltpeter in Amsterdam. He was near sixty, and as
far as Dart knew, hisentirelife conssted of Stting in achair and having his hair cut. Other prisoners
gtrolled round the Liberty, killed themselves, or staged spectacular, improbable escapes; the Earl of



Holledey spent dl histimein No. 4. Except for Dart, once afortnight, he rarely entertained visitors.
When he did they tended to be Catholic priests, for the Earl had gone Popish in his dotage. When he
entered the room on Y eoman Clooney’ sarm, Dart said to him, “M’lord,” which was al hewas
encouraged to say.

Y eoman Clooney had the easy, but unfathomably tedious job of kegping an eye on the Earl twenty-four
hours aday. He took achair in the corner while Dart got the Earl seated and tarped. “Sir,” said Dart ina
kind of stage-whisper to the yeoman, “I’ll take the liberty of shutting the window, asthe day’ sabit gusty,
and | don’t want hair blowing round your tidy abode.”

Clooney feigned interest in the window for afew moments, then drifted off. Dart went to it, looked out
across the Parade, and found Tom the Black-guard gazing back a him. Before pulling down the sash
Dart drew hisrag from his pocket, loudly and distinctly hacked into it, then spat on the ground.

It went without saying that the Earl of Holledey wore a periwig. But he ill had to be shorn every so
often. He preferred to have hishead shaved. It ruled out lice.

By thetime Dart had got his brushes and razors organized, and taken up histonsorial post beside the
Earl, Tom the Black-guard was half-way across the Parade, and staring at him curioudly through the
window. Which waswell. For otherwise Dart could never have done, nay, even contemplated it. An
Earl, or even a’Y eoman Warder, was so great, o potent, so terrible to an insect like Dart. But there was
acold power behind Tom the Black-guard that overbalanced even an Earl. Dart might evade a Justice of
the Peace, but blokes like Tom could nose him out even if heran al the way to Barbados. If Dart did not
do as he'd been ingtructed, he' d forever be arabhit, trapped in awarren, pursued by an army of ferrets.
Which iswhat gave him the courage—if courage wasthe right word for it—to announce: “Y eoman
Clooney, | say that | have ablade to my lord Holledey’ sthroat.”

“Er—what?’ Clooney had been very close to drowsing off.

“A bladeto histhroat.”

The Earl wasreadingThe Examiner . He was hard of hearing.

“So, you are giving him ashave aswdl asaharcut?’

This was unexpected. Clooney was supposed to understand a blade to the throat of aLord.

“I am giving him neither, gr. | am making athreat to kill my lord.”

The Earl stiffened, and rattled hisExaminer . “The Whigswill be the desth of this country!” he
announced.

“What possible reason could you have for doing such amad thing?’ Clooney wanted to know from the
corner.

“The Juncto!” the Earl went on. “Why don't they come out and call it by itsreal name, aCabdl, a
Congpiracy! They aretrying to drive Her Mgesty into her grave! It is assassination by another name.”

“I' know naught of reasons. Reasons arefor Tom. Tom is at the door,” Dart said.

“It' sdl right here!l” the Earl continued, and |leaned forward suddenly, so that he' d have cut hisown



throat if Dart hadn't reacted in time. “ The Duke of Cambridge. What, his German titleisn't good enough
for him?'Y ou’ d think hewas a proper Englishman, wouldn’t you?’

There came aknock at the door from the Sentind. “ Boot-black,” camethe call.

“Admit him, sir,” Dart said, “and make no sign of distressto the Sentindl, for Tom shall be watching you
avidly. Tom shdl explainal.”

“No wonder Her Mgesty iswroth! ’ Tis a calculated insult—cal culated by Ravenscar. Where Age and
Ague have failed to bring down our Queen, he shdl do it with Aggravation, may God forbid!”

Clooney left the parlour. Dart stood for afew moments with his blade-hand a-tremble, expecting that the
Sentinel would appear in amoment to blow his head off with a pistol-shot. But the door opened and
closed without any commotion, and Dart could now hear the dithering voice of Tom the Black-guard,
speaking to Clooney in the entrance-hall.

“That Sophieisacircling vulture,” Lord Holledey proclaimed. “Not content to wait for adignified
success on—she sends her grandson before her, like akite to peck at our Sovereign’ s withered cheeks!”

Dart was straining to hear the conversation between the Black-guard and the Y eoman, but the Earl’ s
fulminations and paper-rattling drowned out dl but afew words. “Muscovite...Wakefied
Tower...vertebrae. .. Jacobites...”

Then dl of asudden Tom thrust his head into the parlour and gave him aflat inspection, like a coroner
viewing acorpse. “ Stay here,” he sad, “until it happens.”

“Until what happens?’ Dart asked. But Tom was aready on hisway out the door, and Y eoman
Clooney beside him.

Dart stood there, resting histired blade-hand on the Earl’ s collar-bone, and watched the two of them
angling across the green toward Wakefield Tower—where, according to scuttle-butt, a one-armed
Russian had been chained up the night before.

There was nothing else to do. So he began to soap the Earl’ s head. Presently he began to hear the
ardent tolling of severa bells on the north sde of Tower Hill. Thiswas afire-darm. Somewhere beyond
the moat, a building was burning. Normally Dart would' ve been one of the first on the scene, for heloved
agood fire. But he had solemn obligations here.

socpAtal ant a, teHope

LATE AFTERNOON

HAVING TAKEN DELIVERY of some Enlightenment, for which he' d have had to pay handsomely at
Oxford or Cambridge, Colonel Barnes could hardly deny Daniel alook at the map. They descended to
the upperdeck and spread it out on a barrel-head so that Sergeant Bob Shaftoe could brood over it in
company with them. * Twas not one of your noble maps hand-penned on gilded parchment, but a
common thing, awoodcut stamped out on fool scap.

He could see a cartographer making a strong case that this part of the world did not rate mapping, for
nothing was there but muck, and what features it had changed from hour to hour. The map was pocked



with such place-names as Foulness, Hoo, the Warp, and Sede Ooze.’ Twas asif England, when she had
worn out certain words, threw them into the gutter—Iike aman discarding his clay-pipe when its sem
was broke down to a nub—and the Thames carried those words down-country along with litter, turds,
and dead cats, and strewed them up and down the estuaria flats and bars.

The ever-widening flow swept round to the left just ahead of them. The map told Danidl that amile or
two later it would right its course again and shortly lose itsdlf in the sea. This stretch of river was named
the Hope, and an apt nameit might befor Sir Isaac.

The Hope limned a hammerhead-shaped protrusion of Kent with no particular boundary between marsh
and water, but instead a mile-wide zone between high and low tide—the river haved itswidth at ebb.
Because Danid knew where they were going, he traced the flat top of the hammerhead eastwards until
he reached the semicircular peen at its seaward end. Thiswas labeled the Ide of Grain. The Thames
flowed along its northern cheek, the Medway aong its southern. The two rivers met just off theld€e's
eastern tip. And like a couple of porterswho drop their loads in the middle of the Street to engageina
fist-fight over which had right-of-way, these two rivers, at the place where they came together, et go of
al the muck they’ d been carrying out to the sea. In thisway was built up avast bank, a bulge growing
eastwards from the Ide of Grain’ sindefinite shore, and as that bulge reached out into the sea, mile after
mile, it narrowed, converged, refined itself into adim prod sticking far out into brackish water between
Foulness Sand on the north and the Cant on the south. At the extremity of that bar wasthe Buoy of the
Nore. The estuary yawned east like aviper’s mouth, the Nore spit thrust out in its middle like a barbed
tongue. It wasin that cursed in-between depth, too shallow for most vessal's and too deep for any beast.

But far short of the Buoy, just off the Ide of Grain’s coast, was a place that might be reached by boator
beast, depending upon thetide. It was atiny thing, like agnat crawling on the page. Danid did not have
to bend down and squint at those crabbed |ettersto know it was Shive Tor.

Raising his eyes from the map to scan thisindistinct coastline he saw afew places where the old bones
of the earth amost poked out, knuckle-like, through the flesh spread over them by therivers. The Shive,
which lay amile off the high-tideline of thelde of Grain, was one of those. It even had its own system of
pools and bars, echoing the greater system of which it was apart. Daniel guessed that some daft person
had long ago seen fit to convey stones out to this stony Hazard and pile them up, making acairn from
which to watch for Vikingsor light sgna-fires, and later generations of the daft had used it asthe
foundations of a permanent tower.

He glanced up to find Colond Barnes gone—called away to lay plans on the quarterdeck—and Bob
Shaftoe favoring him with what was very nearly an evil 1ook.

“Do you blame me for something, Sergeant?’

“When last you dept in Tower, guv,” Bob returned—referring to something that had happened on the
eve of the Glorious Revolution—"*you told me the following te: namdy that you had with your own eyes
seen a certain babe emerging from the Queen of England’ s vaginain Whitehal Palace. You, and a
roomful of other notables.”

“YS_),

“Wall, now that babeisal growed up and living at St.-Germain and phant’ sies he’ sto be our next King,
isit not 07’

“That iswhat they keep saying.”



“And yet the Whigs cdll this same bloke the Changding, and say he'sacommon bastard orphan
smuggled into Whitehal in awarming-pan, and never passed through the vagina of a Queen at dl—at
least not until he got old enough to do it t’ other way.”

“Indeed, they never leave off sayingit.”

“Where sthat put you, guv?’

“Where| ever was. For my father was running about London ahundred years ago proclaiming thatdl
Kings and Queens were common bastards, and worse, and that the very best of em was not fit to reign
over ahaystack. | wasraised in such ahousehold.”

“It matters not to you.”

“Their bloodlines matter not. Their habits and policies—that is different.”

“And that iswhy you consort with Whigs,” said Bob, findly gaining ameasure of ease, “for the policies
of Sophieare moreto your liking.”

“Y ou did not suppose | was a Jacobite! ?’

“I had to ask, guv.” Bob Shaftoefindly broke off staring at Danid’ sface, and looked about. They had
been traveling northwards down the Hope, but were reaching the point where they could see to the east
around the river’ sfinal bend and discover the Sartling prospect of water stretching unbroken to the
horizon.

“My lord Bolingbroke, now, he isa Jacobite,” Bob remarked. Which was like opining that Fleet Ditch
was unwholesome.

“Been seeing alot of him?’ Danie inquired.

“Been seeing alot ofhim, ” Bob said, turning his head dightly toward the quarterdeck and glancing up a
the banner that flew at the mizzen, carrying the arms of Charles White. “ And you must knowheisthe
whip that Bolingbroke cracks.”

“I did not know it,” Daniel confessed, “but it rings very true.”

“Bolingbroke isthe Queen’ s pet,” Bob continued, “and has been ever since he drove Marlborough out
of the country.”

“Even aBogtonian knows as much.”
“Now the Whigs—your friend in particula—they have been raising aprivate army, they have.”

“When we met some weeks ago on London Bridge, you aluded to that, very darkly,” Danidl said. He
was now beginning to experience fear, for the first time since he had awoken. Not the bracing,
invigorating fear of shooting under London Bridgein asmall boat, but the vague smothering dread that
had kept him bedridden the first few weeks he’ d been back in London. It was familiar, and in that, oddly
comforting.



“Whigs ve been whispering in alot of ears,” Bob continued, glancing at the place where Colonel Barnes
had stood amoment earlier. “ Are you with us or against us? Will you stand up and be counted? When
the Hanoversreign, shal they know you as one who wasloya, who can be trusted with command?’

“| see. Hard to resit that sort of talk.”

“Not s0 hard, when thereis Marlborough, just over there,” nodding at the eastern horizon, “but contrary
pressure, even greater, comes now from Bolingbroke.”

“What has my lord Bolingbroke done?’

“He s not come out anddone anything just yet. But heismaking ready to do something that will make
some of usuneasy.”

“What is he making ready to do?’

“He' sdrawing up aligt of al the captains, the colonels, and the generas. And according to White—who
letsthings dip, for effect, when heis pretending to be drunker than he really is—Bolingbroke will soon
order those officersto sdll their companies and their regiments, unlessthey sign apledge that they will
serve their Queen unconditiondly.”

“Sdll them to Jacobite captains and colonels, one presumes.”
“One presumes,” Bob returned, abit mockingly.

“So that if the Queen were to decide, on her deathbed, that the crown should go to her haf-brother (1'11
dispense with the pretense of caling him the Changeling), the army would stand ready to enforce that
decree and welcome the Pretender to England.”

“That ishow it looks. And it puts abloke like Colonel Barnesin abit of aspot. The Marquis of
Ravenscar’ s entreaties may be shrugged off, provided it is done civilly. But Bolingbroke offers a choice,
like the Buoy of the Nore—we must go one way or t’ other, and there' s no going back once the
decison’smade.”

“Yes,” Danid said. And he held back from saying what was obvious: that Barnes, with hisloyalty to
Marlborough, would never go Bolingbroke s way. But as Bob had pointed out, he had to choose one
path or the other. He could not say no to Bolingbroke without saying yes to Ravenscar.

Danid stood for atime brooding and fuming over the stupidity of Bolingbroke, who would force men
like Barnesinto the arms of the opposing camp. It was an act of panic. Panic was notorioudy catchy; and
the questions Barnes and Shaftoe had been directing his way suggested it was beginning to spread.

Which raised the question of why on earth they would think of im . Barnes owned a regiment of
dragoons, for Christ’ s sake, and if atenth of the hints dropped by him and Sergeant Bob held true, they
werein communication with Marlborough.

What was it Barnes had said just afew minutes ago?Everyoneis scared to death just now. Onitsface
thiswas about | saac and hisfears concerning Leibniz. But perhaps Barnes was redlly speaking of himsdlf.

Or of anyone . Obvioudly Bolingbroke was scared. Roger Comstock, the Marquis of Ravenscar, was
too outward merry to let on that he was scared; but then he was apparently deep into mustering a



Whiggish army, which was not the act of aman who had been degping soundly.

Whowasn't scared? The only person Danid could think of who wasn't, was Sir Christopher Wren.
If the Duchess of Arcachon-Qwghlm was scared, she was not |etting on.

Perhaps Marlborough wasn't scared. There was no telling aslong as he remained in Antwerp.
Those were the only ones he could think of.

Then he had one of those moments where he suddenly stood outside of his own body and beheld
himsdlf, asfrom a seagull’ s perspective, slanding on the deck of Mr. Charles White's doop running down
the tide in the Hope. And he came to ask, why was he, who had little time left on earth, devoting these
minutes to drawing up atedious inventory of who was, and was not, scared? Was there nothing better
for aDoctor and Fellow of the Roya Society to do with histime?

The answer was al around him, buoying him up and keeping him and the others from drowning: Hope.
According to myth, the last thing to emerge from Pandora s Box. Fedling Fear’ s clammy arms reaching
around him, Daniel had an dmost physical longing for Hope. And perhaps Hope was no |ess contagious
than Fear. He wanted to be infected with Hope and so he was trying to think of someone, like Wren or
Marlborough, who would giveit him.

It was an hypothesis, anyway. And it described the actions of othersaswdll asit did hisown. Why had
Princess Caroline summoned him from Boston? Why had Mr. Threader wanted to make a Clubb with
him?Why did Roger want him to find the Longitude and Leibniz want him to make athinking machine?
Why did the likes of Saturn trail him through Hockley-in-the-Hole, asking for spiritua direction? Why did
Isaac solicit hisaid?Why did Mr. Baynes expect Daniel to look after his wayward daughter in
Bridewe1? Why were Colond Barnes and Sergeant Shaftoe asking him these pointed questions today?

Because they were dl scared, and, just like Danid, they longed for Hope, and sought anyone who might
giveit to them; and when they drew up their mental inventories of who was and wasn't scared, why,
somehow—through what was either agrotesque error or amiracle—they put Danid in the“wasn't
scared” column.

Danid laughed when he understood this. Bob Shaftoe might’ ve been unnerved by that. But because Bob
had got in the habit of thinking Daniel wasn't scared, he read it as further evidence of Danidl’ s supreme
and uncanny self-confidence.

What to make of it? Danid briefly considered hiring one of the printersin &. Paul’ s Churchyard to make
up abroadsheet in which he, Daniel Waterhouse, declared to the whole world that he was scared shitless
nearly al thetime. And in other timesthis might have been afair course—humiliating to be sure, but
honest, and a sure way to berid of al these needy people who wanted to feed from his supposed rich
store of Hope.

But that wasto take a child’ s view of the Pandora s Box story, and to conceive of Hope as an angdl.
Perhaps what Pandora had wasredlly just ajack-in-the-box, and Hope had never been anything more
than a clock-work clown, adeus ex machina.

God from the machine. Daniel had spent enough time with thestrical machinery to watch itsworkings,
and its effect upon audiences, with acynicd eye. Indeed, had passed through along phase of despising
the theatre, and the groundlings who paid money to be fooled.



But coming back to London (which had theatres) from Boston (which didn’t), he had seen that his
cynicism had been ill-founded. London was a better city, England a more advanced place, for its
theatres. It was not wrong for people to be fooled by actors, or even by machinery.

And s0 even if Hope was a contrived thing—a mechanism that popped up out of Pandora s Box by dint
of levers and springs—it was by no means bad. Which signified that if a crowd of people had somehow
deluded themselvesinto phant’ sying that Daniel was un-afraid, and, from that, were now generating
Hope and courage of their own, why, that was an excellent practice. Daniel was obliged to remain upon
the stage and to play hisrole, beit never so false. Because by doing so he might defesat the contagion of
panic that was |eading men like Bolingbroke to pursue such abysmdly stupid gambits. False,
machine-made Hope could make real Hope—that was the true Alchemy, the turning of lead into gold.

“CharlesWhiteisvery like my lord Jeffreys, would you not say?’

“In many respects, yes, guv.”

“Do you recall the night we hunted Jeffreys down like arabid dog, and arrested him, and sent him to
judtice?

“Indeed, guv, | have dined out on the tale for aquarter-century.”

Which explained much, for the tale had probably grown in the re-telling, and made Daniel seem more
heroic than he' d been in the event.

“When you and | were leaving the Tower that evening, we encountered John Churchill—I use hisname
thus since he was not yet Marlborough in those days.”

“That | do remember. And the two of you drew aside for a private conversation, in the middle of the
causaway where you' d not be overheard.”

“Indeed. And the subject of that conversation must remain as private as ever. But do you recall how it
ended?’

“Thetwo of you shook hands, very pompoudly, asif closing a Transaction.”

“You are aimost too keen for your own good, Sergeant. Now, from what you know of Marlborough,
and of me, do you phant’ sy either of usisthe sort to renege on a Transaction, solemnly entered into in
such apass. before the very gates of the Tower of London, on the eve of the Glorious Revolution, when
both of our liveshung in the balance?”

“Of coursenot, Sir. | never—"

“I know. Stay. Only let me say to you now, Sergeant, that our Transaction isgill dive, even today; that
the present voyage and mission are part of it; that al iswell, and the Revolution only grows more
Gloriouswith each passing day.”

“That'sall | wanted to hear, guv,” said Bob with alittle bow.

Daniel ressted theurgeto sayl know it is.



The Monument, London
LATE AFTERNOON

HALF-WAY UP THEY STOPPEDto pant. The two younger pilgrims shared a stone ledge lit by awee
air-hole; some stone-masons had goneto alot of trouble, here, to frame atoenail of gassy white sky in
thunderous vault-work.

“Pity "tissuch an indifferent day,” said one, but not until after he’d lunged at the window and worked his
lungs, for aminute, like black-smith’ sbdlows.

“WEe ll haveto gin up our ownmeteor ology,” answered the other. He jammed a shoulder into acrevice
of light that had opened up between the frame of the window and hisfellow-pilgrim’ sribs, pried him out
of theway, and availed himsdlf of someair. Being London-air it could not be calledfresh , but it wasan
improvement on the congealed miasmathat filled these confines: asort of well-shaft two hundred feet

high.
An older pilgrim, severa turns of the helix below them, ssumbled. He was too short of breath to curse.

He had to be content with inhaing and exhaling in avery crossway. “Ouit...of ...my... light!” hethen
managed, one syllable per stair-tread.

The younger two—who were not redly dl that young, being in their middle thirties—moved up. Then
they came aware of an impending need to make way for three young gentlemen who were descending.
These had dl prudently removed their small-swords from their hangers, so as not to trip on them, and
were carrying the wegpons before them like saints with crucifixes.

The two ascenders by the window were garbed dl in black, except for their white collars, and even had
black capes reaching below their knees. They were evidently Nonconformists. Quakers, or even
Barkers. The three descenders were gaudy Piccadilly boys reeking of snuff and gin.

“Beg pardon, we have been up to view Heaven,” sang one of the latter, “and found it ever so boring,
and now we arein agreat hurry to reach Hell.” His companions laughed.

The pilgrims had their backsto the light and their facesto the dark. Otherwise, un-pilgrim-like
amusement might have been seen.

“Makeway for them, brother,” said the uppermost of the two young Dissidents, “ Heaven can wait forus
Hdl’ shungry forthese. ” Heflattened himsdlf against the wall, back to the chilly stone. But his brother
was disfigured by an enormous hump on the back, and had to retreat to the window, and lean

backwardsinto the cavity.

“You'reinmyfucking light!” re-iterated the old one, now barely visible as a disembodied white collar
spirding up the dusky shaft.

“Making way for some unrepentant sinners, father,” explained the humpback. “Do thou comport thysalf
asagood Chrigian pilgrim.”

“Why don’'t you take’ em hostage! ? We need hostages!”

Thisextraordinary suggestion welled up out of the gloom just as the foremost of the three young fops
was squeezing past the pilgrim who' d backed against the wall. They were so close that the latter could



hear the former’ s ssomach growling, and the former smelt oysters on the latter’ s breath. They shared a
Moment there, each in his own mind weighing the threats. One had a sword, but hisback wasto a
hundred-foot abyss. The other was pinned to astonewall, but carrying along pilgrim’ s saff.

The Heaven-bound one averted his gaze politely—not a thing to be done with ease, as he had the look
of one who had never lost a staredown—and called to the one below, “ O Father, | have spoke with
them, and found that they are all Englishmen. Not French dragoons as we had first supposed.” Hethen
winked a Sword Boy—who, getting it, said, “Ah,” then, * *tiswell—no fit place for an Engagement,
this” and then went on to maneuver past the humpback. A few moments later, the three Hell-bound
could be heard bidding good day to the old pilgrim with the offensive politeness reserved for the mad.

“Timefor aswop,” said the humpback. He moved up from the window, shedding some gray glare on
the staggering old man, and threw off his cape to revea agreat long helmet-shaped object strapped to
his back. Getting it off, and transferring it to the other, was several minutes feverish work. By the end of
it they had made themsalves near asirritable asthe elder.

He had caught up with them and leaned towards the window to catch his breath. The light shoneon a
face imprinted with more odd and unwholesome taes than awarehouse full of Bibles. “An indifferent
day,” he repeated mockingly. “1 know not what you mean. The westher does not make the day. We
make the day, as suits us. Thisday it suits me to destroy the currency of the Realm. The weather isfine”

“Thisbloody stair has holiday-makers tramping up and down, can’t you keep asecret, Dad?’ said the
foremost, who was now trapped in aweb of lashings that bound the helmet-shaped thing to his spine.

“Aslong asthat isin plain view, "tisfarcica to make agreat show of discretion, Immy,” returned Dad.
Taking the point, Jmmy’ s brother—who now stood straight-backed, and carried the pilgrim’s
gaff—threw the cape over Immy’ s shoulders, turning him into a bent hunchback. “Isthere redlly no
better way to gain entry to the Tower, Dad?’

“What do you mean!?’

“There' s public taverns crowded right againgt the foot of the wall. From there, agrapnel tossed up to the
battlements—"

“The prisoners have maid-servants who go to and from market every day. Y ou could disguise yourself
asoneof them,” suggested Jmmy.

“Or hidein one of the Mint’ s hay-wains.”

“Or in one of those great bloody wagonsthey useto bring in the Cornishtin...”

“Or pretend to be the barber to some nobletraitor...”

“I mysdf have sneaked in with night-time buria processions, just to have alook around the plece...”
“Y ou could bribe the Wharf-guard to overlook you when they lock the place up for the night...”
The old man said, “Danny boy, if you hadn’t spent the last month at Shive Tor making dl ready; and

Jmmy, if you hadn’t been toiling over the coin-presses; you' d know that haf of our numberdid. But for
me to enter by some such subtile way would not serve thepurpose now, would it? Don't stand there



agawping at your Dad, move aong, let’s get it done before the whole venture misfires! And if you get
ahead of me, and you meet with any decent London folk who' d make good witnesses, why, don't be
foolish, take’em hostage! Y ou know how it’ sdone!”

A few minutes later they burst out into the light, and found themsdlves sharing a square stone platform
with four Jews, two Filipinos, and aNegro.

“"Tislike the set-up for one of those tedious jests that are proffered in Taverns by Imbeciles,” muttered
the old pilgrim, but no one heard him.

Jmmy and Danny were flabbergasted by the view: the new dome of St. Paul’sin one direction, about a
mile away. Opposite, and only haf asfar, the Tower of London. Just below them, and so close that they
could hear the grinding of the Dutch water-engines being impelled by the out-going tide, was London
Bridge.

“Tombal What are these bloody Sons of Isradl doing here! 7’ he demanded of the Negro.

Tombawas Stting crosdegged at the southeast corner of the platform. In hislap wasapulley, or in
nautical jargon ablock, asbig asabull’shead. He removed awhaebone fid from his mouth and said,
“They came up to look at the view, mon. They’ ve caused us no troubles.” He had a spray of dreadlocks
that would fill abushel basket.

“Redly | meant, in alarger sense, why do | encounter them everywhere | go,” said theold
pilgrim—though he was now stripping off the collar and cape to reveal conventional breeches, a
long-skirted coat, and a breathtaking waistcoat made of cloth of gold with silver buttons. He made sure
that the Jaws saw it. “ Amgaterdam, Algiers, Cairo, Manila—now here.”

Tomba shrugged. “ They got herefirst. Y ou can’t pretend astonishment, when you see’em.” He was
working on asplice. This platform on which they al stood wasimpaled, asit were, on the shaft of the
Monument: an immense fluted column that stood alone on Fish Street Hill. Supposedly itsfoundation
covered the place where the Fire had started in 1666. Or so ' twas asserted by the Latin inscription on its
base, which blamed the conflagration on Popish incendiaries, despatched from the Vatican. At any rate
the middle of the high viewing-platform was occupied by astone cylinder, which was the upper terminus
of the stairway, aswell asthe support for diverse Barock decorations, knobs, lanthorns, & c. piled on top
to make the Monument that much taller. Severd turns of rope had been laid round this by the two
Filipinos, who' d set out their street-shoesin atidy row so that they could work barefoot, sailor-style.
The same ropes passed through the eye of the huge block on Tomba slap. To look at it, alandlubber
would phant’ sy that the pulley had dready been made fast to the top of the Monument; but the Filipinos
were riggers, and would not let it rest until agood deal more splicing, seizing, stropping, and serving had
been effected. They’ d been busy enough, until now; but the arrival of the man in the golden waistcoat
threw them into alather, and even the Jews backed away from them, lest they get jabbed by a
marlinspike or bludgeoned by aheaver, and find their ford ocks unfathomably convolved with a

turk’ s-head.

The father of Jmmy and Danny went the long way round to the east Sde of the platform. A spyglass
emerged from his pocket and snicked out to length. He scanned some third of amile of London,
gretching from the square at the base of the Monument to the vast killing-ground of Tower Hill. Fifty
years before, this had al been smoking cinders and puddles of liquefied roofing-lead. It followed that all
the buildings standing there today were Stuart, and al of *em were brick, except for afew
Wren-churches, which had alot of stone to them. Closest was St. George's, so near by that he could
jump from here and splatter on itsroof. But he had no usefor St. George' stoday, save asalandmark to



edtablish aheading. Raising his glass then brought him straight to aview of St. Mary-at-Hill, five hundred
and some feet from the Monument’ s gaudy plinth. A bloke with aspyglasswas perched inits cupola; he
took the instrument from his eye and waved. It seemed a cheerful gesture, not awarning, so he did not let
his gaze linger there, other than to verify that there was a crosshow-man on the roof of that church,
standing next to a copper tun and facing across the street (St. Mary Hill) toward ablock of buildingson
the eastern side. Beyond those, afew degreesto starboard, was agreat hulk of achurch,
S.-Dungtan-in-the-East. Unauthorized personnd had likewise gained accessto roof of same. It lay al of
ahundred yards from St. Mary-at-Hill; and another hundred yards to the east of it was another bulky
fabrique whose roof too was infested with crossbow-men and other unlikely trespassers. Thiswould be
Trinity House, the Guild or Clubb of Thamesriver-pilots. The lower floorswould be sparsely occupied
with retired tillermen drunk on sherry and wondering what al the confounded fuss was about.

Diverting now ahit to port, and some five hundred feet down-range, he found All Hallows Church,
eadly picked out by Barking Churchyard, which wrapped around it north, east, and south. Other than a
sole sentry in the steeple, the place looked innocuous, the only activity was afunera-procession making
itsway into the churchyard from Tower Stret.

Beyond that was Tower Hill, an open glacis between the buildings of London and the moat of the
Tower. It was put to diverse uses, viz. site of public decapitations, place for drilling of troops, and
picnic-ground. Some ventured to name it agreen. Today it was wholly brown, but enlivened by stripes of
red. The garrison of the Tower used it as a place to rehearse their tedious drills and maneuvers. This
explained why it was brown, for the grass had not been able to maintain agrip on the pounded mud. The
troopswere drilling at this very moment, which explained the red stripes, for the Queen’s Own Black
Torrent Guard, despite their name, wore red coats. They were grouped by company, which made it easy
to number them even without aid of a spyglass. Indeed their orderly battle-lines|ooked like nothing so
much astaly-marks scratched in red chak on aclay tile.

“I make them adozen! There are fourteen companiesin al; the First is downriver; twelve are there on
Tower Hill; one, asis customary, standeth watch over the Tower. Of those, how many are out on the
Wharf? Have you talied them yet? No, never mind, ye' |l be assembling acertain Device...whereismy
damned bagpiper? Ah, now | see him, strolling on Water Lane...why, | phant’ sy | can even hear his
Heathenish Strains. Too bad for the Lieutenant! Now, where' smy Fire?” He twitched the glass hard to
port, sweeping it across the whole expanse of the Tower. The northern wall and the moat flashed by, and
then the stretch of Tower Hill that lay due north of the complex. Thiswas but anarrow patch of open
ground, for the city stretched out alobe toward the Tower here, nearly pinching the Tower Hill greenin
half. At its closest approach, some of the buildings dong Postern Row came within astone sthrow of the
Moat. These belonged not to the city of London but to the Tower of London itself; they were called the
Tower hamlets, they had their own militia, their own Justices of the Peace, and their own Fire Brigade.
Which was not merely a pedantic observation. For one of the buildingsin the Tower Hamletswas on fire.
Thetrail of smoke aboveit told that it had been smouldering for along time; but just now, orange flames
began to billow from itswindows. The Fire Brigade had been cdled out from the taverns where they
patiently waited, day in and day out, for an excuse to do their duty, and they were hastening out of the
hamlets diverse courts and culs-de-sac, out of Didtiller’s Y ard and Savage Gardensinto Woodruff
Lane. But they were outnumbered, and generally out-run, by persons who merely wanted to seea
building burn down. Thiswas the ever-present Mobility; or, for short, the Mobb.

“My peoplel” exclaimed the man mawkishly. Satisfied, he took the glass down from hiseye, blinked a
few times, and attended to the near-at-hand for thefirst timein savera minutes. A huge Indian, blinded
by sweet, was emerging from the stair carrying a bucket of silk thread. One of the Filipinos had scaled
the stone knob at the top of the Monument, agood twenty feet above, and lashed himsdlf to the base of
the lanthorn. He caught acoil of rope underhanded to him by his partner. Tomba spliced away, wielding



that fib like ascribe with apen, and glancing up dertly from timeto time. The four Jews had made a
caba in the southwest corner and were avidly speculating as to what the hell was going on. The only ones
completely usdesswere Jmmy and Danny, dill gazing, gobsmacked, down into the Tower.

“Wake up, ye bloody pratsl” said the old man in the golden waistcoat. “Lest | come over and knock the
dust out 0’ yer skulls.” Then, before he could summon up any more such endearments, he was distracted
by items of interest in theriver Thames.

On the downstream side of the Bridge, a derelict-looking barge was tied up to the fourth starling from
the near end. A short distance downstream, asoop could be seen anchored in the Pool. Shewasin the
act of weighing anchor. Thiswas not remarkable. But she was running out her guns, whichwas ; and to
boot, some hands were busy on her aft end, preparing to hoist ablue flag covered with gold fleurs-de-lis.

But even more than these, what truly commanded his attention was a huge wagon coming acrossthe
Bridge from Southwark, drawn by ateam of eight horses. It looked like the sort of wagon that might be
used to convey great building-stones from rurd quarriesinto the precincts of the city. But its burden was
covered by worn-out sails, and it was preceded and followed by a swarm of jubilant Black-guards who,
if they were keeping to form, were probably picking pockets, purses, and shop-windows clean as they
went, like grasshoppers progressing through afield of ripe grain. Asthey crossed the Square—the open
fire-break in mid-span—aman jumped off the wagon, darted to the downstream side, leaned over the
parapet, and waved a swath of yellow cloth over his head afew times. His eyes were directed toward
the fourth starling. There, a cutlass severed a painter. The barge began to drift down with thetide.

“My boys. My doves,” said the man in the golden waistcoet. “Every varlet in amileradiusisdoing mea
favor of some description, save you twain. Do you not wot how long it took meto hoard al of thefavors
| am spending in this hour? Favors are harder to get than money. Faith, what | am doing here now islike
shoveling guinessinto the sea. Why am | doing it? Smple, boys: "tisal for you. All | want isto provide
you lads with a proper Mum to look after you.” His voice had gone thick; hisface had collapsed and
now bore no trace of anger. “ Starin’ at yon Tower asif you' d never seen theminars of Shahjahanabad.
Remindin’ me of my own sef, awee mudlark boy, first time Bob and | sdlied up theriver. Fascinating it
might be to you, who' ve been’ tending to other matters, and 'tending well, | might add. But | am so
bloody sick of the place, € enthough I've ne€ er set foot init. A thorough study of the Tower of London
your father has made. Where the Tower is concerned, | am, as our friend Lord Gy would say, adungeon
0 learnin’. No smdl toil for one as unused to study as|. Spent many hours plying with drink your Irish
outlaws who have garrisoned it, and know its odd corners and passages. Sent artistsin to sketch methis
or that tower. Stood up here on howling bitter days peering at it through a perspective-glass. Wooed the
Tower's maid-servants, bribed and blackmailed the Warders. To me'tisnow asfamiliar asaparish
churchtoitsaged vicar. | have traced through fodid streetsthe invisible boundary of the Liberty of the
Tower. | know which prisoners are close kept, and which have been granted that Liberty. | know the
amount of the stipend that the Constable of the Tower is paid for looking after a Commoner-of-
means and a Commoner-without-means. Of the gunsthat ook out o er theriver, | know which arein
good order, and may not befired because of dry rot in their carriages. | know the number of dogs, how
many of them are pets, how many are strays, and how many of the latter are mad. | know which prisoner
dwellswith which Warder in which house. | know the amount of the customary tip one must giveto a
Warder to gain entry to the Inner Ward. When the Gentleman Porter goes into the country to take the
waters, and cannot 'tend to his customary duty of locking the Tower’ s gates at haf-past-tenin the
evening, who takes over that duty for him?1 know. Did you know that the Steward of the Court of the
Liberty of the Tower does double duty asits Coroner? Or that the Apothecary serves by warrant of the
Congtable, whereas the Barber isawhally informa and unsworn position? | do, and indeed the Barber is
one of our number. All these and numberless other things | know concerning the Tower. And a theend
of my studies| have concluded that the place is naught more than just another queer English town, with a



rickety wooden gaol and a parish church, and the only thing of note about it isthat money is made there,
and itsleading citizensare dl Lords committed for High Treason. | inform you of thisnow so you' |l not be
let downanon when it’samply shown ’tistrue; and also, so that you' Il stop gawping &t it, and count the
redcoats in the Wharf Guard, and assemble the fucking Rocket!”

Jmmy and Danny had begun to rouse from their stupor round the point in the soliloquy when their father
had brought up the subject of rabid dogs—even for those who lived alife of danger, thiswas acertain
attention-getter. The terminal word “rocket” jolted them like the noose at arope s end. Jmmy shrugged
off hiscape and let it crumple to the stone deck. For afew moments Danny |ooked to be committing
fratricide as he worked with adirk under his brother’sarms, but he was only cutting avay the web of
ropes that bound the helmet-shaped burden to his back.

“Damn me, | should watch more and discourseless,” remarked their father, surveying the rooftops
below through hisglass. “ They’' ve strung the lineswhile | was prating.”

A thread of gossamer now connected the steeples of St. Mary-at-Hill and &t. Dunstan-in-the-East, and
thence ran dmogt in agtraight line to the roof of Trinity House. But haply he focused on the streaming
gutter of Tower Street just in time to see a crossbow-bolt flying aboveit. This pierced the copper
roof-skin of All Hallows Church. It had only lodged there for afew moments when a dark-skinned,
barefoot man scrambled to it, and commenced a curious hand-over-hand pantomime. Hewas pulling in
yards of silken thread, too fine to be resolved by the glass. It was originating from a smooth-rubbed
copper vat on theroof of Trinity House, and it got thicker ashe pulled it in, so that if one had the
patience to stand there and watch, it might in the end become visible.

Hediverted hisglass afew arc-seconds down into the adjoining churchyard, where the funera had
taken amacabre turn: the lid of the coffin had been tossed aside to reved ahelmet-shaped object with a
long stick projecting from its base. Stored in the foot of the sarcophagus was another vat of coiled
thread.

From there it was aflick of the glassto Tower Hill. The red lineswere gone! The companies of soldiers
had marched away. He scanned the Hill until he' d found them again: they had done just as he’ d hoped.
They had marched toward the smoke and the fire. As how could they not, for the fire had broken out ina
building not far from Black Horse Stables, where these dragoons kept many of their horses. The protocol
of London fireswas as fixed and changeless asthat of a coronation: first the fire brigades came, then the
Mobb arrived, and finally soldiers marched out to drive away the Mobb. All was proceeding according
to tradition.

Hetook the glass from his eye to make sure that his sonswere doing their bit for the Plan. Indeed, they
had lashed the pilgrim-staff to the rocket-head, and leaned it againgt the railing, aimed in the genera
direction of St. Mary-at-Hill. Severa yards of iron chain trailed from the end of the stick and were now
being spliced to aloose end of cord that trailed over the brim of the kettle that the Indian had lugged up
here. So that was asit should be. He glanced straight down to verify that the large wagon was booming
into position at the foot of the column. Then he moved in the direction of theriver, to check on his nava
maneuvers, but as he came near the sair exit, his progresswas all of asudden blocked by atall dender
fellow in along robe, who emerged not even breathing hard.

“Bloody Hell—our Supervisor’s here, boys.”
In response, spitting noises from Jmmy and Danny.

The robed one cast back his hood to reveal black hair with gray streaks and an unfashionable, but



admittedly handsome, goatee. “ Good day, Jack.”

“Say insteadBonjour, Jacques , so that our hostages shal make anote of your Frenchitude. And while
you are & it, Father Ed, make the sign of the cross afew timesto show off your Catholicity.”

Father Edouard de Gex switched happily to French and raised his voice.| shdl have more than one
occasion to cross mysdlf before we are finished. Mon Dieu, are these the only hostages you could
arrange? They are Jews.”

“I amaware of it. They’ Il make better witnesses, as being impartid to the quarrdl.”

Father Edouard de Gex’s nose was a magnificent piece of bone architecture surmounting nostrils big
enough to swallow wine-corks. He put them to good use now, literdly sniffing a the Jews. He threw
back and cast off hislong robe to reveal the black cassock of a Jesuit, complete with swingeing crucifix,
rosary, and other regalia. The Jews—who had supposed, until now, that the business with the pulley was
part of routine Monument maintenance—now could not choose between astonishment and fear; We
came up to take in the view, they seemed to say,and never expected the Spanish Inquisition.

“Where arethe coins?’ de Gex demanded.

“Onyour climb, did you nearly get tumbled off the Sair by agreat Indian who was on hisway down?’
13 OJi -”

“When next we see him, he'll have the coins. Now, if you do not mind, I’d gladly have alook at the
river.” Jack skirted de Gex and raised his glass, then fatered, ashe did not redlly need it. The barge was
drifting downriver with the tide-surge, and had covered perhaps a quarter of the distance to Tower
Wharf. Men had emerged onto its deck and busied themsdlves with now-familiar preparaionsinvolving
ropes and rockets. Asfor the doop, she had now run out her French flag for everyone in the Pool to see,
and seemed to be making a course for the Tower. Men were suddenly crowding her decks. men dressed
all dikein powder-blue coats. If Jack had bothered with the spyglass, he could have seen ropes,
grapnels, blunderbusses, and other Marine hard-ware in their hands.

The question was. was anyonein the Tower bothering to look? What if Jack threw a Boarding Party, and
nobody came?

Behind him de Gex, in the universa manner of Supervisory Personages, was asking usaless questions.
“Jmmy, what think you?’

“I think too much pivots on outcomes within the Tower,” was Jmmy’ s bleak answer.

De Gex seemed pleased to’ ve been served up this opportunity to discharge the priestly office of
succouring those who despaired. “Ah, | know the Tower is of an aspect veryformidable. But unlettered
man that you are, you want historica perspective. Do you know, Jmmy, who wasthefirst prisoner ever
held in the Tower of London?’

“No,” answered Jmmy, after deciding not to exercise his other option, viz. flinging de Gex off the
Monument.

“It was his holiness Ranulf Flambard, Bishop of Durham. And do you know, Jmmy, who wasthefirst
prisoner toescape from the Tower?’



“Noidea”

“Ranulf Hambard. Thiswasin the year of our Lord eeven hundred and one. Since then very little has
changed. The Tower’ sinmates refrain from escaping, not because the place is so competently looked
after, but because they are mostly English gentlemen, who would look on it as bad formto leave. If the
place were managed by Frenchmen our plan would be certain to fail, but as matters stand—"

“Come, they’re notso bad,” Jack put in, *“ see how the redcoats swarm to the Wharf. The darm has gone
up.”

“Excdlent,” de Gex purred. “ Then aRussian and a Scotsman may achieve what no Englishman would
dream of .”

SloopAtaI anta, off theldeof Grain

LATE AFTERNOON

WHEN NEXT THEY SAWCOLONEL Barnes, they were well down the last reach of the Hope. The
tide was rushing away from them so ardently that it threatened to groundAtdanta on the floor of an empty
Thames. Theriver drew narrower every minute as its contents fled to the sea, exposing vast gray-brown
datheringsto the air. Southend could be seen afew miles off the port bow, stranded in amud desert. But
what dominated the prospect was the sweep of the open ocean, which now subtended afull quarter of
the horizon.

To starboard afat snuous river could be seen meandering out through the Kent marshes and nearly
exhaudting itsdlf asit struggled across the ever-widening flat, trying to connect with the Thames.

“ItisYantlet Creek,” announced Colonel Barnes. “All that liesbeyond it is not the mainland, but thelde
of Gran.”

“How can acresk form anidand?’ Danid inquired.

“Questions such asthat are the penalty we suffer for inviting Natura Philosophers,” Barnes Sghed.
“Sir |saac asked, to0?’

“Yes, and I'll give you the same answer.” Barnes unrolled his map, and traced theS of Y antlet Creek
inland to aplace whereit joined up with aganglion of other creeks, some of which flowed the other
direction, into the Medway on the opposite side of theide.

“Gravity seemsto be mocking us here—who can explain the flow of these streams?’ Daniel mused.

“Perhaps Leibniz can,” Barnes returned, sotto voce.

“Soitistruly anidand,” Daniel admitted, “which raises the question: how will your mounted companies
be ableto crossover to it? | assumethat iswhat they are doing.”

Barnes used one dirty fingernail to trace the line of aroad from the ferry wharf at Gravesend eastwards
aong the foot of the chak hills. Where the Thames had jogged north to swing round the hammerhead,



the road angled south to cut across its narrow handle, and then to follow the higher and drier ground a
few milesinland of the Thames. “Here' swhere they should have got ahead of us,” Barnessaid. “And
here isthe bridge—the only bridge—over Y antlet Creek to the lde of Grain.”

“Military man that you are, you lay great stress upon the onliness of that bridge,” Daniel remarked.

“Military man that | am, | have made it mine, for today,” Barnes stated. “My men have crossed over it,
and hold the Ideend.” Then he checked hiswatch, to reassure himself. “ Jack and his men are pent up
now on that Ide, they cannot escape by land. And if they should attempt it by sea—why, we shall be
waiting for them, shan't we?’

He could learn nothing further from the map, so Daniel looked up. He could now see arectangular keep
sticking up out the top of a cairn-like foundation, perhaps amile ahead of them.

At high tide, Shive Tor might make, if not a pretty picture, then at least a striking Gothick spectacle,
jutting out of sparkling water off the shore of the Ide of Grain, brooding over thetraffic of shipsthrough
England’ sfront gate. But at this moment it stood alonein the middle of an expanse of drained muck the
Szeof London.

“If Jack lives up to hisreputation, he'll have avessd at his disposa—yperhaps a bigger and better one
than this” Danidl said—Iessto rai se a serious objection than to egg Barnes on.

“But ook beyond—behold what liesin the distance!” Barnes exclaimed.

Daniel now gazed past Shive Tor and perceived that there was water again, amile or two beyond it. It
required amoment or two to persuade himsdlf that this must be the channd of the Medway. On thefar
bank of that lay a system of fortificationswith afishing-village cowering behind it: Sheerness.

“If Jack breaksfor France, we need only signal Sheerness Fort. The Admirdty shall seeto therest,”
Barnes said. He said it distractedly, as he' d telescoped a brass perspective-glassto full length and was
using it to squint a Shive Tor. “Not to worry, though—as we expected, he' shigh and dry. Thereé sa
ship-channel, you see, so that the Tor can be serviced by water, and Jack’ s been dredging it deeper and
deeper, s0 he can sail right up to the Tor with larger and larger vessals—but it s no use during a spring
tide. Alongboat would scrape the bottom of that ditch thisevening.”

Round the time Shive Tor had emerged from behind the Ide of Grain, anew wind had flooded over the
starboard bow. For the last few minutes the sailors had been attending to it, trimming the canvas. Thelr
bus ness masked the more subtle operations of Ssgnalmen, who were a work with flagstrying to
communicate (or so Danid assumed) with the dragoons who had disembarked at Gravesend. There was,
in other words, abit of alull. Quite obvioudy, it would not last, and then there was no telling when Daniel
would have another opportunity to spesk to Barnes.

“Don’t mind Roger,” he said.

“Beg your pardon, Sr?’

“The Marquis of Ravenscar. Don’t betroubled. | shall send him anote.”

“What sort of note, precisely?’

“Oh, | don’'t know. ‘ Dear Roger, fascinated to hear you are raising an army, oddly enough, soam I, and



have dready invited Colond Barnesto be my Commander-in-Chief. Do let’sbe dlies. Your

comrade-in-
ams, Danid.’”

Barnes wanted to laugh but could not quite trust hisears, and so held it in, and went apoplectic red. “I
should beindebted,” he said.

“Not at dl.”
“If my men wereto suffer, because of some political—"

“It isquite out of the question. Bolingbroke shdl live out his declining yearsin France. The Hanovers
shdl come, and when they do, | shdl extol you and your men to Princess Caroline.”

Barnes bowed to him. Then he said, “ Or perhaps not, depending upon what happensin the next hour.”
“It shal go splendidly, Colonel Barnes. One more thing, before we are embroiled—7

“Yes, Doctor?”’

“Y our superior wanted to convey some message to me?’

“I beg your pardon?’

“The Black-guard who accosted you on Tower Wharf thismorning.”

“Ahyes” Barnes said, and grinned. “ Great big chap, dark and abit gloomy, would' ve made afine
dragoon. Spokeinwords | did not fully understand. Which was probably hisintent. Wanted meto tell

youthat it wasalay.”
Danid was frozen for a.count of ten.
“Youdl right, Doctor?’
“This breeze off the seais quite bracing.”
“I'll get you ablanket.”
“No, stay.... Those...those were hiswords?‘It'salay’ ?’
“That wasthe entire message. What' sit signify? If you don’t mind my asking.”
“It means we should al turn around and go back to London.”
Barneslaughed. “Why’ d we want to do such athing, Doctor?’
“Becausethisisatrap. No, don't you see? They somehow—Jack somehow—knew.”
“Knew what, Doctor?’

“Everything. Heled uson.”



Barnestook amoment to think it through. “What, you' re saying the Russian was planted?’
“Just s0! Why ese would he have divulged so much, so soon?’

“Because Charles White had histesticlesin avise?’

“No, no, no. I’'mtelling you, Colond—"

“Too fanciful,” wasthe verdict of Barnes. “Morelikdly, the Black-guard’ sin the pay of Jack, and, ina
last-ditch gambit to stop usfrom coming out here, tried to scare us off with words.”

Therewas no changing Barnes' smind. Daniel had committed agrave error by ingtilling Barneswith
Hopefirg,then trying to make him afraid. If awant of hope made men desperate, a surfeit of it made
them stupid in awholly other way. Hope was tricky business, it seemed, and ought to be managed by
someone with more experience of it than Danidl.

They were accosted by alone musket-shot from shore. The captain ordered his seamen to dacken the
canvas until they were only just making head-way. A skiff had pushed off from the indistinct shore of the
Ideof Grain. News of it rapidly penetrated the quarterdeck and brought Charles White and Sir Isaac
Newton up to the poop.

In afew minutes the skiff came adongside them, carrying alieutenant of the King’s Own Black Torrent
Guards. It had been commandeered from aloca fisherman and hisboy, who did al thework. They were
not so much put out by thisturn of events, asincredulous.

The lieutenant brought a cargo of words, and unloaded it with no small pride on the poop deck. These
words were accepted as vauable military intelligence by dl present save Daniel, who construed them
only as additiona tricks put in their way by Jack the Coiner.

The gigt of it wasthat a brilliant success had been achieved. The dragoons had galloped over the Y antlet
Creek bridge half an hour ahead of schedule, and posted a platoon there to hold it. Therest of the
company had made for that stretch of shore-line nearest Shive Tor, and posted alookout on St. James's
Church. Thiswas built on the nearest thing the Ide of Grain had to ahill, and looked straight out across
the tide flats. There the command post had been established. Most of the company was now deployed
below it, at the high tide line, ready either to intercept any counterfeiters fleeing from the Tor on foot, or
to mount a charge across the flats and storm the building. All of which had been noted by the inmates of
the Tor, who had burned afew documents (or so it could be guessed from interpreting smoke) and then
tried to escape by water.

Moored on the seaward side of the Tor, in the dredged channel, had been a boat of perhaps sixty feet in
length, built on the lines of a Dutch ocean-going fishing vessdl called ahooker. As Daniel, son of a
smuggler, knew, thiswould be an idedl sort of craft for illicit traffic across the North Sea. Drake had used
boats with flatter bottoms, because he tended to unload in shalow coastdl creeks, but since Jack had his
own ship-channel, he could carry out athriving trade with a degper-draught vessel such asthis hooker.
The occupants of Shive Tor had hastily loaded some items onto the hooker, raised sail, and tried to take
her down the channel to open water. But she had run aground dmost immediately, no more than a
bowshot from the Tor. They had flung out enough stuff to refloat her, then et the wind—which was
abeam—ypush her to the side of the wee channel, where she had run aground for good. This had opened
the channd again and enabled at least some of them to make their escape in asort of whaling boat: not
much bigger than alongboat, but equipped with a mast and asail, which had been raised onceit had



been rowed free of the channd. The whaer’ sflight was being watched from St. James' s Church. But not
much longer; in another hour, darknesswould fdll.

Having concluded this narration, the lieutenant awaited orders. Now, Mr. Charles White, who was quite

obvioudy the master of this expedition, had the good form to ook expectantly a Barnes, giving him leave
to utter the command.

Barnes consdered it for along time—to the shock, then irritation, of Charles White and Isaac Newton
both. Finally he shrugged and gave orders. Thislieutenant was to be rowed back to shore, where he was
to order an advance acrossthetida flatsto Shive Tor.Atdanta wasto raise sall and pursue the fleeing
whaler, pausing only to drop its longboat at the mouth of the Tor’ s dredged channel so that an advance
party could reach the Tor, arrest anyone who hadn’t made it onto the whaler’ s passenger list, and
salvage the grounded hooker before the resurgent tide floated it off.

These orders produced intense activity from all except Charles White, who responded with asigh of
mock relief and aroll of the eyes: what had taken Colonel Barnes so long? Precious seconds had been
wasted as he pondered what was obvious!

Barnes had turned his back on Whiteimmediately after giving the command. He thumped over to Danidl.

“You'recorrect,” Barnessaid. “It' s—what did your friend call it? A lay.”

“What brings this change of mind, Colonel Barnes?’

“Thefact that | had no decision to make. Animbecile could have given those orders.” He glanced over
at White. “And oneamostdid .”

“Isit your intention to remain aboard, or to go to the Tor in the longboat?’

“A peg-leg'sno usein muck,” Barnes said.

“Danid, | should benefit from your assstance at the Tor,” announced Sir 1saac Newton, breaking in on
their conversation from behind Barnes. He was shrugging on a coat, and had brought up awooden case
that, from the way that he glared at anyone who came near it, Daniel assumed must contain
Natura-Philosophick or Alchemicd instruments.

Barnes pondered for amoment.

“On the other hand,” he said, “| could aways hop about on one foot.”

Lieutenant’s Lodging, the Tower of London

LATE AFTERNOON

BY THE TIME HE GOTup to the late lieutenant’ s bedchamber, no fewer than four grappling-irons
were aready lodged in the silIs of its open windows. As he approached, afifth erupted through asash,
and flying glass nearly accounted for his remaining eye. He spun away, backed to the window, thrust his
hand out into the breeze, and skated it back and forth until he heard an answering cheer from below.

Sixteen months ago, Maclan had been arrested for aviolation of the Stabbing Act. The stabbee had
been an Englishman: aWhig who had mocked him in a coffee-house, pretending that he could not



understand aword the Scotsman was saying. The Prosecutor had been the Whig' swidow: amore
formidable opponent. By dint of various connivings and intrigues, she managed to trump up afew
moments impulsive dirk-work into an act of High Treason. Exploiting the fact that her |late husband had
been aMember of Parliament, she had convinced a magigtrate that the imbroglio had, in truth, been an
act of internationa espionage carried out by a Scottish Jacobite Tory against an important member of
Her Mgesty’ s Government. So Maclan had been committed to the Tower instead of Newgate Prison.
He had not set foot beyond the Inner Wall since then. Now, though, he staged half of an escape by
thrusting his head and shoulders out the window.

It was adifferent world out here. The only thing he had an eye for at first was doings on theriver: not the
easiest page for aone-eyed man to read, given the number and variety of ships strewn over the Pool. As
aboy he had thought ships wonders. As aveteran he saw them differently, each vessel acoagulated
Motive, afrozen Deed.

His eye soon picked out the triangular sails of adoop, and ablue French naval banner, and, below them
on the deck, an assembly of blue-coated soldiers. In case this were not a clear enough message, the
doop now fired aspotty barrage from its collection of swivel-guns. That, Maclan knew, served two
ends. it let the Wharf Guard know that these invaders were not amirage. But it was dso acueto the
other actorsin the play, letting them know that Maclan had hit his mark, and appeared in acertain
window.

Within the Moat and on the Wharf, at this moment, should be seventy-two private soldiers, four
corporas, four sergeants, two drums and asingle lieutenant, that being a single Company, and the
minimum complement deemed necessary to guard the place.

Of that number, aquarter of them—one platoon—would normally be concentrated aong the Wharf,
which was by far the most vulnerable face of the complex in that anyone in the world could come upto it
on aboat. The other three platoons would be scattered round the complex at a plethora of sentry-posts
and guard-houses: at the gates, causeways, and drawbridges, of course, but also before the doors of the
Y eoman Warders houses, in front of the Jewell Tower, and at diverse other check-points.

There were aso about two score Y eoman Warders. These were, in asomewhat technical sense,
soldiers—The Y eomen of the Guard of Our Lady the Queen, “the Queen’s Spears,” the vestiges of a
sort of Praetorian Guard that Henry V11 had organized after Bosworth Field. But Maclan was rather less
concerned with them, for they were scattered amongst their cottages looking after prisoners, they were
not well armed, and they were not redlly run after the fashion of amilitary unit.

Normally Charles White and afew of the Queen’ s Messengers—who actually were rather dangerous
lads—would be hanging around the place. But they were off on ariver cruisetoday.

At least in theory there was aMilitia of the Tower Hamlets. But to muster these would take days, and to
get their firdocksin working order would take longer. Most of them dwelt on the wrong side of the Moat

anyway.

There was a Master Gunner, and under him four Gunners. By thistime of day the Master Gunner could
be counted on to be dead drunk. Only two of the Gunnerswould be on duty. And this meant Sittingin a
dungeon taking inventory of cannonballs—not manning the battlements ready to put fire to aloaded
Piece. To actualy load and fire the cannons and mortars on the Wharf and aong the parapets of the
walls required quite afew more bodies than that, and so it was aduty for the Guard. When the guns
werefired on the Queen' s Birthday or for the arrival of an ambassador, much of the regiment was kept
busy looking after them.



So the task at hand was to account for the some fifty-four guards who were not presently on the Wharf,
and put them out of action.

What Rufus Maclan wanted to hear, he heard now: the drummer on the Wharf hammering out atattoo
that meantAlarm, Alam! He could hear it clearly through thiswindow, indeed could' ve thrown astone
over thelow outer wall and hit the drummer-boy on the head. But it booted nothing for him to heer it.
The question was, could it be heard by the Guards sprinkled round the Mint and the Inner Ward over the
darms of thefire that was burning in the hamlets, north of the Moat?

There was no better vantage-point from which to answer such questions than the building he wasin now:
the Lieutenant’s Lodging. Maclan turned his back on the window and strode north, exiting the room and
stepping across a corridor. Thisbrought him, for amoment, in view of astaircase. Angusing, the big
red-headed lass, was coming up with afistful of skirt in one hand and aloaded pistol in the other. Her
face was flushed beneath the freckles as if someone had been flirting with her. “The Centindlsir
flichtered!” she proclaimed, “weengin away like aflocht o muir-cocks at the buller o' the guns.”

“Theguns, aye, but can they hear the tuck o thedrum ?’ Maclan wondered, and ducked into asmall
room under the gables. A long stride brought him to a mullioned window that framed aview of the
Parade. What he saw wasto his satisfaction: “A seereid,” he announced. “ ’ Tisabeginning.”

AsMaclan knew from having watched their interminable drills through the window of his prison, when
an darm sounded, the company on guard was supposed to form up at their barracks and march as
quickly as possible to the Parade. Thiswas more or lesswhat he was seeing now, abeit from adifferent
window. One platoon was there, wanting afew men, and enough privates had strayed in from other
platoons to assemble a couple of additiona squads.

The fact that Rufus Maclan had just stabbed the Lieutenant of the Tower to desth in hisown
dining-room had no effect a al, and would not have made a difference even if these men had been aware
of it. They were carrying out standing orders, which was exactly what was wanted at this stage of the
Plan. If the Lieutenant (Throwley) had been dive, or if the Colond of the regiment (Barnes) or even its
Master Sergeant (Shaftoe) had been present, any of them might have countermanded those standing
orders, and dashed the whole enterprise. As matters stood, none of them wasin a position to put his
superior intelligence to use here. Besides them, only three other personages stood in the chain of
command: the Congtable of the Tower (the late Ewell Throwley’ s superior) and the Deputy Lieutenant
and the Mgor (Throwley’ s subordinates). The Constable was presently taking the watersin the country,
trying to rid his system of three dozen faulty oysters he' d tucked into yesterday afternoon. The other two
had been drawn away for the afternoon on some pretext. And so the Tower guard, like akilled chicken
dashing around the farm-yard, was aping the remembered commands of a head that had aready been
thrown to the dogs.

The ranking sergeant was in the middle of the Parade, screaming abit of tender abuse at each solitary
lobsterback who came running in. Squads were schooling like fish on the green. It put RufusMaclanin
mind of the War: of the glorious carnage of Blenheim, piercing the French lines at Brabant, crossing the
morass on the right end of the line at Ramillies, breaking the French cavalry before Oudenaarde. A
thousand tales of gallantry that had become mere stuff between veterans' deaf ears. Part of him wanted
to stride across that green Parade, rally those troops—for excellent troops they were—and lead them to
the Wharf. But his status as condemned traitor and sworn enemy would be an impediment there. To
ettle his mind on the task at hand was easy enough—he need only turn around and look at that
red-headed girl, and remember the day when he had picked her up from the cold blue breast of her dead
mother and wrapped her in bloody bed-clothes and borne her up screaming into the crags above Glen



Coe.

The ranking sergeant had turned his purple face to the south. For amoment Maclan was wary of being
spied in the lieutenant’ s window. But the sergeant was not looking hisway; his gaze was directed, rether,
towards Cold Harbour—no, towards Bloody Tower, the chief portal to Water Lane from where he
stood. Maclan could not see what the sergeant was looking at, but he could discern from the man’s
slence, and his posture, that he was soaking up commands. It must be the officer in command of this
company. That would fit. The lieutenant, on hearing the guns on theriver, and the darm from the Wharf,
would run to investigate. Seeing the improbable, the unthinkable, but not-to-be-denied sight of a party of
French Marines bearing down on the Wharf and blazing away with swivel-guns, he would dash back
across Water Lane and get in view of the Parade the quickest possible way, which was through the
gawart arch in the base of Bloody Tower, and order dl available unitsto “follow me!”

The sergeant on the green answered the only way he knew how: methodicaly. With a ddiberation that
was as agonizing to Rufus Maclan asit must have been to the wild-eyed lieutenant on the threshold of
Bloody Tower, he drew and raised his sword, bellowed a catechism of marching ordersthat caused the
one company and the three squads to stiffen, shoulder arms, whed! to the south, and—finally, bringing the
sword down—forward march. And once some momentum had been established he even went to the
extreme of telling them to double-timeit.

Maclan went back to the bedchamber on the south side and found that Angusina had aready applied
hersdlf to the task of pulling in the grapnels and making rope-ends fast to the frame of the lieutenant’s
massive bed. Her imposing pelviswas framed in awindow like an egg in a snuff-box as she
hand-over-handed some burden up on arope. Rufus Maclan thrust his head out another window and
looked off to the left down Water Lane just in time to see the head of the column of redcoats sdly from
the base of Bloody Tower. A jog to the left then took them across the lane and into the base of St.
Thomas stower, which they could use as a bridge to the Wharf.

Hewas digtracted by a clanging noise nearby, and glanced down to see a Claymore bashing against the
stonewall as Angusina hauled it up on arope. The blade was almost naked, clad only in asort of thong
used for hanging it on the back. Scabbards for Claymores did not exist; such weapons were to be used,
not worn. This particular blade had suffered worse, and Maclan was not troubled by its sparking
callisonswith thewal.

The lot below numbered around dozen. They were ordinary London tavern rabble by their looks. Or to
be precise, ordinary post-war London tavern rabble. For the Mobility had suddenly become alot
younger and rougher in the last twelvemonth, when much of Her Mgesty’ sarmy had been disbanded.
Some of the veterans had gone off to be pirates or soldiers of fortune. But these happy few had been
making themsalves common, unremarkable features of a couple of drinking establishments spackled to
the plinth of Bell Tower and the adjoining stretch of wall—directly beneath the very windows that
Angusinaand Rufus were presently looking out of .

“A praisent for thee, uncle, an wed to be seen!” called Angusing, and heaved the Claymore up into the
room. After it several rods of iron clattered in series over the windowslll. For the great sword had been
affixed to the top of a collgpsible ladder, made of forged rungs separating apair of knotted ropes.
Angusina held the weagpon out so that Rufus Maclan, wielding his bloody dirk, could dash the twine that
bound it to the uppermost rung. This accomplished, he tossed the Claymore onto the bed—there was not
room in thislow-cellinged chamber even for a practice swing—and helped the wench fix the head of the
ladder to a Tudor armoire the size of anava shot locker. Then it was back to the windows, as now came
perhaps the chanciest bit of the entire Plan.



These windows were desperately exposed to view, and to more dangerous attentions, from the Wharf.
What they had done until now—rope and ladder work—wasvighle but not, al things considered,
conspicuous . Soldiers on the Wharf, distracted by the apparition on the Thames, could seeit if they
turned around and looked—but it was just aslikely they’ d not. What was going to happennext , on the
other hand, could not be missed byanyone .

He hauled up afaggot of muskets on the end of arope, dashed them apart, and began to charge one
with powder and ballsthat Angusinahad pulled up in an earlier load. A bit of covering fire couldn’t hurt.
But what was redlly wanted here was cavalry.

“They’ re so doughty,” cooed Angusina. “Y on blae-coatit Jocks oot on the River. And whaur were such
gout-hertit Marines enlisted, uncle?’

“A bankrupt theatre,” he answered. “Y on French Marinesir no French, nor Marines, nor doughty, nor
stout-hertit, nor aye soldiers. They ir actors, lass, an they hae been told they ir playin in aweemasque for
the amusement o the Dutch Ambassador.”

1] Na/a.! ”
llAyell
“Losh! They ir infor astamagast then!” Angusinaexclamed.

“Firel” came adistant scream from the Wharf. The cry wasingtantly buried under abarrage of mighty,
hissing thuds as perhaps two score soldiers discharged their muskets. Then silence, except for ahowl of
dismay from the company of actors aboard the doop.

“And that’sit for thaim,” said Rufus Maclan. “ They’'ll fleg off now. Tach! Whaur ismabludie cavary?’
He had the musket loaded by now and he approached the window, wanting in the worst way to look to
the right, towards Byward Tower and the causeway over the Moat. But prudence demanded that he
scan the Wharf first. The soldierswere ill in line with their red backs to him, the sergeant in profile
watching them reload. But the drummer—Dblast, the dummer was looking right at him! His grip tightened
on the stock of the musket. But blasting the drummer into the river, though it would have been easy at this
range, was not agood way to be inconspicuous.

At least no one was pointing agun at him. He turned his head to theright. Only ayard or two below the
adjacent window, one of the Water Lane tavern crowd was scaling the ladder with ablunderbuss on his
back. Severa rungs below, another followed. Just beyond them was the sheer face of Bell Tower, which
unfortunately blocked much of hisview to the west. Bell was abastion, meaning it bulged out through the
planes of thewallsto either Sde of it. Thiswas donefor apractical military purpose, viz. o that
defenders, safe inside, could shoot out through its embrasures at attackerstrying to scae thewadlls.
Maclan noticed movement insde asmall window cut into the near face of Bell Tower. It wasredly no
more than twenty feet away. But along twenty feet, in that Bell Tower was acompletely different
building, not reachable from here by any interna passageways that Rufus Maclan knew of. The window
in question admitted a stripe of light to aprison cell, one reserved for important blokes. He could not
recal who was in there just now. But where there was an important prisoner, there would be a’Y eoman
Warder. And how could a'Y eomannoat |ook out the window when he heard pitched combat on Tower
Wharf? The Y eoman’ s hand was moving up and down rapidly, and that was whét redlly caught the old
soldier’ seye of Rufus Maclan. Other eyes, reconciled to other professions and circumstances, might
have read it as butter-churning, masturbation, or shaking apair of dice. But to him it could be only one
thing: use of aramrod to shove abal down the barrel of awespon.



The musket could not be wielded fast enough through the smal window. “Y ethere,” he said to the lower
ladder-climber, “throw meyour pistol and hold fast.”

It was an exceptiond sort of request. But Maclan had learned how to utter such requestsin away, and
with alook, that ensured they would be heard and heeded. Shortly the pistal flew at him butt-first.
Maclan caught it just asthe Y eoman was swinging the window open, and cocked it asthe Y eoman was
thrusting his own pistol out, and pulled the trigger an ingtant before the Y eoman did. Thishad not Ieft time
for taking aim, and so the ball spaled a chunk out of the window-frame and went zooming away with a
weird noise, like adrunken wasp. But it had the desirable effect of spoiling the Y eoman’saim. His shot
grazed the wal short of the ladder. The man who’ d thrown the pistol took advantage of the
reloading-interva to scamper up the last half-dozen rungs and dive through the window; and as soon as
he was out of the way, awhite lineflicked up from Water Lane and vanished into the sniper’ swindow.
“God damn it!” shouted the Y eoman.

Rufus Maclan looked down to discover an archer standing in the lanein front of the tavern, calmly fitting
asecond shaft to his bow-string. This man looked up at Maclan asif expecting acommendation; but
what he got was, “Can ye see down the fookin’ causeway? If mabludie cavary dinna come soon—" cut
off by acrash and crack asamusket-ball from the Wharf smashed into the wall near Maclan’ s head.
Maclan dropped to the floor of the bedchamber and buried hisface in hisdeeve for afew moments, asit
felt to have been shredded on one side by numerous skirps of rock.

But he got an answer to his question. For in the sudden quiet he could hear many iron horseshoes, and a
few iron whed-rims, assaulting the paving-stones of the causaway. They could be any group of riders,
followed by awagon. But the piper down the lane, who' d been silent these last few minutes, now let
pent-up breath sing in his drone, and began to play abattle-song of the MacDonalds. atune Rufus
Maclan hadn't heard since the eve of the Massacre of Glen Coe, when the soldiers had danced to it. The
tune camein not through his ears but his skin, which erupted in goose-pimplesal over; twas asif his
blood were ail, and fire had been laid to it, and serrated flames were racing from his heart to his
extremities, and probing through the uncanny mazes and dark recesses of his brain. And thiswas how he
knew that they were not just any riders but his kinsmen, his blude-friends, riding at last to dake the
wrake-lust that had burned in them for twenty-two years.

There was answering musket-fire now from Angusina and the few men who' d scaled the ladder. When
his ears cleared he heard shod hooves biting into wood—Maclan’ s cavary, drawn to the sound of the
pipes, had reached the wooden drawbridge that spanned the last few yards of moat before the Byward
Tower gate. They were moving at a canter—meaning that they’ d seen no reason to rein in their
mounts—meaning that the tavern-contingent had accomplished its paramount charge of making sure that
the portcullis was not dropped.

There was an epidemic of hammering noises, and the room became very dusty. A barrage had been
fired from the Wharf into the windows. Taking advantage of the reload-interval, he raised his head above
the windowsill. Two more men were clambering up the ladder as sprightly asthey could go. A platoon of
lobsterbacks, now with their backsto the river, were lined up on the Wharf reloading; one had been shot
and was curled up on hisside. The other soldierswho' d been on the Wharf were no longer in sight.
Indeed, since the menacing doop had suspended its attack, there was no reason for them to remain out
there. The lieutenant must have perceived this and ordered them to march back through St. Thomas's
Tower. They would be flooding into the Lane a any moment—

Horseshoes below. He looked plumb down to see aline of adozen ridersin kiltstrotting into the Lane
from the gate; and sweetest of dl, heard the Byward Tower portcullis hurtling down behind them, sedling



the Tower off from London. “ Fuck-al ahint ye,” heinformed them, * Englishmen afore, comin athort the
Lane—qget the bastarts!” And without bothering to wait and watch his orders being put into effect, he
whirled to the bed, grabbed up the Claymore in its rude back-holster, and bore it in front of him out of
the room and down the stairs.

ASA LAD HE HADplotted hiswrake, hisrevenge, in day-dreams athousand times. He had dways
seen it asadraightforward matter of wading through the intestines of Campbells and Englishmen swinging
his Claymore. Fortunately, a dozen years of professiona war-making had intervened between those
laddish phant’ sies and the opportunity of thisday, and taught him that he must go about it systematicaly.

So hedid not fly out onto the Parade and go looking for Englishmen to day, but bided histime by the
door for amoment and made a study of the place as he hung the great sword on his back.

The Parade was empty except for asingle redcoat running from the barracks toward the Bloody Tower
gate.

No, never mind, someone had just shot him, probably from Cold Harbour. The Plan called for ten men,
give or take afew, to have dipped into the Inner Ward and taken up positions from which they could
shoot over the Parade or throttle this or that choke-point. Which appeared to have been done. The
Y eoman Warders |ooking out the windows of their houses would have seen the redcoet fall, and would
understand that to step from their front doors was death. But this did not mean that the Parade was
available to Rufus Maclan. For aYeoman, or astray soldier of the Guard, could just as easily shoot
through awindow or over a parapet. It had to be considered ano-man’ s-land for the time being.

“I need to ken if the Bloody Tower portcullisisdropped,” he remarked, just thinking aloud. But hearing
aman clear histhroat behind him, he turned around to discover haf adozen lads, flushed in the face and
breathing hard from the scramble up the ladder and the dash down the aircase, but dl in the pink of
health and ready to go with |oaded muskets.

“Beg pardon, my lord, but we worked out asignal for that.”

“Andyeir—7?

“Gunnery Sergeant, retired, Dick Milton, my lord.”

“Ti thewindiethen, Milton, an look for thy signd.”

“Thereitis,” Milton replied after a glance across the Parade. “ See there, the Chapel has a clear view of
Bloody Tower, aswe ve aclear view ofit . We vealassin there. Camein last night for afunerd, stayed
al night to pray, and stayed dl day to keep an eye on Bloody Tower for us. Do you mark the yellow
cloth in the middle window there? She put it up to let us know that the portcullisis dropped.”

“Then the Black-guard maun hae sprung the Russan,” said Rufus Maclan, “an the Russian maun hae
duin hisjob. Crivvend It'saclinker.”

“A clinker, my lord?

“A wadna hae believed it, tha a one-airmed man could fell so many. But he haesurpreese on hisleft
flank, an madpanic on hisright, an either o the twae, by itself, ismore mauchty than Hercules. Ir yedl



guidwillie, now, to practice your auld professon?’
“Ayel” and“Yes my lord,” camethe answers.

“Then count to five, and follow.” Maclan flung the front door open and stepped out onto the Parade, as
casudly asif he were the Lieutenant of the Tower on hisway to church.

“One,” chanted the men crouched in the building he' d just |eft behind.
Smoke jerked from the window of a'Y eoman’s house.
“Two.”

A musket-ball buzzed in like amassive bumbl ebeg, ruffled the whiskers of Maclan’' sbeard, and
destroyed the window he had lately been peering out of.

“Threel” chanted the gunners, except for one who was screaming.

Musket-smoke spurted from half adozen odd places around the Inner Ward: from dovecotes and
barrd-stacksin Cold Harbour, doors of barracks, and corners and crannies of ancient walls.

“Four!” Another musket-ball, much too high, dug a crater from the front of the Lieutenant’s Lodging.
“Pdtry,” wasthe verdict of Rufus Maclan. “ A dowless effort.” But his comments were drowned out by
the echoes of the recent fire rolling around the Parade, as severa other shots had just been fired to
suppress the efforts of those Y eomen who were taking pot-shots at him.

“Fvel”

Three men piled out the door, dropped to aknedling position on the gravel track that ran along the front
of the house, and raised musketsto their shoulders, taking am at windows where they thought Y eomen
were holed up. Their fire heaved up a cloud of smoke that covered the emergence of a second three.

Rufus Maclan was running east down the gravel track, along the fronts of the houses that |ooked out
over the Parade. Halfway to Bloody Tower, he stopped, and cold-bloodedly turned his back to the
Parade so that he could scan the windows of ahouse for snipers. All he could make out was the head of
amaidservant peering out an upper window. No worriesthere; but he readied hisfirearm justin casea
musketeer should present himsalf el sewhere. The second group of three men ran to a pot a couple of
yards behind him, threw themselves down, and got ready to fire across the Parade. In the meantime
Angusinaand afew of the Water Lane tavern crew had fired a covering fusillade from the upper storeys
of the Lieutenant’ s Lodging. Thefirst group of threeleft their empty and smoking muskets on the ground,
and sprinted down the track towards Bloody Tower, passing between Maclan and the other threejust as
the latter discharged their musketsin no particular direction.

A red garment flashed in the window of one of the houses off to Maclan’ sleft. He wrenched the barrel
of hismusket that way, but the soldier saw him and dove to the floor before Maclan could pull the
trigger.

The second group of three, likewise leaving their muskets on the ground, got up now and ran after their
fellowstowards Bloody Tower. Maclan took up the rear, following after them. But he moved only at a
grall. Partly thiswas because he expected afew more gunnersto emerge from the Lieutenant’ s Lodging.
And he was not disappointed, for two and then another two came out helter-skelter and ran towards



him, taking their chances againgt sporadic musketry from the windows of afew die-hard Y eomen. But
partly it was to keep an eye on this house where one or more |obsterbacks were prowling.

Of the motley line of half-timbered houses that Sretched along the southern verge of the Parade, the
Lieutenant’s Lodging lay farthest to the west. The one Rufus Maclan was concerned with was at the
opposite, easternmost end, therefore closest to Bloody Tower. It wasthrust out into the greenina
manner that, to the military eye, recalled a bastion. Between its eastern face and Bloody Tower was an
open ground perhapsfifteen yards across—a narrow enough interva to alow for targeted musket-fire. In
other words, Guards barricaded in that house could spoil their plansvis-avis Bloody Tower.

Another flash of red—a soldier had passed by awindow in ahurry, ssemingly on adownward
trgectory. Asif descending astaircase.

The door-handle was moving! Maclan watched in fascination from no more than ten feet away. The
front door moved outwards half an inch. Oblivious, the last two of Maclan’s gunnersran by, headed for
sanctuary in Bloody Tower. The soldier inside could see them, but he could not see Maclan. What
would happen next was suddenly as clear to Maclan asif he' d witnessed it. He set his musket down and
strode at the door of the house, reaching back behind his head with both hands and groping for the
Claymore. Hefound it, and pulled it up out of the back-holster just as the door was swinging open. A
musket emerged firgt, held in white hands.

Maclan drew the handle down through the air asfast as he could get hisarmsto move. But thiswas
nothing compared to the swiftness achieved by thetip of the four-foot blade, which moved so rapidly that
it gpoke out with awicked noiselike the uncoiling of abullwhip. Something messy happened and the
musket fdll to the ground outside the door. Maclan’ s blade had passed through the man’ s forearm and
struck the edge of the door at an angle, skiving off an acute angle of wood and stopping when it struck a
nail. The soldier had vanished inside without Maclan’ s ever seeing hisface. Suddenly the grip of the
Claymore was jerked nearly out of his hands as the door was pulled shut. Thetip of the blade struck the
door-frame and was knocked free so briskly that the weapon, shuddering from end to end, sprang back
into the air. Maclan caught it by the cross-guards. He heard door-bolts being thrown inside—from which
he guessed that there was another soldier within.

Maclan flattened himsdf against the wall of the house and spent afew moments getting the Claymore
hung on his back, and judging the number of stepsto the musket he had |eft on the ground. Y eomen were
taking pot-shots at him from the opposite corner of the Parade. But at such a distance a musket-ball
would merely accept suggestions—not obey orders. The balls were smashing out windows above him
and probably creating as much of aproblem for the soldiersinsde as they were for their intended target.

Maclan ran, snatched his musket off the ground, whedled, and charged round the corner of the houseto
the open space between it and Bloody Tower. If they had been hoping to shoot down at him, they’ d now
have to present themsdlves at different windows, and perhaps move to different rooms.

Thetactic worked, as chegp simple tactics commonly did: through a ground-floor window he could see
adoor flying open, and aman in ared coat running through it and whedling toward the light—then
freezing up in horror as heredized he had just blundered into the enemy’ ssights. Thisgave Maclan the
moment that he required to center the musket on the red breast of hisfoe. But as he did so he noticed a
sash being flung open on the upper storey, and another flash of red appearing there.

And now avery rapid calculation: the ground-floor soldier was his. All that was required was asmall
movement of thetrigger finger. Asfor the one above, if this Jock had awegpon in condition for use, then
Rufus Maclan was about to be shot, no matter what he did; and if hetried to raise his musket-barrel and



draw abead on the new lad, he would probably miss. So he pulled the trigger.

What happened after that was anyone’ s guess, since al he could see was powder-smoke. But a moment
later an answering blast came from the window above, and he felt the ground jolt beneath hisfeet. This,
he reckoned, must be the impact of amusket-ball on hisbody, being transmitted down hislegsintoterra
firmg and if he stood il for afew more moments he would fed thefirst hot shards of pain traveling
away from the entry-wound, would fedl an unaccountable need to clear histhroat as his lungsfilled up
with blood.

But none of these things happened. The smoke was drifting away. Maclan looked up at the window, out
of asort of professond curiogity, wanting to lay eyes on the soldier so incompetent that he could miss
that shot, wanting to relish the humiliation in the Englishman’ s eyes when he kenned hel d fired into the
ground.

But when the smokefindly cleared, he saw no such thing, but rather an unbeast, anightmare vison, like
one of the horrorsfrom Malplaquet that cluttered hisbrain, like so many stuffed mongtersinan old
hunter’ s attic, and came dive each night to torment him just as he was about to drop off to deep. This
unbeast moved, and did limp from the window, landing on its head in the grass before him. 1t did not
come to adecent position of repose. Rather the corpse was propped up on something: a half-pike or
javelin that had transfixed itsribcage, like an enormous dien bone that had grafted itsdf onto the man’s
skeleton.

Maclan looked up into the vacant window but saw no one there—so it must have comeinto the window
fromoutsde . But he wasthe only man in the yard, and he had no memory of chucking any spearslately.
It had to have come from above, then. He turned around to face Bloody Tower and ran his gaze up forty
feet of sheer stoneto its parapet.

There, framed in ad ot between two crends, and silhouetted against the sky, was avery large man with
abeard flowing down hisfront. Smaler men were active around him, hustling among the gun-carriages
that were Stuated on the roof of this Tower, whedling them about to aim toward the River, chocking
them up with thick quoins so that they were aimed, not at the shipping in the Pool, but down upon the
soldierson the Wharf.

The big man with the beard was gripping in one hand another haf-pike. He raised the other to make a
gesture. It was not a hand but a barbed hook with askein of moist detritus swinging fromit, possibly hair
or shreds of clothing. With this he pointed up, away from the river, drawing Maclan’s eye awvay from the
toils of the gunners and towards the penetraia of the Tower of London. Over the roofs of the Cold
Harbour storehouses he pointed, and over the soldiers' barracks and the gate of the Inmost Ward, to the
lofty prize that stood in the center of al, commanding the complex, the River, and the City from itsfour
turrets: the White Tower. He thrust hishook at it thrice.

The Hero of the Gy needed no more urging. Dropping his empty musket, he undung his Claymore for
what he guessed would be the last time, and hurried between droning musket-balls towards Cold
Harbour Gate.

LIKEANY SELF-RESPECTING CONDEMNEDtraitor, Maclan had spent plenty of time plotting
dramatic escapes from the Tower of London. He knew where the exits were. Today, though, he must
think of them as entrances.



There werefive gatesto the Inner Ward. One of them was an old sally-port in the northeast corner, near
Brick Tower, leading into the Mint. It was of no concern today. The remaining four gates were spaced
unevenly along Water Lane. Bloody Tower and Wakefield Tower each contained a gate. These two
structures were S0 close together asto condtitute virtualy asingle, misshapen building. A stroller moving
east on Water Lane would spy the Bloody Tower gate first and then, after rounding the bastion of
Wakefield, seeits gate. But though close together, these two portals were as divergent as they could be.
The firgt was a broad, massive, handsome Gothick arch that led directly onto the Parade via the court
where Rufus Maclan was now standing. Thanksto the Russian, the light shining through that arch was
reticulated by amassve grid of iron bars. Beyond it Maclan could see severa redcoats lying dtill in the
middle of Water Lane. They’ d marched back from the Wharf expecting to re-enter the Inner Ward
through that arch, but had been stopped by the ancient portcullis. And at that moment adozen Scots
horsemen had charged down on them swinging sabers. When horse attacked foot the outcome was
never in doubt, unlessthe foot had pikes, and were well drilled. The Wharf Guard of the Tower of
London did not carry or use pikes.

The second gate was alittle postern giving entry to the circular ground floor of Wakefield Tower.
Thence one could crossinto along L-shaped galery that ran up through Cold Harbour and broke into
the open just short of the White Tower. Thiswas not afit way for cavary to comein. If thingswere
proceeding according to plan, Tom the Black-guard was ensconced beneath awindow near the vertex of
the L, commanding both legs of the passage, with alarge number of loaded firearmsin hislap. Few if any
of the Tower’ s would-be defenders would passin or out through the Wakefield Tower gate. But some of
its attackers should have come running in that way on the hedls of the cavary charge.

Maclan ran north dong the verge of the Parade, passing by the Cold Harbour storehouses on hisright.
Therewas till adamnable ot of musket-fire coming from Y eomen’ swindows, but none of it was
directed hisway any longer. When he reached the corner of the last storehouse and ducked around it, he
at last had a safe vantage-point from which to appreciate why. The appearance of afew gunners atop
Bloody Tower and the adjoining stretch of wall, aiming Her Mgesty’ s cannons down across Water Lane
toward the Wharf, had compelled the Wharf Guard to pitch their musketsinto the river and stand
helpless. They were no longer ableto shoot at men climbing the rope ladder into the Lieutenant’s
Lodging. And so acontinua parade of invaders was now emerging from the front door of that house and
sprinting down to Bloody Tower where they could take stairs up to the battlements and man yet more
cannons. Asthey did, they drew what little fire the Y eomen could muster. But even thiswas being
suppressed by occasiond fusillades from firing-points that the invaders had set up aong the southern
edge of the Parade.

He heard a gate groaning behind him and so turned his back to the Parade, which had become a sort of
closed chapter anyway.

He had been engaged, these last few moments, on a project of looping north round the end of Cold
Harbour to get from the Inner Ward (a parade for Guards and avillage green for Y eomen) into the
Inmost Ward (the court of aRoyd Paace). He was facing now into an interval someten or fifteen paces
wide separating the Cold Harbour buildings from the corner of the White Tower. That opening was
walled off; but there was agate in thewall, which was being very considerately opened for him by aman
inakilt.

“At last, someone | cantak to,” Maclan said.“ Welcometo the Tower, lad.”
“And welcome to the Inmost Ward, uncle,” returned this young man, and stepped back to let him enter.

Thiswas amere bowling-green compared to the Parade. It seemed even smdller than it was because it



was mashed between the immense White Tower on the north and, on the south, Wakefield Tower (a
palace unto itself) and a congeries of bulky office buildings and storehouses bel onging to the Ordnance.
Somewherein the midst of that would be another tiny postern—the third of Water Lane’ sfour

portal s—communicating with the Constabl€' s Lodgings, and of no interest today. Far more important
wasthelast gate, aproper arch, large enough for Highlanders to ride through without dismounting. That
gave access to asort of barracks-street aong the eastern perimeter of the Inmost Ward, and thence to
another gate, a partner of the one Maclan had just walked through. . .where wasiit, though? His eye, no
judge of distances, had trouble making sense of the place. But the piper had taken up aposition at the
head of the barracks-street to lead the cavary onwards. The sound of the music crashing from the stony
environs gave Maclan the information he wanted to decypher the place. He found the gate in question. It
was open. Men were beginning to ride through it. Some were dumped over in their saddles, clutching at
battle-wounds earned in Water Lane, or perhaps earlier, when they had galloped out of the Streets of

L ondon town to astonish the sentries posted at Lion Gate. But most were riding straight-backed and
proud, and one—hless him—carrying the unfurled colors of Maclan of MacDonad.

“So that isthe famous White Tower,” said thelad who had opened the gate for him, “ Feich! It' s not even
whitel”

“The Englishmen have no sdf-pride. If you read their history you will seethat they are nothing more than
alot of doxy and mistemious bog-stalkers. Think: what would afew galons of white paint cost the
Queen of England?”’

“For thelove of God, I’d come down and paint it myself just so | wouldn’'t haveto look at it.
Everywhere you go in this cursed city, there it stands, ablot on the horizon.”

“I’ve amore expeditious solution,” Maclan answered. “I know of one place, not far from here, where
you can look in any direction you please without having to suffer the sight of this rubble-heap.”

“Wherée sthat, uncle?’

“Theingdeof it!” And Maclan beckoned to the banner-carrier.

“What—how do you get in?” inquired the lad.

“Through the bloody front door. They built it high off the ground, you see, there—to make it easy to
defend—but the English, lazy asthey are, have built alovely timber staircase so they need not strain
themsdlves”

“] cannot seeit.”

“The barracks are in the way. Follow me!” Maclan entered the front door of a sort of gatehouse pent
between two barracks.

“I'll go before you, uncle!” cried the lad; and behind him, like exclamations could be heard from other
warriorswho were hastily dismounting in the Inmost Ward and running to catch up with them,
encumbered by diverse cutlasses, Claymores, blunderbusses, and granadoes.

But Rufus Maclan strode out the back of the gatehouse and began climbing a rude wooden staircase
towards a smple round-headed archway cut into the White Tower’ s south wall. “Y ou do not
understand,” he called over his shoulder. “Y ou are looking forward, now, to a pitched battle for the
White Tower. Asif thiswere a picaroon-romance. But the battleis over. Y ou have fought it and won it.”



A Y eoman Warder suddenly stood framed in the arch. He drew an old rapier from a scabbard at his
hip, held it up above his head, and began to charge down the timber stairs, screaming. Rufus Maclan did
not bother reaching for his Claymore. The Y eoman was butchered on the hoof by musket-balsflying in
from haf adozen different angles. He sprayed and fdtered at each impact, disintegrating before their
eyes, and then collapsed and rolled down the stairs leaving much of himsdlf behind.

“He' s been reading picaroon-romances, too,” observed Rufus Maclan. “Watch your step, lads, it'sa
wee bit dippery.”

He took the last steps two at atime and strode across the threshold of the White Tower, saying, “1 claim
theefor Glen Coe.”

The City of London
LATE AFTERNOON

HE WAS PRESENTABLE.Hewas amiable. He d been taught to sign his name—assuming Jones redly
was his name—on command. Beyond that he was, and dwayswould be, perfectly illiterate. This
rendered it out of the question that Seaman Jones of the good shipMinerva would ever be an officer, or a
man of commerce.

Jones did not chafe under hislimitations—if he was even aware he had any. They had picked him upin
Jamaica. His story at the time was that he was a wholesome North Devon lad who had been abducted
from the shore round Lynmouth by aboat-load of sailorsfrom aBristol dave-ship anchored inthe
Channe—in other words, that he' d been press-ganged—and that, after arun to Guineato pick up
daves, he had jumped ship in Jamaica. They had aways assumed that Jones would jump ship again one
day, and avail himsdlf of hisfirst chance to get back to hisfamily farm on the edge of Exmoor. But that
had been years ago. Jones had proved immune to the temptations of Exmoor on severa occasions, as
Minerva frequently called a Plymouth, Dartmouth, and other ports convenient to his supposed homeland.
Indeed, he gave every indication of being perfectly content with hislot aboardMinerva . There had been
some trouble with rowdiness at first, providing ahint asto what Jones was running away from, but as
years and voyages had gone by he had ripened into asteady, reliable, if somewhat limited crewman.

So on theliability side of Jones s account, toilliteracy could be added a mysterious, probably criminal
past, and awant of ambition. He had, however, one asset that was not possessed by the officer who was
walking next to him up Lombard Street: he was a white-skinned Englishman. From time to time Jones
was called upon to make the most of this asset by dressing up in apair of breeches, leasther shoes, a
waistcoat, along watch coat of asomewhat nautical cut, and avery plain horsehair periwig. Thiswasthe
sort of get-up that aship’s officer might keep stuffed in afootlocker while crossing an ocean, and pull out
after dropping anchor in some harbor, so that he could go ashore and look minimally decent in the eyes
of money-scriveners, victudlers, ship-chandlers, and insurance underwriters.

If these two were to hail a hackney coach and travel a couple of miles west to the new streets round
Piccadilly and St. James, whereshopping rather thanshipping was the order of the day, their roles, in the
eyes of most casud strollers, might be reversed. For people with an eye for clothes would notice that
Dappa s actudly fit him, that they were of recent make, well cared for, and cleverly picked out. Thelace
around his shirt-cuffs had never been dragged through beer-foam, goose-grease and damp ink; his shoes
shone like wax fruit. The sophidticated toffs of the West End would then take in the fact that Dappawas
older, that he was dert to everything going on around them, and that when they came to street-corners
Dappawent where he would, and Jones followed. Jones|ooked about himself curioudly, but he was not



redly paying attention in the way that Dappawas. A West Ender, watching this procession of two stride
past, might conclude that Dappawas aMoorish diplomat from Algiers or Rabat, and Jones hisloca
guide.

But thiswas not the West End. Thiswasthe City of London. They were only a ston€' sthrow from
Change Alley. No one paid much heed to clothing here, unlessit was asatruly vulgar and shocking
exhibit of wealth. By that standard both Dappa and Jones were invisible. Dappa, darting ahead through
the crowd of money-men, was assumed to be the servant—amest souvenir picked upona
trading-voyage—beating a path through the jungle, asit were, and keeping ashrewd eye for hazards.
Jones, gtrolling in Dappa s wake, was obvioudy the master, and what might in other settings have been
seen asastupid or vacuous expression could be taken, here, as the meditative phizz of afinancia savant
who was trying to plumb the meaning of the latest trend in Sword Blade Company share prices, and
couldn’t be bothered to dress himsdlf eegantly or indeed to find his own way down the Street. His
absent-minded way of taking in everything around him was proof that hiswas amind tuned to follow the
divagating strains, and quiver in sympathy with the startling chords, of the Market.

Or so Dappatold himsdlf, to check his own impatience, when Seaman Jones paused to chat up a pretty
orange-girl on a street-corner, or reached out to accept a handbill from adirty, bawling pamphleteer.
When they came at last to the doorway of Worth's Coffee-House on Birchin Lane, just acrossthe way
from the Heraclitean riot of Change Alley, Dappaféll to the rear. Jones strode forward and entered the
coffee-housefirg. A few momentslater Dappawas pulling Jones' s chair out for him as he seated himsalf
at avacant table, and scurrying after amaid to make Mr. Jones' s desires known.

“Weareearly,” Dappatold Jones after he had got back to the table with the coffee, “and Mr. Sawyer is
ever late, and so make yourself comfortable, as| cannot. After this, there' sno more leisure until we
reach Massachusetts.” And Dappatook up the pose of a servant, standing behind Jones, ready to dart
forward and tend to emergent needs.

Everyone esein the place was either involved in aconversation or, if aone, reading something. Worth's
Coffee-House was the haunt of a sub-species of petty financier who provided bridge loans, and other,
less eadily explained financia instruments, to the shipping trade. Of the singletons scattered about the
place, some were salts consulting tide-tables or dmanacks. Others looked like money-scriveners or
money-goldsmiths. Their choicesin reading material |eaned towards London newspapers. Jones, here,
was the odd man out in that he could not read at all. But at the corner of Gracechurch and Lombard, he
had accepted alibel from anasty tub-faced tout who looked and smelled asif he' d washed hisface with
rancid tallow, and who had bestowed an evil ook on Dappa as he' d walked by. Jones had rolled it up
and carried it herein one hand, looking for al the world like aman of affairstoting aBill of Exchangeto
be redeemed. But now, in an effort to blend in with this literate crowd, Jones unrolled the handbill and
smoothed it out on the table, and bent over it, aping the poses of the readers around him.

He had it upside down! Dappa bent his face toward the floor, and stepped forward so that he could
discreetly knee Jonesin the arse. But Jones was quicker than Dappa gave him credit for. Though he
knew nothing of letters, he had figured out on his own that the document needed to be spun around. For
thishill wasillugrated : at the top of the page was afist-sized blot of ink, a butcherous woodcut of a
savage black-skinned man with spraying dreadlocks. Histhroat was clasgped in awhite lace cravat, his
shoulders dignified by good English tailoring. Printed benegth this portrait in crusty lettersan inch high
was the word

DAPPA

followed by



A SLAVE, property of MR. CHARLES WHITE, ESQ., ismissing and presumed stolen or astray. A
REWARD in theamount of TEN GUINEAS shdl be given to the first party who bringsthis Neeger to
the dwelling of Mr. White on . James s Square.

And then finer print, which Dappawould need glasses to read. But he could not get hisglasses out of his
breast pocket, because not amuscle in his body would move.

scpAtalanta, v hesrive

SUNSET

HE WISHEDHOOKE WERE HERE.A Natural Philosopher could not but be enthralled by al that was
laid out for view by such ararelow tide. The sun had sunk low in the west and, behind London’s dome
of smoke, shonethe color of ahorseshoe when thefarrier beatsit out on the anvil. That light was
skidding acrossthetidd flatsal round, making them seem not soflat at al. The surface of the muck was
rippled, asif it were apond that had been disturbed by a chill wind, then frozen. But more remarkable to
Daniel wasthe shape of Foulness Sand, afew milesto the north, across the mouth of the Thames. This
country of muck, larger than some German principalities, lay concealed beneath the water most of the
time. It was devoid of any features such asrocks or vegetation. Y et when the tide drew off, the great
quantity of water that had been stranded in the dells of al those frozen ripples drained away, not asa
streaming sheet, and not by quiet seepage into the earth, but by finding itsway to the low places. One
hand-s zed puddle would erupt in upon its neighbor, and those two would join forces and go looking for
anearby placethat lay ahair’ s breadth lower, even as every other dollop of water for miles around was
pursuing alike strategy. The result, integrated (to use Leibniz' sterminology) over the whole of Foulness
Sand, was that entire systems of rivers and tributaries sprang into being. Some of those rivers looked as
old asthe Thames, and big enough to build citieson; yet in afew hoursthey’ d disappear. Exisingina
gate of pure dienation, unsoftened by reeds or willows, and not encrusted by the buildings of men, they
were pure geometry. Albeit geometry of an irregular and organic cast, repugnant to Euclid or, Danidl
suspected, to the silver-haired knight who was standing next to him. But Hooke would have seen beauty
and found fascination there, and wrought pictures of it, as he had done with fliesand fleas.

“Do the same rivers dways spring up? Or isit new ones, in different places, at every tide?” Daniel
mused.

“Onewill recur, again and again, for years, perhaps undergoing dow dterationsfromtideto tide,” Isaac
answered.

“It wasarhetorical question,” Danidl muttered.

“Then some day, perhaps after astorm or an exceptiona high tide, the water draws back, and it is gone,
never to be seen again. There is much in the subterranean realm that is as opague to the mind, asit isto
theeye”

Isaac now moved across the poop deck to view Shive Tor. Danidl felt compelled to stay at his elbow.

Tother left, gray spread to infinity. Ahead, it extended only to the shore of the Ide of Grain, acouple of
miles distant. Most of theide barely rose above the horizon, but there was one hill, perhapsfifty to a
hundred feet above sealevd, grassy, with afew weather-shocked trees flinging their arms back aghast.
Atop that stood asmall, blocky, ancient stone church. It stood broadside to the sea, asif the masons had



begun by erecting awind-wall so that they would have something to stand in the lee of , then topped it
with asteep roof to deflect the gales heavenwards. On its western front was a square tower with aflat
roof and a crenellated top, which the Black Torrent Guard had pressed into service as awatch-tower.

BetweenAtadanta and the foot of that hill, the gray expanse was divided into an upper and alower part
by anirregular line of heaving froth. Below, this was tinged with blue and agua. Above—nearer the
land—it was washed with brownish and yellowish and greenish hues and mottled by scattered swellings
in the mud. Sea-birds skimmed aong just above it, moving in twos and threes asif hanging together for
safety. From time to time they would aight and skitter about on twiglike legs, pecking at the mud. Some
of them were doing s0 around the very foundations of Shive Tor, which stood high, but not dry, hafway
betweenAtdanta and the foot of the hill.

The Tor’ sdredged ship-channel was aimed obliquely downriver, so to find its entranceAta anta would
have to glide a short distance past the Shive and come about. The sailors were making ready to
accomplish that and to launch the longboat, and they were going about it smartly, for it now seemed quite
possible that they might lose the fleeing whder in the dark. A slver-greyhound flag had been produced
from somewhere and was being lashed to astunted flagpole on the longboat’ s transom, so that, for what
it was worth, everyone who saw them would know that they were the Queen’ s Messengers. Two
dragoons had been pressed into service throwing sounding-leads over therail and calling out depths, one
on the port and one on the starboard side of the bow.

Barnes was arguing with the doop’ s captain as to which of them would need more dragoons. The latter
wanted it understood that thiswas Mr. Charles White' s pleasure-jacht,not an Admirdty ship, and that, in
consequence, he did not have any Marines aboard; and as the fleeing whaler probably contained the
leaders of Jack’ s organization—possibly even Jack himsdf—at any rate, the most notorious and
dangerous crimind traitorsin the Ream—most of the dragoons redlly ought to remain aboard the doop.

“But you are overhauling asingle boat,” Barnes was saying. “We are assaulting astone fortress. There's
no telling what we shdl find—"

But it was usdless. Charles White—who would be staying on the doop, that he might have the glory of
catching Jack the Coiner—came down on his captain’ s side, and pointed out that Barnes's party would
in afew minutes be reinforced by nearly afull company of dragoons charging across from the Ide of
Grain. The number of dragoons put off in the longboat, not including Colonel Barnes and Sergeant
Shaftoe, would be eight. If that was not enough, they could always draw back and await the ondaught
from shore.

“Itislike playing apart inamasque,” Daniel heard Barnes muttering, “afarce entitled ‘ How bad plans
aremade.” ”

“If Jack understood the true nature of the Solomonic Gold, he would not useit to coin false guineas,”
Isaac said to Danid, gpparently fedling some need to judtify histacticsdoud. “To himitisonly gold.
Sightly above common goldin value, but sill gold. Finding himsalf under attack, he would get it out of
the Tor and aboard the hooker. But when the hooker ran aground, he would resolve to abandon it. For
he would have other hoards € sewhere.”

“Y ou think hethrew it overboard?’
“The band of criminas on the hooker, in their panic, might have thrownanything heavy overboard. So we

might find it strewn along the bank of the dredged channel. Or it might still be aboard the hooker. | don’t
think itisinthe Tor, or on the whaler—come! It'snow!” And Isaac moved with short quick stepsto the



head of the stair that ran down to the upperdeck. His box of gear was dung over his shoulder on a
leather strap, and it banged on his hip as he went, and threatened to pull him off balance. Danidl scurried
up behind him and put a steadying hand on the box, and in thisway the two old philosophers moved
down the steps and across to where the longboat was a-dangle from apair of out-thrust yards. Soon
enough they, Barnes, Shaftoe, eight dragoons, and an able seaman from the doop’ s crew were aboard;
though Daniel nearly toppled into the water, and in the scramble, lost his periwig. Lineswere worked,
and the boat jostled and danted beneath them. They fell into the looming shadow of the doop’shull.
Between the darkness and the loss of hiswig, Danid fdt chilly, and called for someoneto throw a
blanket down to him. Soon awadded-up lump of gray wool thudded down, followed by aknit
watchman's cap, which Danid gratefully pulled down over his naked skull. Asthe doop pulled avay
from them he saw hiswig spinning in avortex, itslong white ponytail pointing thisway and thet, likea
compass needle that haslogt itsfix on true north.

The doop—which seemed to move so dowly when one was aboard—sprang away from them. Or
perhapsit only felt that way to one who was being marooned. Within aminute they were beyond
shouting-range, and might signal the larger vessdl only by having adragoon fireamusket into the air.

The platoons on the Ide of Grain were not moving nearly so quickly. When this plan had first been
conceived, Daniel had phant’ sed thatAtdanta, and those mounted platoons, would converge on the Tor
at the sameingtant. But here they werein thislongboat at the mouth of the dredged channel, perhapsa
musket-shot from the Tor, and the companies on the ide had not stirred yet. Supposedly they were at the
foot of the hill, below the steeple of the church. But they were hidden in the dusky shadows, and
obscured by grass. That they existed at dl was merely acomforting assumption, like that there was a
God and that He meant well.

And so for amoment Daniel, and everyone else on the boat with the probable exception of 1saac, were
overcome with the sensethat it was dl aterrible mistake.

Then they could hear the faint sound of ahorse blowing air through itslips, out somewhere along the
shore. Then faint crackling sounds that came and went in pulses. For the ide was belted with astrand of
cockleshells rgected by the surf, and some men must be treading on them as they came down on to the
tideflats.

“Let’sgofor abit of arow then,” Barnessaid. “I’ll wager Jack has some claret inside.” He addressed
these words to Bob Shaftoe, who bellowed something to his dragoons who were manning the oars. And
rowing boats might not have been theirmétier; but they gpplied themsdvesto it cheerfully enough and
began bashing their oars againgt each other. “Move some bloody water!” Bob told them. “Thisain’t
dudling with quarter-staves. Do | look like Robin bloody Hood to you? Stop banging ' em together and
get’eminthewater!” And much morein that vein asthe longboat began to spin and dodge forward
across the pae water that lay thin on the mud-bank. They had crossed over the surf-line now, and the
foam of the breskerslooked asif it were above ther dtitude. Thisilluson was mildly unnerving evento
Daniel, who had the advantage of being in aboat; it could not have been comforting to the gpproaching
dragoons.

Findly ahorn sounded from the marshes, a cheer went up from the dragoons, and the edge of theidand
turned red as the First Company of the Queen’s Own Black Torrent Guards emerged from the grass, dl
inawide line, and began to advance over theflats a atrot.

Daniel looked at the Tor. It was square-floored, each face of the building something less than ten yards
wide. Perhagpstwenty yards dtitude separated its gaptoothed parapet from its foundation—a pile of
boulders atop alens of greasy black stone that poked up through the bank. “ Shive” was a primeval



English word for knee-cap, and Danidl, who had diced a patella or two from cadavers, could see how
therock had come by its name. Slime and barnacles coated the lower reaches and made it difficult to tell
where the naturd plinth left off and the man-made work began. The Tor had been built up out of bulky
brown boulders probably prised from aquarry upriver, barged down at high tide, and rolled overboard.
White mortar held it together. There was but asingle door, which looked out onto asilted pool at the
terminus of thislong gouge that they werefitfully navigating. The threshold was an arm’ s length above
where the fur of wee crusty creatures and rank weeds gave way to bare, wave-washed stone. So that
was where they had built afloor. From the situation of windows (if that was not too grand aterm for
them) higher up, Danid estimated there was awooden platform above, forming an upper storey, and
above that aroof, on which lookouts and gunners might stand to look out over, or through, the

woebegone parapet.
“Isthere room here for so many horses, when the tide comesin?’ Daniel asked.

“Firg you were worried they would not come at all—I could seeit in your phizz—now you' reworried
because they’re coming!” Barnes returned. “It is nonethel ess a question that deserves an answer. We are
dragoons, Doctor. The horses are mere vehicles. When the men are here, the beasts will be sent back
graightawvay—they’ll be back on the Ide of Grain haf an hour from now.”

“1 do beg your pardon, Colonel. Asawise man oncetold me, we are al scared.”

Barnes nodded gracefully. But he could sense a Newtonian glare boring into the other side of his head,
so without delay he said to the sergeant, “ L et us advance, and seeif we draw fire from the Tor.”

“1 did not understand that Sir I saac Newton’ srole wastodraw fire, ” Daniel shot back peevishly, then
bit histongue as even |saac was smiling at Barnes sjest. Annoyed now with everyone on the bodt,
including himself, Daniel snatched the blanket—ten pounds of greasy Qwghlmian wool—and settled it
over hisshoulders. It prickled him through his clotheslike ahegp of thistles, but it would eventualy be
warmer.

The longboat balked mulishly asit scraped its kedl on the sandy bottom every few yards. Sergeant Bob
became exasperated, then profane, to the point where Sir |saac became visibly offended. Half of the
dragoons divested themselves of their powder-horns and granadoes, and vaulted over the gunwaesto
land wai st-deep in the channd. Thislightened the boat’ s load enough to get its kedl out of the muck, and
it enabled them to moveit dong by pushing on it with their shoulders, asif it were agun-carriage miredin
Flanders. “ Take advantage of the shallow water,” Barnes said approvingly, “we Il not have it much
longer.” The colond had mostly been keeping an eye on the parapet, clearly worried about snipers.
|saac’ s gaze was fixed on the hooker, which was now rolling fredly on the bank of the channe—the
direction of thetide had reversed! The sergeant was atending to hismen.

Daniel wasthe only one aware that the charge of the First Company from the Ide of Grain had cometo
ahat assoon asit had got started. Only afew yards beyond the cockle-bdlt, afew of the horses had
gone down. The rest had halted, and the line of redcoats had split and spread into two wings, trying to
probe around some obstacle. A pistol-shot tolled for a broken-legged horse. Thisgot everyone' s
attention. They heard, too, adistant thudding noise: an axe striking wood.

“Jack’ s men drove pilingsinto the mud,” was Bob' s guess, “and stretched chains between’ em, to stop
the horses. Thisthey would' ve done in the highest and driest parts, where the best footing was to be had;
which tdlsusthat the flanks are now in amire. Someoneistrying to chop through apiling with an axe.”

“There are nails embedded in that piling, then, and hisaxeisaready ruined,” announced |saac



absent-mindedly, without taking his eyes off the hooker.

“Sir Isaac has good ears,” Danidl explained to the incredulous Bob.

“Then he'd best plug them,” answered Bob and picked up amusket. A moment later the boat flinched
fromitsrecoil ashefireditinto thear. He handed it to one of the dragoons, who set about furioudy
reloading.

“Aslong asyou are wasting bals and powder, waste them on the parapet,” said the Colondl.

Within afew moments, several other muskets had been fired at the top of the tower, and alarge
glutinous mass of smoke had been set adrift on the calm evening air. No answering fire came back from
Shive Tor. But thelittle fusillade had the effect Bob wanted: the dragoons off the Ide of Grain were
dismounting, sending their horses back to dry land, and advancing on foot. Daniel was noticing that they
now looked like dark motes against the gray sand. A few minutes ago their coats had been aproud red.
The difference was not that they were al covered in greasy mud now (though they probably were), but

that it was getting dark, and the colors were draining from everything. The evening star had come o,
very bright, near the Tor.

A colossal thud came out of the far west. It wasimpressive enough to divert 1ssac’ s concentration from
the hooker. “What wasthat?’ he demanded—the first voice to violate the stillness that had descended
uponal.

“A lot of powder wastouched off at once,” said Colond Barnes. “On afield of battle, it would signify a
dreadful accident. Here, | guessit wasthe bridge over Y antlet Creek being demolished by amine.”

“Why did you mine the bridge, Colond?”’

“l didn't.”

| saac was gobsmacked. “ Then—whodid !?’

“Now you ask meto speculate, Sir Isaac,” Barnes said coldly.
“But you have men posted at that bridge,” Isaac said.

“Orhaed, sr.”

“How could it have been mined, when it was under guard?’
“Again, speculation: it was mined in advance, the mine conceded from view,” Barnes said.
“Then, pray tdl, who put fire to the fuse?’

“I’'venoidea”

“No man was needed to put fireto it,” Danid said.

“Then how wasit lit?” Barnes demanded.

“The same way asthat was,” Danidl answered, and shrugged an arm free of the blanket to point at the



Tor.

Moments earlier he had seen ablue spark in his periphera vision, and mistaken it for the evening star
coming out near Shive Tor. But by now it had become brighter than any heavenly body save the Sun,
brighter by far than any Comet. And it was not in the sky, but in one of those small irregular windowsin
thewadl of the Tor.

Everyonewas now looking at it, though it was growing brilliant enough to burn the eyes. Only Daniel and
|saac knew what it was.

“Phosphorusisburning ingdethe Tor,” |saac remarked, more fascinated than alarmed.
“Then someone must bein there,” said Bob reaching for amusket.
“No,” Danid sad. “It waslit by an Infernd Device”

The door of the Tor swung inward, shouldered out of theway by awaxing draught. The archway wasa
gem of yellow light. A smal mountain of split and dried cord-wood had been piled on the floor, and had
now been set a-blaze. Sparks had begun to fountain up into the sky, jetting through orifices that had been
hacked through the upper floor and the roof.

“Itisan admirable piece of work,” said Sir Isaac Newton, flatly and with no trace of rancor. “Therising
tide obligesdl to runinward to the Tor. But packed asit iswith excdlent fuel, thiswill soon becomea
furnace, and anyone near it will be roasted like asuckling pig. It truly is achoice between the devil and
the deep blue sea.”

Barnes stood up in the boat, putting al hisweight on hisoneleg and bracing his peg against abench. He
cupped his hands round his mouth and bellowed towards the darkling ide: “ Turn back! Retreat! Thereis
not room for you here!” And then he fell back on his arse as the boat was lifted and shoved by atidal
swdll. “I do not wish to hear my First Company being drowned,” he said.

“Colond, let usrow toward the Ide of Grain—you can warn them dl, and rescue most,” Danidl
suggested.

“Leave me on yonder vessdl,” 1saac demanded, gesturing toward the hooker, which was now upright
and adrift.

“1 cannot abandon Sir Isaac Newton on aderdict fishing-boat!” shouted Barnes, exasperated.

“Then do you stay with him, Colond,” suggested Sergeant Bob, “and take afew men. I'll row toward
the land, advancing with the tide—warning the men off as | go, rescuing the mired.”

A thud and crackle from the Tor as afloor-beam gave way. A billion orange sparks spewed from the
openings and schooled in the dark.

“I too shdl remain with Sir Isaac,” Danid heard himsdlf saying, likeaman lying in Sate, listening to his
own eulogy. “WE Il get the hooker clear of thefire, and navigate by the tars. Sir Isaac and | have some
knowledge of the stars.”

The Monument



SUNSET
“HRE,” SAIDJACK ,down on aknee, perspective glass steady on therailing.

This command—given in amild conversationa tone—was not answered with the expected hellish noises
and exhdations. He pedled his eye from the lens and was abruptly reminded that he was two hundred
feet above London. A bad time for adizzy spell. He spanked therailing, clenched his eyes shut, and
announced: “ The Scotsman isinsde the White Tower; | say, Firel” Then he opened his eyes, got up, and
backed round the stony bole of the Monument, for these thingswere aslikely to explode asto fly. He
heard Jmmy and Danny murmuring to each other, then a sputter as the fuse caught, then running feet. The
lads cameinto view. Immediately a basilisk-sound, haf hissand half scream, erupted on the other side
and rgpidly dwindled.

Jack ran around to see aray of black fog cantilevered out over the city. On the near sdeitsbillows
wereweirdly lit up, likeasquall-line at sunset. But this paled and dissolved in afew moments. The only
evidence that remained of this grievous and execrable crime against all known precepts of safe rocketry
was ahouse with aholein itsroof, just short of Mincing Lane, and agossamer thread connecting said
hole with the large pulley lashed to the lantern of the Monument above their heads. From thereit ran
amost straight down into a polished copper kettle about three paces away from Jack, between the feet
of alarge Red Indian. The Indian grabbed the thread in one hand lest al of what remained be sucked
from the kettle by its own weight.

Jack looked over therailing and saw the filament plunge down and away toward the east. He lost track
of it in the Monument’ s shadow. But he could see alot of boyish ferment on the roof of the Church of St.
Mary-at-Hill, five hundred feet away: some legping, some hopping into the air, some hurling of stones
with stringstied to’em. To any observer who did not know, as Jack did, that athread of sk wasfloating
inthe air afew yards above these peopl€ s heads, it would have looked like the cavorting of men and
boys made mad by witchcraft or syphilis, akind of Bedlam a fresco.

A distant rocket-scream sounded from near the Tower of London. Such was the speed of this second
rocket’ sflight that by the time its sound carried to the top of the Monument, and drew Jack’ s gaze that
way, it was gone, and there was nothing to be seen but a black rainbow bent over Tower Hill and the
Moat, connecting the Barking Churchyard behind All Hallows Church to the battlements of the White
Tower. “Not apot of gold, but closeto one,” Jack remarked. He was fortunate enough, now, to be
looking in the right direction to see yet another dart of white flame jump up from the River Thames,
pulling ashroud of black powder-smoke behind it. It reached apogee above Tower Wharf and then
winked out. Momentum carried it north over the Outer Wall to crash in Tower Lane. “ Damn, too short!”
Jack cried, asthe sound of the launch reached them.

“They’ ve spares on the barge, Dad,” Danny said.

He glanced down onto the Church of St. Mary-at-Hill. The men and boys on the roof had settled down
noticeably—in fact, most of them were running away, which was, of course, the normd practice, from
the scene of their crimes. Only two remained. One was working on hislap. The other was acting asa
sort of lookout. He needn’t have bothered; the rocket that had screamed over his head afew moments
ago had ignited afirein the attic of that house on Mincing Lane, and there, rather than the church’ sroof,
was where the attentions of the (paltry number of mostly salf-appointed) authorities and the (vastly more
energetic and numerous) Mobb were now directed.

The one who had been working on hislap suddenly sprang back, jumping to hisfeet, and elevated his
chin, asif he had released a carrier pigeon and were watching it take flight. The Indian beside Jack began



to pull in string, hand-over-hand, as rapidly as he could. “Look out below!” caled Jmmy, as he picked
up the copper string-vat and smply dropped it over therall.

A cursefrom Danny: “Hit the Lanthorn Tower thistime.” Then another whooshing scream from theriver.
Jack glimpsed another smoke-prong in the distance.

The kettle made afunny noise, a cross between a splat and a bong, asit hit the pavement below them.
Tombawas grinning benesth a perspective glass. “Men in kilts on the battlements of the White Tower,”
he announced.

“And just what are those men doing?’ inquired Jack, whose attention was fixed on the roof of the church
of &. Dungtan-in-the-East, where a scene had just played out remarkably like that moments earlier on
theroof of St. Mary-at-Hill.

“It gppears that they are drinking usquebaugh and line dancing,” returned Tomba.

“One day your wit shal be the death of you, and my hands around your throat shal be the instrument,”
Jack remarked camly.

“Some of them are pulling in the string from Barking Churchyard,” Tombareturned, “othersraising a
banner.”

“Rasing abanner! ?I gave no ingtructions touching a banner,” Jack hollered.
“A Crossof St. Andrews, and—"
“Oh, Jesus Chrigt. Isany of those Highlanders concerning himsdlf with apulley?”

“The pulley is being worked on—hold—oh, my God!” Tomba exclaimed, and drew back from the
perspective glasslaughing.

“What isit?’

“Therocket. It nearly knocked one of them down,” Tombaexplained, as yet another basilisk-shriek
reached them from theriver.

“So thelast oneflew true?’

“Skipped across the roof of the White Tower itsdf like aflat stone onapond,” confirmed Danny, who
had watched with his naked eyes. * Passed between a Scotsman’ s legs and smacked into the north

parapet.

“I hope that the Scotsman has had the presence of mind to ssomp on the string.”

“They appear to be pulling it in—there’ s a chap working by the pulley now—good! The pulley is
threaded—"

“Theroof of Trinity Houseiscleared!” Tombamentioned, having trained his spyglass on abuilding
halfway between them and the White Tower.

“Take up thedack smartly now!” Jack called down over therailing. He was awash in fiery light up here.



The men at the base of the column weretailing in blue dusk, pulling in loose thread from above asfast as
their hands could move. They wereworking in aclear space, asort of defensive perimeter that had been
st up round the base of the column. Around it the black lint of the Mobb was rapidly gathering, kept at
bay by very large hoodlums with whips, and archerswho had scaled the plinth of the great column to
take up sniping-positions under the wings of its dragons.

“What rumor did you put out?’ Jack asked of immy. Directly below he could see the flattened kettle
gleaming likeanewly minted coin.

“That Jack the Coiner would appear atop the Monument at sundown and throw guineas,” Jmmy
answered.

“Barking Churchyard isclear!” announced Danny, which meant that although none of them could seeit,
the silken filament now stretched in asingle uninterrupted catenary from the greet pulley, above their
heads, across adistance of abit lessthan haf amileto asmilar device that the Scotsmen had strung
from the southeastern turret of the White Tower. From thereit ran over the inner and outer walls, above
the Wharf, to a barge that had drifted down the river during the last hour or so and then tossed out an
anchor. Though thiswould not have been obviousto anyone viewing it from theleve of the water, it was
plain from this elevated viewpoint that agreat whed, severd yards across, was mounted in that barge. Its
axiswasvertica, soitsrim was pardld to the deck. It was not a mighty sort of whedl, not like an anchor
cable’ swindlass, but more like a spinning-whed laid onitsside. A dozen or more crewmen stood
around it, and now, evidently on some signd from the White Tower, they began to turn that
whed—reding in the same string that they had sent rocketing over the battlements aminute ago. Withina
few moments the result of their exertions could be detected up atop the Monument. For achangein the
gring’' sanglewas plainly visble asthe tenson increased.

“Supply!” screamed Jack to the men below, who were gathered round an exceptionally large wagon
chocked at the foot of the Monument. A patchwork of work-out sails had covered its contents until now.
These were flung off to expose a huge cylindrica vat in which miles of cordage had been expertly coiled.
But thiswas not ordinary line, of uniform thickness. That up here at the top of the Monument, running
through the pulley at an accderating clip, wasfine silken cord. But what was emerging from the vat was
noticeably coarser. And what was coiled in the bottom-most part of the vat was asthick asaman's
wrig.

“Righto,” Jack said, and caught the eye of the Indian. “And so "twould seem that very soon | shall
require the Chariot of Phaethon. And another for His Reverence.”

His Reverencelet it be known that he was amused. The Indian heaved a sigh and shambled through the
door to begin the long journey down gairs.

“What are you snickering at?’ Jack demanded, making a semicircular excursion round the column to
discover Father Edouard de Gex. The Jesuit had, for lack of abetter word, cornered the four Jewish
tourists at the southwestern vertex of the platform. At hisfeet rested a black strong-box. Thelid was
open. Diverse gnarled keys and hand-hammered padlocks littered the deck al round. He had mostly
emptied the casket by this point, but some of its contents could still be seen: it had been full of small
leathern bags, each bag filled with something of High Specific Gravity that clinked as de Gex transferred
them one by one into a stout ox-hide satchel. A second satchel, aready full, sat next to the one he was

packing.

“You lay acurse on yoursdf without knowing it,” de Gex answered. “Y ou should cdll it the Chariot of
Apoallo.”



“Apollo isthe sobriquet of Leroy—I wastrying to show deference.”
“All right, Helios then. Never Phaethon.”

“Half the young bladesin town arerattling about in Phaethons,” Jack returned, “why can't | fly above
Londonin one?’

“Phaethon was a sort of bastard son of Helios. He borrowed his papa’ s gleaming Vehicle and went for a
heavenly Drive. But seeing the great height to which he had ascended, and terrified by the Heroes,
Legends, and Titans hung in the sky by the Gods as Congtdllations, he lost hiswits; the chariot ran out of
control, scorching the earth; Zeus struck him down with a thunderbolt and he crashed into ariver. So
when you refer to your conveyance as the Chariot of Phaethon—"

“Theimport of your Tdeisnot lost on me,” Jack let it be known, watching de Gex transfer the last of
the clinking bagsinto the satchd. Then, in adifferent tone, he reflected: “It iscurious. | dways phant’sed
that the rites of the ancient Pagans, prosecuted asthey werein airy temples by naked maidens and
prancing butt-boys, and enlivened by feasts and orgies, must have been infinitely more diverting than the
insufferable ceremonies of Christians; yet the dramatick yarn of this Phaethon, intoned by Y our
Reverence, isasdry, tedious, and didactic asthe litanies of the Baptists.”

“1 am speaking to you, Jack, of your pride, of your ignorance, and of your doom. | am sorry that | can
not makeit any more festive.”

“When night fell, who rode the moon-chariot?’

“Selene. But that was of silver.”

“If those layabouts on the barge do not spin that whedl any faster, we shal be compared toher .
“Thetwilight will linger for awhileyet,” de Gex predicted.

Jack went to inspect the rope coming up from below, and passing over the pulley and out into the air
above London en route to the said barge. He was surprised to find that it had already waxed to the
thickness of hisfinger. Surprised, and abit dismayed, for he' d been hoping that it would snag on a
weethercock somewhere and sngp while it was till dender and fragile. But now that it had achieved such
athicknessit was unlikely to break. He would actudly haveto do thisthing.

Some minutes passed. London as aways continued in roiling feverish busy-ness. the Mobb around the
base of the Monument, swollen to athousand, chanting for their promised guiness, here parting to make
room for amad dog, there clumping to assault a pick-pocket. Thefire brigades at their pumping-engines
inthe Tower hamlets and now in Mincing Lane, surrounded by more of the Mohility, protected by
cordons of lobsterbacks. The Highlanders atop the White Tower, victorious but somehow forlorn, asno
one seemed to have noticed what they’ d accomplished. The men on the barge spinning the giant whed,
like the main gear of an immense clock. The ships on the Pool as ever, going about their toils and
quotidian adventures perfectly obliviousto al of these things.

Phaethon himsalf was just in the act of crash-landing on the upper Thames, some leagues to the west of
town. With any luck he'd set fireto Windsor Castle on hisway down. Theradiance of hisfina approach
sprayed flat across London and made the whole city jagged and golden. Jack looked at it dl, most
carefully, as he had once looked out over Cairo, and indeed the place suddenly looked as queer and as



outlandish to him as Cairo once had. Which wasto say that he saw al through atraveler’ s dewy eye, and
perceived al that was overlooked by the Cockney’ s brass-tacks stare. He owed it to Immy and Danny
and al his pogterity to look at it thus. For de Gex was right, Jack was a bastard who had ascended to a
great height and hob-nobbed with Heroes and Titans and seen things he was never meant to see. This
might be the last time in many a generation that a Shaftoe might gaze down from such avantage-point and
see s0 much so clearly. But what was he seeing?

“Dad,” Jmmy was saying, “it'stime, Dad.”

Helooked over. The rope was asthick as hiswrist now, and it no longer moved; it had been tied off
down below, the plinth of the Monument pressed into service as abitt. Half amile distant, out in theriver,
the barge had chopped its anchor-cable, and flung great bags of heavy fabric—sea-anchors—into the
river. The flow of the Thames had inflated them. They pulled the barge downstream with immense force,
exerting tenson on the full length of the rope that could be sensed from here—for the rigging that bound
the gresat pulley to the top of the Monument had now begun to groan and tick like that of a ship that has
been struck by ablast of wind. Riding on that taut hawser, now, above their heads, was atraveling block:
that isto say agrooved pulley spinning on awell-greased axlein acasing of forged iron. Dangling from it
weretwo chainsthat diverged dightly and fastened to opposite ends of a short length of plank. Immy
was gripping one of those chains, Danny the other. The Chariot of Phaethon was available for boarding.
Everyone up here—even the Jews, who' d left off being scared and were now fascinated—uwas looking
at it agnificantly, and then looking a Jack.

“All right, dl right,” said Jack. He strode to it. De Gex handed him one of the two satchels and Jack
dung it over hisshoulder. “Padre, I'll see you anon,” Jack said dismissvely. Even de Gex sensed that he
should draw away now. Jack climbed up to the plank, which hung about at the level of therailing. Seating
himself upon it, and Situating the heavy satchel in hislap, he braced hisfeet on therall asif afraid the boys
might pitch him off before he was ready. Which was a quite reasonable fear, as he was st to give them
Advice

“Now, lads” hesaid, “either this | work or it won't. If it goes awry, never forget there' s other placesto
be besides England; you' ve seen more of ’em than mogt, | don’t need to tell you twice. The Great Mogul
isaways hiring good mercenaries. Queen Kottakkal would be delighted to have you back in her court,

to say nothing of her bedchamber. Our partners in Queena-K ootah would give you ahero’ swelcome at
thefoot of ElizaPeak. Manila s not such abad place, either. | do not recommend that you go to Japan.
And remember, if you go the other way, to the shores of America, and travel west long enough, you
ought to cross the path of good old Moseh, assuming the Comanches haven't made him into moccasins.
So there’ s no purpose to be served in tarrying here, lads, if | end up at Tyburn. Just do me afavor before
you leave”

“All right,” said Jmmy grudgingly.

Jack had avoided looking into hissons' faces during this Oration, because he reckoned they’ d not wish
to be seen with tears streaming down their faces. But looking up at Jmmy now he saw dry eyesand a
quizzicd if impatient phizz. Turning the other way, he saw Danny gazing distractedly at the White Tower.
“Did you hear asingle fuckingword | said?’

“Y ou want usto do you afavor,” Danny returned.

“Before you embark on anew life overseas, assuming that isyour fate,” Jack said, “find Elizaand tdl her
sheismy truelove.” And then hejerked the chainsloose from the restraining grip of first Immy, then



Danny. He leaned forward, pushed off againgt the rail with both feet, and launched himsdlf into space
above London. His cloak spread inthewind of hisflight like thewings of an eagle, reveding, to anyone
who might be gazing up into the sky, alining made from cloth-of-gold that glistered in the rays of the
setting sun like the chariot of Apollo. Hewas on hisway down.

Worth's Coffee-house, Birchin Lane, London

SUNSET

DAPPA STOOD FROZENTfor acount of ten. Asif standing still would make him white.
“Sr,” said Jones, chuckling, “why, thislooks like you! What'sit say?’

Thank God for Jones, and for his being such a perfect imbecile. Many a ship’ s officer, caught in storm or
battle, and seized by anatura tendency to freeze up in terror, was moved to action by the vivid
helplessness of his crew.

Dappa s body was not answering well to commands from the quarterdeck, so in stepping forward he
bashed the table with the brawn of histhigh, nearly toppling it. But he got the libel in hishand and
snatched it away. He looked round the coffee-house and met afew eyes, but they showed nothing
beyond momentary curiosity at the unba anced movements of the Blackamoor. None of them had seen
thishandhill.

“What'sit say?’ Jones repested.

Dappashoved it into the hip pocket of his coat, where it was about aswelcome asaturd. But at least it
was hidden. “It says something that is not true, about me,” he said, “a perfect and abominablelie” And
he wished that he could have said it in alow and quiet voice. But passion made him squawk like a
srangled hen. He closed his eyesfor amoment, trying to think. “An attack,” he said, “ "tisan attack on
me by Charles White—a Tory. Why on me? No reason. Thus’tis not an attack onme but on what | am a
part of, namely,Minerva.” He opened hiseyes. “Y our ship isunder attack, Jones.”

“I am well enough accustomed to that, Sir.”
“But not with cannonballs. Thisisapaper attack. Shore artillery isfiring on you—what must you do?’

“Hring onus, you mean, Sir,” Jones returned, “ and since shore batteries are difficult to slence, we must
move out of their range.”

“Correct. But the indenture that we came here to sign—it must be sgnedor our obligationsto the
ship-chandler shal not be met. We must meet those obligations, Jones, or our credit and our good name
will be spailt, do you understand? Mr. Sawyer is honest, as such men go—when he comes here, pretend
to read whatever he placesin front of you, and sign it. Then run down to the river and hie toMinerva and
tell the Captain to begin raising anchornow .

“Areyou going to leave me aone here, Sr?” Jonesinquired.

“Yes. | shdl try to get back to the ship. If I’'m not aboard at the next high tide, though, then you and
Minervamust leaveme.” Dappa glanced up toward the window and saw the worst thing hecould have
seen: the tout who had been handing out the libel s had hunted them through the crowd, and was now
pressing his shiny face against the window. He met Dappa s eye. Dappafet the way he had oncein



Africa, alittle boy playing near theriver, when he had looked up and seen the striped eye of acrocodile
looking back at him. It was asif athousand ancestors were standing round him in agreeat invisible chorus,
screaming, “Run! Run!” And run he would have, but for the knowledge that he was the only black manin
amile, and could never run far or fast enough.

A shadow fell over the coffee-house now, like that of acloud passing before the sun. But it was not a
cloud, but agreat black coach, drawn by four black horses, pulling up in front of the coffee-house,
coming to astop.

Thetout paid no mind to the coach-and-four. He had got awild triumphal 1ook on hisface—the only
thing that could have made him any less pleasant to look at. Keeping his eye fixed through the window,
he began sidestepping toward the entrance.

“Repedt theingructions | gaveto you,” Dappasaid.

“Wait for Mr. Sawyer. Look at theindenturelike I’ m reading it. Sgn it. Run to the ship. Get underway
at high tide with or without you.”

“ And when you return from Boston, God willing, we shal sort it out then,” Dappasaid, and stepped out
from behind the table. He began moving toward the door.

Before he could reach it, the door was pulled open from outside. The view into the street was blocked
by the glossy black flank of the coach. Dappa drew hisright hand up his hip, twitched the skirt of his coat
behind him, and reached around to the smal of hisback. There, in the waistband of his breeches, wasa
dagger. Hefound its handle with hisfingers but did not draw it yet. The tout appeared in the doorway,
blocking hisway out, ecstatic, hopping from toe to toe like alittle boy who needed to piss. He looked to
one side, desperately wanting to catch someone’ s eye—to get awitness, or recruit an accomplice.

Dappa supposed he was looking at whomever had pulled the door open. Thetout’s head swivelled
round to bear on Dappaagain, and he raised one hand and pointed hisindex finger at Dappa sface, like
aming apistol. He had dropped his stack of handbills and they were blowing round his ankles, tumbling
into the coffee-house.

A larger man cameinto view just behind the tout, and over his shoulder. He was blond and blue-eyed, a
young bloke, better dressed, and he had something in his hand: awaking-stick, which he wastossng
straight up into the air. The brass handle at its stop |egped above his head. He caught the stick about
halfway aong itslength and in the same motion sngpped it down. The brass ball at the top stopped hard
againgt the back of the tout’s head. The tout’ s face and then hiswhole body lost tone, asif al 206 of his
bones had been jellied. Before the tout could fall to the ground and block the door, the blond man
stepped in beside him and checked him out of the way. The tout disappeared from view, except for his
feet, which lay twitching on the threshold. The big blond man alowed hiswalking-stick to dide down
through hisfist until the brass grip was back in his hand. He bowed to Dappain the most gentedl way
imaginable and extended hisfree hand toward the carriage, offering Dappaalift. And it was not until that
moment that Dappa recognized this man as one Johann von Hacklheber, a Hanoverian, and amember of
the household of the Duchess of Arcachon-Qwghlim.

DAPPA WASIN THE WOODENwomb of the carriage. It smelled like Eliza stoilet-water. Johann did
not climb ingde with him but closed the door, dapped the side, and began distributing commandsin
High-Dutch to the driver and apair of footmen. The footmen sprang from their perch on the back of the
vehicle and began wading through the litter on the Street, snatching up every copy of thelibd that they



could find. Dappa watched this through the coach’ s window, then, when it began to lurch forward, drew
the shutters, leaned forward, and buried hisfacein hishands.

He wanted to weep tears of rage, but for some reason they would not come. Perhapsif this had
unfolded into a speedy and clean getaway he might have relaxed, and then released the tears. But they
were on one of the most congested streetsin dl of London. Y et hefelt no urgency to give the coachman
ingtructions, for it would be aquarter of an hour before they cameto any sort of turning-point. Thet
would be at the intersection with Cornhill, ahundred feet away.

After some moments he reached into his pocket and took out the handbill. He smoothed it out on his
thigh and cracked the window-shuttersto spill light oniit. All of which required conscious effort and a
certain fortitude, asin al ways he wanted to lean back and enjoy the gentlemanly comfort of this coach
and pretend that thiswretched, abominable, vile, vicious thing had never been doneto him.

He did not know exactly how old he was—probably about three score. His dreadlocks were black at
thetips but gray at the roots. He had circumnavigated the terraqueous globe and knew more languages
than most Englishmen knew drinking-songs. He was an officer of a merchant ship, and better dressed
than any member of the Kit-Cat Clubb. And yet this! This piece of paper on histhigh. Charles White had
printed it up, but any Englishman could have done the same. This particular configuration of ink upon the
page had made him into a hounded fugitive, laid him at the mercy of aloathsome street-corner tout,
forced him to flee from a coffee-house. And it had put acannonbal in his ssomach. Was thishow Danid
Waterhouse had felt when a stone the size of atennis bal had dwelt in his bladder? Perhaps; but afew
minutes knife-work and such a stone was gone. The cannonball in Dappa s somach was not so easy to
remove. Indeed he knew that it would return, every time he recaled the last few minutes events, for the
remainder of hisdays. He might be able to reachMinerva and sail out of range, but even if he werein the
Sea of Jgpan, CharlesWhite' s cannonbal would hit him in the belly whenever hismind wasidleand his
thoughts returned to this day. And return he would, like adog to hisvomit.

This, he now perceived, was why gentlemen fought duels. Nothing else would purge such dishonor.
Dappahad killed saveral men, mostly pirates, and mostly with pistol-shots. The chances were better than
eventhat, inafair due, he could put apistol-bal into Charles White' s body. But duels were for
gentlemen; adave could not challenge his master.

Stupid idea anyway; he needed to get toMinerva, to escape. The coach was negotiating aright turn onto
Cornhill, therefore working itsway back round toward the Pool. If it had turned left it would mean they
were taking him toward Leicester House, where Elizalived with anest of Hanoverians. Y es, better to get
out of town.

And yet the notion of chalenging Charles Whiteto adud, putting abullet in him, had seemed so
delicious. Redlly the only thing that had given him any satisfaction since the shock of seeing hisown name
on this document.

He opened the shutters a bit more and looked round through the side and rear windows. Johann was
looking right back at him from no more than twelve feet away. He was following in the wake that the
coach had made through the crowd. He told Dappa, with a sharp movement of the head, to closethe
shutters. Then he turned round to look behind him. Dappa saw now that they were being tailed, at a
leisurely walking pace, by apair of men, each of whom was clutching a copy of the handbill. Scanning the
width of Cornhill he saw more copies of the libel being handed out. He supposed that the only thing that
prevented a hue and cry from going up was the reward, and the fact that those who seized him would not
wish to divide it by the whole number of the Mobb. So for the nonce his pursuers were only two, and
they were being held at bay by Johann, who had a sword; but Charles White could stamp out new



pursuers asfast as printing presses could be operated.

How strange athing that wasl How could he have explained it to the villagers he/ d grown up with in
Africa? These bits of metal, put in aframe, smeared with black stuff, and pressed upon these white
leaves, had the magica property that they would make one man out of awhole metropolisinto aterrified
fugitive, while every other man whose eyes were exposed to the incantation would become his
implacable pursuer. Y et the same bits of metd put in the same frame, but in a different arrangement,
would have no effect. Indeed, Dappawondered whether he might print up some handbills naming
Charles Whitehis escaped dave, and putting some price onhis head.

The notion was apped ing—even more so than that of putting alead ball through White' sbody. But it
wasidleto think of such things. Escape Dappa might hope for. Revenge was not to be thought of.

They had come to the broad intersection of Cornhill and alarge north-south-running street that changed
its name from corner to corner. If they turned |eft here they’ d be north-bound on Bishopsgate, headed
for the South Sea Company, Gresham’s College, and Bedlam. More likely, though, they would go right,
placing them south-bound on Gracechurch Street. This soon became Fish Street Hill and ran past the
Monument straight down to London Bridge.

The coach halted in the middle of thisintersection, for an uncommon number of persons were gathered
here. When Dappalooked out the right side he tended to see the backs of their heads, and when he
looked to the | eft he tended to see their faces; for most of them were gazing at some spectacleto the
south. Dappa could not tell what. He looked to the left, trying to read the answer in their faces. He found
no useful information there, save that what they were looking at was rather high up intheair. But hedid
catch sight again of South Sea House, a very large compound one of whose gates was Situated a couple
of hundred yards away, on the left Sde of Bishops-gate. It was bigger, and newer, than the Bank of
England. It was, in away, the Anti-Bank; its collaterd, the Thing of Vaue against which it lent money,
was the Asento: the trans-Atlantic dave trade, wrested from Spain last year in the war.

A sudden exclamation came up from the crowd. Dappa glanced to the right, and thought he perceived a
trail of black smoke drawn through the air from near the top of the Monument. And then he made a
second glance, for the lantern at the top of that colossal spire was disfigured by some sort of jury-rigged
block-and-tackle device. A vulgar entertainment for the Mobb, was his guess.

But back to South SeaHouse. The sight of thisevil place, looming like a pirate-ship off hislarboard
beam, had caused certain notionsto fal together within Dappa smind. A plan—not a sketchy one but a
Plan whole and entire—had suddenly presented itsdlf in hismind, and it was so obvioudy the right thing
to do that he put it into effect with no deliberations whatsoever. For this Plan had the miraculous effect of
removing the enormous ball of lead from his stcomach.

He dropped to hisknees on the floor of the coach and flipped the libel over on the facing bench. Out of
his pocket came a pencil, and touching it to histongue, asif thiswould put e oquenceinto it, he wrote

Y our grace, my lady—

Johann did his duty bravely and well. Pray do not rebuke him when this carriage is found empty.
When last you and | conversed, we spoke of my career as author of books, and teller of dave-stories.
A similitude was formed, in which my worksto date were likened to so many balls of grapeshot, which

when fired at our Enemy pose a nuisance but can never send any dave-shipsto David Jones s Locker
where they ought to be all. Y ou exhorted me to leave off gathering more grapeshot and to turn my efforts



to finding asingle cannonball.

Until today, | assumed that the cannonball—by which is meant, the story that will convince Englishmen,
once and for al, of the absurdity and the enormity of davery—would be found in some dave-auction in
S&o Paulo, Kingstown, or Carolina. But to my surprise |, this afternoon, found that cannonbdll in the pit
of mine own scomach.Minerva sails on the morning tide but you may find mein agaol somewherein
London. | shall require paper, ink, and your prayers.

Y our humble and obedient servant,

Dappa

Leaving this on the bench he flung open the door on the carriage’ sleft sde. A small open space
welcomed him, since no spectators would stand where the view to the south was blocked by the coach.
Johann did not mark him; he was as fascinated as anyone el se by the spectacle at the Monument. Dappa
strode, but never ran, north through the crowd onto Bishopsgate. He phant’ sied he might hear
reward-seekers pursuing him through the crowd; never mind, if those did not, others would soon enough.

Inafew moments' time he was seated in a coffee-house literaly in the shadow of South Sea House,
spping chocolate and pretending to read theExaminer . Asif he' d aright to be there.

Busy men weredl around him, unrolling documents on tables: charts of the Bights of Benin and Biafra,
loading-diagrams of dave-ships, ledgers heavy with human assets. Familiar names flew around the place:
Accra, ElImina, Ijebu, and Bonny. Hefelt, strangely, at home. Even more strangdly, hefdlt at peace.
Flipping the newspaper over, helicked his pencil again, and began to write.

Shive Tor

DUSK

IN A FEW MINUTESSIRIsaac was on the deck of the hooker, his hair gleaming like acomet’ stail in
thefiercelight of the burning Tor. Danid stood near him, flat-footed under the weight of his Blanket,
peering from beneath hisrumpled Cap. A team of four dragoons were bent over the hooker’ srail,
sraining to heave-ho Colonel Barnes aboard without snapping off his other leg.

Very quickly thelongboat rowed away from them, for the water was now deep enough that it could
move free of the dredged channd. The hooker drew abit more water than that, and was confined to the
channd for the time being. Pulling his cap off so that he could fed the flow of air over hisscap, Danidl
verified his suspicion that the burning Tor was drawing in a powerful flood of air, some of which was

catching on the hull and the bare spars of the hooker. She was being sucked directly into the pillar of fire,
likeamoth into Vulcan’sforge.

Barneswas aware of it. The dragoons had begun exploring the ship, looking for an anchor, or anything
that would serve the same end. There were none, as the anchor-cables had been chopped through in the
coiners haste to escape.

“Isthere anything that seems heavy down there?’ Barnes demanded of a dragoon who had been groping
around bel owdecks.

Isaac pricked up his ears, as he too was very keen on finding something heavy.



“Only agreat bloody chest,” the dragoon answered, “too heavy to move.”

“Did you look ingde of it?’ Isaac inquired, tense as astarving cat.

“No, gr. 'Tislocked. But | know what'sinit.”

“How do you know what isinit, if you did not look insde?’

“Why, | can hear it, gr. Ticking away just as Steady asyou please. Itisagreat big clock.”

Asif thetips of their noses were joined by ahawser that had just snapped taut, Daniel and Isaac
swiveled their heads toward each other.

Danid spoke to the dragoon, though he waslooking Isaac in the eye. “Isitso heavy that it could not be
carried abovedecks and hurled over the Ssde?’ he asked.

“I heaved with dl my might and could not budge it ahair’ s breadth, sir.”

Danid was asking himsdlf whether he ought to let the dragoons know what was obvious to him and
|saec: that they were trapped on aderdlict vessel with aticking Infernal Device. But 1saac made up his
mind quicker, and said: “Pray forgive Dr. Waterhouse' s curiodity on so trivial amatter. Heand | are
amateurs of clock-work. Aswe have little else to do just now, perhaps he and | shal retire belowdecks
and amuse oursalves with Horologicka chit-chat.”

“And I’ll joinyou,” said Barnes, who had caught on, “if you'll have me, that is”

“Please be our guest, Colond,” said Daniel. He then led Isaac and Barnes toward an open hatch, which,
againgt the fire-lit deck planks, stood out as a crisp black rectangle.

The White Tower
DUSK

FATHEREDOUARD DEGEXof the Society of Jesus stood up on one leg, for he'd damaged an ankle,
and turned around to survey the debristrail he had |eft acrossthe roof of the White Tower. Chiefly he
desired to know where the contents of his satchel were. It seemed a good deal lighter now than when
he' d jumped off the Monument afew momentsearlier.

Under the groaning rope, and interspersed with flattened Scotsmen and their far-flung dirks, sporrans,
and tam-o-shanters, was aMilky Way of coinsand the small |easther bagsthey’ d just sprayed out of. De
Gex hobbled back adong histrack snatching them up and stuffing them into his bag. Ashamed to seea
man of the cloth performing stoop-and-pick labor in their midst, the stunned and bruised Highlanders
drew themsalves up, shook the dust from their kilts, and went to work gleaning coins and wee bags from
the roof.

But de Gex did not leave off collecting and counting them until he had worked hisway back to the west
parapet. There he encountered the first man he had knocked down: a bulky fellow with a patch over one
eye, who spoke to himin tolerable French. “1n the name of the Auld Alliance,” said he (referring to an
extremely spotty but ason-spanning series of diplomatic trysts between Scotland and France) “1 bid you
welcome to the Tower of London. Please consider it the property of France—"



“Pourquoi non?Sinceit was built by us”
“—and yoursto command!”

“Very wdl, my first command isthat you take down the banner of Maclan of MacDonad!” answered
de Gex.

Lord Gy was not pleased to hear this. That much was on hisface, asplain asalaceration. But he boreit
with the insolent cam of one who has heard worse and would like you to notice that heis till dive. “I
gpologize,” hesad, “the lads were atrifle high-spirited. The sobriety and discretion of Parisareforeign to
young blades who have just galloped down from the heather.” And making asmdl bow, heturnedin the
direction of the banner. So did de Gex.

But both of them were astonished to find no banner a al: only aflag-pole that had been severed at waist
level by one stroke of avery good blade. Next to it, the banner-carrie—a being made entirely of
freckles, perhaps fourteen years old—was sitting in agun-dit pinching a bloody nose.

Rufus Maclan hurried over to make inquiries. Edouard de Gex, after the obligatory rolling of the eyes,
looked about and noted, for the first time, that Jack was nowhere to be seen. In the commoation of de
Gex’ s descent upon the White Tower, Jack must have taken the matter of the banner into his own hands.
He must then have gone down stairs; and the nearest way down would have been through a door, now
standing open, in the round turret that held together the northeastern vertex of the building. That turret
loomed above the place where Macl an was interrogating the bloody-nosed freckle-boy, and it was
obvious that Maclan would be headed that way in amoment.

De Gex commanded the Highlanders around him to remain at their posts, and strode toward the round
turret. Severa of the Scotsmen affected not to have grasped his order, and followed him; but Maclan,
who was now aimed for the same door, turned round, hisface very choleric, and bit off afew wordsin
Scotsthat sent them dl glancing avay. He entered the round turret only two strides ahead of de Gex.

“Pity,” said thelatter, looking around the perfectly barren room, “al the astronomica devices are gone.”
Lord Gy was dready in the gair, on hisway down. “Eh?’

“Didn’t you know? This was where Flamsteed worked, in the days before the Roya Observatory was
moved to Greenwich. The Prime Meridian of the English once passed through this room—"

Which was perfectly trivial and beside the point, as de Gex well knew. But he did not like thelook on
theface of Lord Gy, and wanted to break his concentration. The gambit might have worked on a French
nobleman whose socid reflexes had been trained to quivering perfection in the sdons of Versallles. It
failed on Lord Gy, who had ascended to the nobility by cutting such a Frenchman in twain, and who at
thismoment looked asif he were ready to do it again.

The purpose of the round tower was to support aspiral stair. Finding Jack was a matter of winding
down and gazing into each doorway that presented itsalf. They shortly tracked him down on the middle
of the building sthreefloors. This space, formerly the roya court of aKing, had been given over in
recent centuriesto the storage of official documents. Jack was squatting with his back to themin the
middle of acavernous fireplace shaking powder from ahorn onto the Scottish banner, which he had
folded a couple of times and stuffed beneath an andiron. On his career through the former throne-room
he had swiped an armload of rolled-up papers from a dusty shelf and piled them under and around the
banner to serve askindling.



“Jacques—" de Gex began.
“Pardon mewhile | destroy the evidence, your virginity.”
“Yebagart!” exclamed Lord Gy.

“Did | say, destroy the evidence?’ Jack said, looking over his shoulder to see Maclan. “I meant that this
sacred banner became torn and dirtied in the fray, and the only respectful way to dispose of it now isby
acleandng flame.” And he held a pistol—an unloaded one, asit turned out—next to the banner and
pulled the trigger. Sparks from the flint sprayed across powder-smeared fabric and became something
more than sparks. A fizzy conflagration spread across the banner, like flames across afidd of harvested
saks, only faster. Jack recoiled, staggering out of the fireplace to get clear of the smoke. Since adraught
had not yet been established in the chimney, agood ded of the smoke followed him—indeed, was
sucked into hiswake so that he seemed to betrailing it behind him like arocket. “Right, let’sgo
somewhere we can breathe,” Jack suggested, and strode past de Gex and Maclan, headed for the Stair.

Now de Gex had seen afew duelsin hisday. These were at least asformal, and as premeditated, as
weddings. But he' d aso seen asufficient number of sudden murderous stabbing-brawlsto have
understood that even they were not as spontaneous as they looked.

If you were stralling in the gardens of Versailles, you might one day hear sudden noises, and turn around
to see, some distance away, one felow—Ilet’ s cal him Arnauld—going after another—call him
Blaise—with adrawn blade. From which, if you were a careless observer, you might think that Arnauld
had just snapped without warning, like an ice-covered bough faling from atree. But in truth the Arnaulds
of theworld wererarely so reckless. A careful observer, watching Arnauld for two or three minutes prior
to the onset of violence, would see some sort of exchange between him and Blaise—a caculated insult
from Blaise, let us say, such asarefusa to let Arnauld through adoor ahead of him, or awitticism about
Arnauld swig, which had been so very fashionable three months ago. If Blaise were a polished wit, he
would then move on, blithe, humming an air, and giving every gppearance of having forgotten the event.

But Arnauld would become aliving Exhibit. Symptomswould set in that were so obvious and dramatic
asto furnish atopic of sudy for the Roya Society. Why, awholejury of English savants could stand
around poor Arnauld with their magnifying lenses and their notebooks, observing the changesin his
physiognomy, noting them down in Latin and rendering them in labored woodcuts. Most of these
symptoms had to do with the Humour of Passion. For afew moments, Arnauld would stand fast asthe
insult sank in. Hisface would turn red as the vesselsin his skin went flaccid, and consequently ballooned
with blood from aheart that had begun to pound like a Turkish kettle-drum signalling the onset of battle.
But this was not when the attack came, because Arnauld, during this stage, was physically unableto
move. All of hisactivity was mental. Once he got over the first shock, Arnauld’ sfirst thought would be to
convince himself that he had reined in his emotions now, got himself under control, was ready to consder
mattersjudicioudy. The next few minutes, then, would be devoted to arehearsa of the recent encounter
with Blaise. Affecting arationa, methodical approach, Arnauld would marsha whatever evidence he
might need to convict Blaise of being ascoundrel, and sentence him to death. After that, the attack would
not belong in following. But to one who had not been there with those Fellows of the Royd Society to
observedl that had led up to it, it would seem like the spontaneous explosion of an Inferna Device.

De Gex was standing behind Maclan and had watched the banner-burning over the other’ s epaul ets.
The backs of Maclan's ears had gone cherry red. He' d not so much astwitched an eyelid when Jack
had strode past him to the stair. De Gex knew what would be coming soon. There was nothing he could
say now to interrupt the proceedings going on in Maclan’ s brain: the marshaling of the arguments, the



sure and inevitable judgment. But there was something he coulddo . Helet his satchel down to the floor,
and reached dlently into the pocket of his cassock. It was not alined pocket, but adit that went al the
way through the garment, and gave him access to what was benesth.

Father Edouard was amember of the Society of Jesus, but he was aparticipant in the society of men —to
be specific, the men of London, the most beastly city he had ever seen, though he d circumnavigated the
globe. In hiswaistband, hisfingers found the hilt of asplendid watered-stedl dagger hel d picked up from
aBanyanin Batavia. Hedrew it dlently fromitsleather sheath. Maclan till hadn’t moved. The room was
slent except for the crackle of the flames spreading to the pile of ancient documents Jack had strewn
around the flag. De Gex broke the silence, alittle, by stepping forward.

But thistriggered a greater sound from behind him. Before de Gex could turn to seewhat it was, his
dagger-hand had been seized from behind and twisted up behind his back. The fingers opened and the
weapon dropped, but did not fal to the floor; it was intercepted by another hand. An instant |ater that
hand appeared in front of him and brought the dagger to histhroat. He had been embraced from behind
by aman who smelled of sweat-sodden wool, of horses, and of gunpowder. One of the Highlanders had
talled him dlently down sairs.

“Yeiraman of kirk, so asd gieye benefit of clergy,” said the Highlander into hisear, “binnaye speik
sae much asaword, anthenit’ll be atwein ye and St. Peter asti whaur ye sal be expoondin yeir next
sarmon.”

Rufus Maclan turned around. His ears were no longer red. With barely a glance towards de Gex he
strode to the spiral stair and followed Jack down to the first storey.

IT WASPACKED TOthe celling with gunpowder. Not wanting to blow what remained of hisclanto
kingdom come, Maclan removed a pistol from his waistband, made sure it wasn't cocked, and laid it on
adll before turning his atention into the great room that accounted for most of thefirst floor.

“What were you thinking?’ asked Jack.

Jack the Coiner was standing at the head of an aide between stacked powder-kegs. He had not drawn
his blade, but he had pulled it afew inches out of its scabbard to loosen it, and hewas standing in a
Sdeways attitude that, in a society where men routinely ran each other through with swords, was
implicitly menading.

Maclan kept hisdistance. “I dinnaexpect to livethislang,” he said, “I hae nae thoughts concerning what
we should dae after.”

“Let me supply you with some thoughts, then,” said Jack. “We arefinished here.”
“Finished?’

“We have done al that we needed to do,” said Jack, “ excepting sometriflesin the Mint which Father
Edouard and | shall attend to after you and the others are....gone.”

“Gone! ?An how dae ye expect to hold the Tower of London agin a Regiment, with nae one to man the
defenses?’



“It was never my intention tohold it,” Jack returned. “ So fly. Now. Escape to the heather. Savor your
revenge. Unless...”

“Unlesswhat 7’

“Unlessyou prefer to go out as a hero of the United Kingdom, defending this house of your Stuart
queen.”

“Now that isinsufferable,” said Rufus Maclan. “ That isnato be endured.” Both hands came up in front
asif hewere going to clasp them in prayer. But they did not bate before hisface, but kept rising and
reaching back until they had found the handle of the Claymore projecting up above one shoulder. With
onejerk it was out and in front of him. Suddenly Jack’ s weapon was likewise exposed, a handsome
watered-sted blade, curved like a saber, and, in the Turkish way, dightly broader at thetip than at the
guard. He held it in one hand. It would be an odd, ragged, improvised sort of duel: amedieva longsword
againgt something that was not a cutlass and not arapier.

“Very well,” Jack said, “hero of Britainitis, then.”

Jack had the lighter and swifter blade. It would be suicide for Maclan to stand and await an attack,
because it was unlikely he could move the Claymore fast enough to parry it. So he came on like abull
from achute, feinting thisway and that to make Jack commit himsdlf, then winding up and swinging the
wespon down at Jack’ s head with al hismight. It was ablow that could not be fended off with any
lighter weapon, and so Jack was obliged to spin back and away. Maclan pursued him into an aide
between stacked powder-kegs. In these narrower confines he would have less room to swing hislong
blade. But Jack had done nothing to break the momentum of the great sword and so Maclan was able to
swing it around and ring down another terrible blow at Jack’ s head. Jack barely had timeto get his
sword-hand up. If he had held hislighter weapon horizontaly, trying to bar altogether the descent of the
Claymore, it wouldn't have gone well for him. But he had the luck, or the presence of mind, to makethe
pommel the highest part of the weapon, and leave the point angled downwards toward the floor. The
Claymore came down with little loss of speed, but it was deflected lateraly, missing Jack and crashing
into the stone floor, where it sent a shower of sparks against the base of akeg of gunpowder.

Therewas, in Rufus Maclan, aresponsble and level-headed military officer. For the last few moments
this person had been muscled out of the way by another that shared the same skull: theraving Celtic
berserker. The sight of those sparks striking that keg caused the latter to vanish likeawill o' thewisp and
the former to be reingtated. There was amomentary pause as Rufus Maclan waited to seeif they and the
White Tower wereto remain in existence. But the sparks winked out, and nothing happened.

“Lucky that,” Maclan remarked, and cleared histhroat, for suddenly hislungs were congested. He
noticed that Jack was standing rather close—too close to be struck with the long Claymore. Indeed, he
had hisfoot on thetip of Maclan’s sword. Rufus Maclan coughed, and felt something hot and wet
soaking hisbeard. Glancing down, he noticed the hilt of Jack’s sword, al encrusted with heathenish
designs, pressed up againgt his chest.

“Oh, it'sbecause | am alucky lucky felow, my lord,” said Jack—though Maclan wasfedling oddly
distracted, and the words did not redlly register. “In every respect, save the one that most matters.”

“TO THEPY X, THEN,” Jack said, stepping back and snapping his sword horizontaly through the air.
Blood rushed down the blade, jetted from the tip, and struck anearby wall with asizzling noise, making a



long dripping dash across the dry stones.

De Gex wasfrozen for athree-count. He rolled his eyeballs down in their socketsto verify that his
dagger was now lying on thefloor, i.e., no longer anywhere near histhroat. The weight, and pressure,
and the fragrance of the Scotsman were dl gone. He bent down and snatched up the dagger, then spun
around to face Jack—and nearly lost hisfooting on a spreading hot puddle. The Highlander who' d been
holding him at bay was curled up on the floor, eyes haf open, face gray.

“That was very risky,” remarked de Gex.

“Oh, I’'m sorry, we' re going to begin accounting forrisk now?” Jack returned, astonished. “Do you have
any ideawhat just nearly—"

“That will do,” said de Gex crisply, for he knew that once Jack had got into a mocking mood it was as
difficult to cure asthe hiccups.

They descended to thefirst floor of the round turret. Though the most ancient door of the White Tower
was Stuated in the opposite corner, dong the Inmost Ward, amore recent one was available at the base
of the turret Sair. It deposited them upon a strip of green on the north side, between the White Tower
and arow of storehousesthat lined the inner surface of the curtain wall. Here Jack broke his stride for a
moment, becalise the storehouses were as regular as shocks of grain in afield-row, and offered no points
of reference by which he could establish his bearings. But raising his sights above their saw-toothed
roof-line he saw the dotted parapets of three bastions behind them. Here, the fire that <till burned in the
Tower hamlets north of the moat camein ussful, asvery little light was now |eft in the Sky. But thered
fire-glow shone crisply through the crenellations on those bastions. Being now adungeon o’ learning
where the Tower was concerned, he knew that these three were, from left to right, Bowyer, Brick, and
Jewel Towers.

Someone was hollering to him from high above. Jack couldn’t make out aword. He spun on hished,
leaned back, cupped his hands round his face, and bellowed: “Run away!” to the Scotsmen on the roof

of the White Tower. Then he continued striding north across the green with de Gex. He waslooking for a
portal that would take him through the line of storehouses and get him to the base of Brick Tower—that
being the middle of the three bastions. Now that his eyes had adjusted to the twilight, he thought he could
seeit: abreak in the haf-timbered house-fronts, right in the center. It was awide gate where
wagon-loads of stuff could be trundled in or out. Standing in it were two men, one agiant and the other
the size of aboy: Y evgeny and Tom the Black-guard.

“I have found the way through to the sally-port,” Y evgeny announced.
“You haveaYeoman?’

Y evgeny pointed to a Beefeater who was standing insde the storehouse with his arms pinioned behind
his back.

“I'm glad you'refinaly here, mate,” said Tom to Jack, “1 been trying to explain to the Muscovite, here,
thisain't theright way in!” He hooked a thumb back over his shoulder. “Thishereis Brick Tower! Jewel
Tower’ sthe next one down!” Tom stepped forward onto the green and pointed down the line to the
bastion that stood in the northeast corner of the Inner Ward. A dozen or so men, who from their looks
could have stepped off Blackbeard’ sflagship a quarter of an hour ago, were L oitering with Intent in that
vicinity, and looking shrewdly at Jack.



“And of what significanceisthat?’ Jack demanded.

An awkward silence.

Tom could be seen looking abit pale.

De Gex sdled up and whispered something into Jack’ s ear.

“Oh, yes, of course, thedewel Tower, ” Jack said. “ That' s where they keep the, what do you call
them—’

“The Crown Jewels, sir,” whispered Tom, now quite rattled.

“Yes, now | see where you are going—yes—of course! The Crown Jewels. Right.” He considered it for
agood long time. “Would you like to have ago at sealing the Crown Jewels, then, aslong aswe are
here?’

“I thought that wasthe entire point of the Lay, Sr,” Tom answered, seeming very boylike indeed now.

“Oh, yes! To besurel” Jack hastened to say, “by dl means, yes, that’sal I’ ve ever wanted, redly, to
have some great bloody lump of gold with jewels stuck init to put on my head. Diamonds, rubies—I'm
med for them redly—go! Rundong!”

“Don’'t youwishto—7?’

“You’ve done splendidly to this point, Tom, and that |ot in the corner seem trustworthy. Go and see
what you can find in Jewed Tower and I’ Il meet you back here—"

Y evgeny cleared histhroat.

“Strikethat, I'll meet you at, oh, Black Jack’ s Boozing-Ken at Hockley-in-the-Hole tomorrow evening,
after the bear-baiting.”

Jack had accompanied these improvised remarks with any amount of nods, gesticulations, nudgings, and
shovings, al directed toward the amazed Tom and al meant to impel him toward the fabulous
Jewd-trovein question. Finally Tom began to move that direction, but he walked backwards, keeping a
sharp eye on Jack. “D’you redlly think Black Jack’ s Boozing-Ken isagood place to be cutting up the
Sovereign’s Orb?’

“Cut it up where you will, bring me some bitsin asack. Whatever you think isfair. Off you go, then!”

Tom—who was about hafway to the claque of piratish-looking blokes—scanned the roofs of the
storehouses while Jack spoke these words, expecting that thiswas all asort of test of Tom'sloyalty, and
that if he made the wrong move he' d get a crossbow-bolt through the heart. But there was nothing to be
noted save afew furious Highlanders starting to boil from the door of the White Tower. Which anyway
forced him to make up hismind. “Right!” he exclaimed, then turned, and sprinted for the Jewels. Jack did
not even seethis, for he' d dready bolted, dong with de Gex, into the portal where Y evgeny had been
awaiting them. Y evgeny barred the heavy storehouse door behind them.

“Your name?’ Jack said to the Y eoman Warder.



“Clooney! And whatever it isyou want—"

“Why, Y eoman Clooney, you make it sound asif | am some sort of nefariousvillain. All | want isfor you
to be my boon companion these next severd minutes, and to survive the night in good health.”

“| should not love to be your companion for any length of time.”

“Then | shdl remind you that | am, in truth, anefarious villain. Y ou may follow me on your own two fest,
or | shall have the Rus put aleash around your neck and drag you up and down stairs on your
beef-stuffed bely.”

“| shdl walk,” announced Clooney, eyeing Y evgeny. By thistime he had probably watched the
Muscovite do any number of appaling things and was more afraid of him than of Jack.

A brief, dark, tortuous walk through the bowels of the Tower followed. After the third change of
direction Jack became utterly lost. He guessed that they’ d broken the plane of the curtain-wal and
entered the bastion of Brick Tower.

Then astone stair was before them, descending into a gloom that was beyond the power of their
lanthorns. A man more superdtitious than Jack might have recoiled, seeing it as a prefigurement of prison,
death, and descent into the world below. But in the catalog of gloomy and hair-raising locationsinto
which Jack had ventured during hislifetime, this scarcely rated notice. Down the stairs he traipsed,
tuning left a alanding, and then jogging left again a the foot of another flight. They must now be down in
some oubliette of the Normans. But passing through a door, he found himself under the sky on, of all
things, astreet: Mint Street. Directly acrossthat street was ahouse, awreck of athing, nearly black with
soot. The door of this house stood open, and asingle light burned within. Door and Street were guarded
by three men—men well known to Jack—each of whom carried thene plus ultra of Mobb control
weapons, ablunderbuss. And not without effect, for what crowd there was—afew grubby Mint
workers—remained far away down the street, ready to duck for cover behind the elbow of Bowyer
Tower if there was need.

There was no need. Jack checked his stride in the middle of the street, set hisblack satchel down asif to
rest aweary hand, and turned around to see what was keeping the others. This movement caused his
gold-lined cloak to swirl around him in aflourish that could not be missed by the cowed Mint-men. Asit
turned out, the black-robe wasright on his hedl's. So Jack turned again, snatched up his satchel, and
carried it into the house of the Warden of the Mint.

It was abandoned. Warden of the Mint was a profitable sinecure, usudly granted to some man who
knew little and cared less about coining but who had placesin high friends. Such aman would not dream
of living in thishouse, even though it was provided by the government for hisuse. Hewould aslikelive
by aknacker’ syard on the outskirts of Dublin than dwell on this smoky street in the midst of soldiers.
And so most of the place went unused. But not dl. Following the glimmer of lamp-light, Jack descended
adair to avault-door, which hung open.

The vault itsalf was barely an arm-gpan in width, and the gpex of the arched celling was scarcely high
enough for Jack to stand upright. It was dank and dripping, for it was down closeto the level of the
moat. But it was soundly made. At the far end stood atable. On the table was ablack chest with three
hasps. Two of these were going unused at the moment, and opened padlocks dangled from their loops
likefreshly killed game from the butcher’ s hook. The third hasp was till closed by a padlock the sze of a
man’ sfigt. Sitting before it on an overturned basket was a bulky man whose face was obscured by black
hair hanging down. He was peering & the lock from afew inches away, gripping it in one great hand



while the other manipulated itsinner works with a sted toothpick. None of which wasin the least
remarkable to Jack, for he had expected al of these things, except for one.

“That'sit 7" heexdlaimed.

“Thisisthe Pyx,” answered the man who was sitting on the basket. He spoke asif he had entered the
serene trance of aHindoostani mystic.

“Y ou know, in any other country, they’ d go to abit oftrouble , wouldn’t they, to make it be dazzling. But
thisisjust abloody box.”

“All objectsthat perform the essentia functions of abox, are unavoidably boxy,” said the other. “If it
makesyou fed any better, the locks are excellent.”

“Those two don’t appear to have been excdlent enough,” Jack remarked.

“Ah, butthis one. | am guessing that the other two were those of the Comptroller and the Warden. But
thisisthelock of the Master.”

“Newton.”
“Y es. Some admirer—some roya sycophant from the Continent—must have givenit to him.”

Jack was conscious now of de Gex breathing behind him. He said, “Y ou of al people ought to be more
diveto the passage of time.”

“But Saturn was Time' slord, not its servant.”
“Which areyou?’

“Both. For most of the day and night, time oppresses me. It isonly when | am at work on the innards of
aclock—or alock—that time stops.”

“The clock stops, you mean.”

“No. Time stops, or so it seems. | do not sense its passage. Then something interrupts me—I become
aware that my bladder isfull, my mouth dry, my ssomach rumbling, thefire’ s gone out, and the sun’ sgone
down. But there before me on the table isafinished clock—" now suddenly a snicker from the
mechanism, and a deft movement of his hands. “Or an opened lock.” Saturn could not stand in this
confined space, but he sat up straight, heaved a vast sigh, then drew the padlock out of theloop of the
third hasp with great care, not wanting to bang it up on the way out.

“I thought you said that Newton’ slock was something extraordinary,” Jack said.

Saturn held it up near a candle-flame so that all could admire its Baroqueness. It had been fashioned
after the syle of the portico of an ancient temple. The stylewas Classical. But thetiny figuresal around
were seraphim and cherubim, rather than the gods of Olympus, and the inscription on the friezewasin
Hebrew. “It isthe Temple of Solomon,” Saturn explained.

“Thereisno keyhole!” Jack said.



The front of the temple, between the pillars, was closed by asmall doorway with more Hebrew onit.
Saturn flicked this open with ablackened fingernail to reved, hidden benegth, an impossibly complex
keyhole, shaped like amaze. It had been cut into ablock of what appeared to be solid gold, which was
shaped like aflame burning on the temple s dtar.

“You wereright,” Jack sad, “it’sbloody amazing.”

“Decorative,” Saturn admitted, “and clever. But till alock.”

He flipped open the vacant hasp, then grabbed the handle on the lid of the Pyx, and pulled.
The Pyx groaned open. Jack stepped forward. De Gex hastened to hisside.

Shive Tor

TWILIGHT

ABOVEDECKS, BY THE LIGHTof theflaming Tor, the soldierstoiled with poles, pushing the hooker
back from the conflagration oneyard at atime. Below, in the gleam of alanthorn that Colondl Barnes had
had the presence of mind to bring over fromAtdanta, Sir |saac Newton and Daniel Waterhouse
regarded the big locked chest, and listened to it tick.

Barnes had worried the point of a bayonet under the edge of the iron-bound chest and tried to lever it
up, but they had seen no movement. “It isnot that thisisheavy , thoughitis,” Barnes had announced, “itis
rather that the whole thing has been bolted to the very ked of the ship. And the bolt-heads are
presumably locked up safeingdeit.”

| saac was saying nothing. Indeed, he had been perfectly silent ever since he had descended into the
hooker’ s hold with Danidl, and found it empty, save for the ticking chest.

For once, Daniel had |saac at a disadvantage. | saac had boarded this hooker till believing that he had
gprung atrap on Jack the Coiner and was about to recover Jack’ s hoard of Solomonic Gold. Thathe'd
been trapped by Jack was only just now trespassing on the frontiers of his awareness, and would teke a
good long time to march in to the core of hisbrain.

Danid’ singtinct, of course, wasto withdraw to the bow or stern, to get as far away from the device as
he could. With luck he might then live through the explosion. But it was now clear that the hooker’ s kedl
would be snapped like atwig, and she’ d go down fast in the cold dark water.

Danid went abovedecks, carrying the lanthorn so asto literdly leave Sir Isaac in the dark. Hewas afraid
that if 1saac had light he might try to tamper with the Device. Barnesfollowed Danid.

Shive Tor had become ared-hot obelisk jutting straight up from the sea.

The hooker’ srigging had been sabotaged and her rudder cast away, so al she could do was drift where
the currents and the winds might take her. Thiswas very much in doubt, for the flows of the Thames and
of the Medway herejoined to war againgt the incoming tide in awild melee of tows and vortices. But
they would tend to drift into the center of the estuary, where the united rivers would flush them out to sea.
The shore of the Ide of Grain was not so very distant; perhaps there was ill time to summon Sergeant
Bob, who was rowing about in yonder darkness salvaging the men of the First Company from the
inrushing tide. Bob could not have failed to note the burning of the Tor; but he would have no way of



guessing that an Infernal Device was bolted to the kel of the hooker.

Out of the hooker’ s butchered rig the dragoons had chopped down two spars, and were using them as
push-poles, standing at the gunwales and hugging the sparsto their chests (they were heavy) to jab them
into the mucky bottom. When Daniel had gone below with Isaac afew minutes ago this had been strictly
amatter of keeping the hooker from getting sucked into the flames of the Tor, and it had not been
especidly difficult, in that the water had been barely deep enough to float the vessdl, so that the spar-tips
found the bottom easily. Now it was different. They’ d put a safe distance between them and the
cherry-red pillar. The light was fainter now. It created extreme contrasts between what was lit and what
wasin shadow, o Daniel’ s mind labored to construct a picture of events from afew strewn arcs, points,
and patches of light, and dreamlike snatches of men’sfaces. But he could see that the dragoons were
leaning dangeroudy over the Sides, struggling to maintain control of the spars, most of which were now
submerged. Thetide had moved in on them, or they had pushed themselves out into ariver-channel. At
any rate, they were fast losing the power to affect their own movements.

The Tor—which wasredly the only thing visble outside of the ship—had until recently remainedina
fixed pogition off their larboard quarter. But now it was executing a swift and dramétic traverse across
the horizon, and it was dwindling. They were being pressed out to sea by the force of therivers.

“What happensif you fire amusket while the ramrod isin the barrd?” Daniel inquired of the darkness.

“ Sergeant Shaftoe thrashes you within an inch of your life!” answered adragoon.

“But what happensto the ramrod?’

“Hiesout like aspear, | suppose,” said the dragoon, “unlessit jamsin the barrel and the whole thing
blowsup inyour face.”

“I would like to make aholein alocked box,” Danidl explained.
“We vean axe,” said the dragoon.
“Thisbox isbound and sheethed iniron,” said Danidl.

But he had dready discarded theideaof firing aramrod, or aught else, into the ticking chest. For dl he
knew, thiswas as likely to detonate, as disrupt, the Inferna Device.

A sense of relief now washed over him as he came to aredlization: they were atogether doomed.

He went belowdecks to inform Isaac. Daniel might have expected I saac to be furious over having been
left in the dark. But asthe light of the lanthorn invaded the hold, it revedled I saac curled up on the
decking with one ear pressed againgt the Sde of the chest, like one of Queen Ann€e s physicianstrying to
make out whether shewas il dive.

“It isaTompion balance-spring movement,” Isaac proclamed, “ of curioudy massive congtruction—like
awatch wrought for agiant. Butwel -wrought. Thereis no grinding in the bearings, the gears mesh
deanly.”

“Shdl wetry toforceit open?’

“Theart of building lethd trgpsinto lock-boxesisfar more ancient than that of constructing Inferna



Devices,” Isaac returned.

“I understand,” said Danidl, “but if the dternative isto do nothing, and be blown to bits—" But he
stopped there, for Isaac’ s eyelids had fluttered shut, hislips had parted, and he shifted to press his skull
even harder againgt the cold iron frame of the chest.

“Something is happening,” he announced. “ A pin was engaged. A cam revolves—" he opened hiseyes

and drew back asif it had only just entered his mind that he wasin danger. Daniel caught one of Isaac’s

hands and assisted him to his feet—then caught him in hisarms as the boat was heaved benegath their feet
by aswell coming in from the sea.

“Well,” Danid said, “are you ready to find out what comes next?’
“Asl told you, there is some mechanism—"
“I meant, after wedie,” Danidl sad.

“For that | have long been ready,” said Isaac; and Daniel was put in mind of Whitsunday 1662, when
Isaac had repented of al the sins he had ever committed, and begun aledger of snscommitted since
then. Did that ledger till exist somewhere? Wasit till blank?

“And you, Danid?" Isaac inquired.

“I made mysdlf ready twenty-five years ago, when | was dying of the Stone,” Danid said, “and have oft
wondered when Death would bother to come for me.”

“Then neither of ushasanything to fear,” said Isaac. Which Danid agreed with on a purely intellectua
leve; but ill he flinched when ahefty mechanica dunk sounded from the chest, and itslid sprang open,
driven by apair of massive springs. Daniel missed what happened next because (as he was ashamed to
redlize) he had jumped behind I saac. But now he stepped clear. He let the lanthorn drop to hisside. It
was no longer of any use. The chest was emitting its own light. Fountains of colored sparks gushed from
severd metal tubesthat splayed fromitsrim, abit like the iron pikes that adorned London Bridge' s Grest
Stone Gate. Their light blinded him for afew moments. But when his eyes adjusted he saw alittle carved
and painted figure—a poppet—ijutting from the top of the box, bobbling up and down atop a coil spring
that had thrugt it into the air. The poppet was adorned with amotley fool’ s cap with wee bellson the
ends of itstentacles, and its face had been carven into afoolish grin. IHluminated from beneath by the
fizzing sparklers, it wore aghoulish and Sinister aspect.

“Jack inthe Box!” Danid exclaimed.

I saac approached the chest. The poppet had sprung up out of amound of hundreds of coins. These had
avaanched over the rim of the chest when thelid had sprung open, and were till tumbling to the deck in
ones and twos. One of them rolled to within inches of Isaac’ stoe. He stooped and picked it up. Danidl,
ever the lab-assistant, held the light near to hand. Isaac stared at it for aquarter of aminute. Danid’s
lanthorn-arm began to ache, but he dared not move.

Findly it occurrred to I saac to resume breething. A tiny smacking noise came from his mouth as he
re-animated his parts of speech.

“We must get back to the Tower of London straightaway.”



“I'amadl forit,” Daniel sad, “but I’'m afraid that the currents of the Thames and the Medway disagree
with us”

Book 7

Currency

Therewasthe usud amount of corruption, intimidation, and rioting.

—SIRCHARLESPETRIE, DESCRIBING APARLIAMENTARY ELECTION OF THE ERA
Hanover

JUNE18 (CONTINENTAL) / 7 (ENGLISH) 1714

Do not pity me. | am at last going to satisfy my curiosity about the origin of things, which even Leibniz
could never explain to me, to understand space, infinity, being and nothingness. ..

—SOPHIECHARLOTTE,QUEEN OFPRUSSIA, ON HER DEATHBED AT AGE THIRTY-SIX

“ONCE UPON A TIMEthere was a penniless orphan girl named Wilhemina Caroline, or Carolinefor
short. Father wasabrilliant if odd man, who died young of the smalpox, leaving Mother at the mercy of
his son by an earlier marriage. But this son had inherited neither hisfather’ swisdom nor hislovefor the
beautiful mother of Caroline; and, conceiving of her as awicked ssepmother, and of the infant asafuture
rival, he cast them out. Mother took little Caroline up in her arms and fled to a house degp in the woods.
Thetwo lived dmost as Vagabonds for some years, making occasiona sojournsin the houses of more
fortunate relations. But when the compassion of her family was spent, Mother was | eft with no choice but
to marry thefirgt suitor who came along: abrute who had been hit on the head when hewas a child. This
fellow cared little for Caroline€ smother and lessfor Caroline. He relegated them to amiserablelife on the
fringe of his household while he openly made loveto hisvile, ignorant, and wicked mistress.

“In time both stepfather and mistress died of smallpox. Not long after, Caroling' s mother also perished,
leaving thelittle girl one, penniless, and degtitute.

“Only one heirloom passed to Caroline upon her mother’ s degth, for it was the only thing that could not
be separated from her by pestilence or theft: thetitle of Princess. Without this inheritance, she would
soon have ended up in a poorhouse, a nunnery, or worse; but because, like her mother before her, she
was a Princess, two wise men came and bore her away in acarriageto apaacein adistant city, wherea
clever and beautiful young Queen named Sophie Charlotte took her under her wing, and gave her adl she
needed.

“Of dl that was offered to Princess Carolinein the years that followed, two mattered above dl others:
first Love. For Sophie Charlotte was both an elder sister and afoster mother to her. And second
Knowledge. For in the palace was agredt library, to which Caroline was given akey by one of thewise
men: a Doctor who was the Queen’ s mentor and advisor. She spent every minute that she could in that
library, doing what she loved most, which was reading books.

“Years|ater, after she had grown to awoman and begun to have children of her own, Caroline wasto
ask the Doctor how he had been so clever asto know that she would want akey to thelibrary. The
Doctor explained: ‘Asalittle boy, | lost my own father, who, like your roya highness's, wasawell-read
man; but later | cameto know him, and to fedl his presence in my life, by reading the books he | eft



behind.” ”

Henrietta Braithwaite trailed off hereabouts, and shaped her brow into atasteful and courtly little frown.
Her finger plowed a crooked trail back up theterrain of the last paragraph, like apig’ s snout rooting for
atruffle. “Rather fine to this point, your roya highness, but the story becomes confused when this Doctor
entersinto it, and you begin to jump back and forth between tenses, and tell thingsin his voice—pray,
how does a Doctor enter into afagy-tale anyhow? Up tohere, it’sal palaces, sepmothers, and housesin
the woods, which fit. But a Doctor—7?’

“Esigjaein Marchen—"
“In Englishif you please, your royd highness.”

“Itisindeed afagy-tae, but it isalsomy story,” said Princess Wilhemina Caroline of
Brandenburg-Ansbach, “andmy story hasa Doctor init.”

She glanced out awindow. Today’ s English lesson wasin asalon of the Leine Schiof3, on the side that
faced away from theriver. The view was acrossasmall paved courtyard that spilled onto abusy
Hanover dtreet. Leibniz' s house was only two or three doors down—near enough that she could shout a
philosophical inquiry out the window and half expect to get an answer back.

“The next chapter will treat of persons, and happenings, not found in fagry-tales,” Caroline continued,
after a pause to get the English words queued up in the right order. “For what | have written on the
leaves you hold in your hands only goes up to when Sophie Charlotte died—or, as some say, was
poisoned by the Prussian court.”

Mrs. Braithwaite now turned in aworkmanlike effort to conceal her horror and loathing of the fact that
Princess Caroline had given voice to this thought. It was not that this Englishwoman had any particular
lovefor the courtiers who infested the Charl ottenburg. Mrs. Braithwaite, wife of an English Whig, would
have taken Sophie Charlotte’ s sidein just about any imaginable debate—supposing she had the kidney
to choose sides. What troubled her was Caroline sforthrightness. But the ability to say things directly,
and get away with it, was a birthright that came adong with thetitle of Princess.

“It hasindeed been an eventful nine years snce that dolorousday,” Mrs. Braithwaite dlowed, “but it
would still read much like afagry-tale to the common reader, if you but changed afew words. The
Doctor could become awizard, the aged Electress a wise Queen—no onein England would object to
that change!”

“Except for dl those Jacobites who want Sophie dead,” Caroline returned.

Thiswasahit like sticking her leg out in front of Mrs. Braithwaite when she was trying to tiptoe, skirts
hiked up, down aturd-strewn dley. The Englishwoman faltered and pinkened but did not cometo afull
stop. As everyonein Hanover, including Caroline s husbhand, had noted, she was the very soul of poise
and grace. “ The other characters and events of your last nine years—the handsome and brave young
Prince, thelong war againgt an evil King, alost kingdom acrossthe sea, rightfully yours, which sends
emissaries—’

“Emissaries,” Caroline said, “butother busy personstoo, not fit for fagy-taesat al.”

Mrs. Henrietta Braithwaite, Caroling sdame du palais and English tutor, was dso the officid mistress of
Caroline' shusband. Caroline did not really object to her “brave young Prince” having sex dl thetime



with the wife of an Englishman—and arather dodgy Englishman at that. On the contrary. Sex with the
Electord Prince George Augustus had been mildly pleasant more often than it had been downright
painful. But most of thetime, like trimming one sfingernails, it had been a body-chore that no longer
seemed gross after it had been done afew hundred times. Four children—one Prince, three
Princesses—had ensued so far, and there would probably be more, provided George Augustus did not
golldl of hisseed into Henrietta Braithwaite. The arrival of this Englishwoman at the Court of Hanover
two years ago, and her speedy promotion tomaitresse en titre of Y oung Hanover Brave (as Caroling' s
hushband was styled by Whiggish Brits), had relieved Caroline of one of the less fascinating tasks that she
had to put up with asawife and a Princess, and given her moretime to deep at night and to read during
the day. So there was not anything like rancor between her and Henrietta.

But relations between one who was a Princess and one who was not were governed, not by what the
Princess wasredly feding and thinking, but rather by certain forms that were supposed to ensure the
steady functioning of the Court, and, by extension, the ssecular world. By those lights, Caroline—who
was married in the sight of God to George Augustus, and who had been endowed by her mother with the
incredible and pricelessfaculty of generating new Princes and Princesses—stood in the same wise, to the
likes of Henrietta Braithwaite, as Hera to some dung-flecked shepherdesswho had lately beenrolling in
the clover with Zeus. Caroline was expected to remind Mrs. Braithwaite of her inferiority fromtimeto
time, and Mrs. Braithwaite was expected to receive it meekly and submissively. As how could she nat,
for the grandchildren of Caroline would reign over the British Empire while the Braithwaites would spend
ther liveslosng at cards and killing themsalveswith gin in mildewy London sdons

“It iswith the greatest pleasure that | shall read the next chapter of your roya highness sfaay-tae,” Mrs.
Braithwaite predicted. “In thisHousehold it is an oft-told tale that when your roya highness was stricken
with the smallpox, two years after your wedding, hisroya highness George Augustus spurned the counsel
of the physicians, and placed hisown life at risk to Sit by hisyoung bride' s bedside and hold her hand.”

“Itistrue. George did not leave my bedside until | waswell.”

“To me—asto every other woman who can never hope to be the object of such pure adoration—that is
afaay-talewewould fain read over and over, until the pages crumbled,” said Mrs. Braithwaite.

“I may writeit then,” answered Princess Caroline, “or | may keep it to mysdf, asathing rightfully mine,
and not to be shared with any who does not merit it.”

Some two years earlier, at a courtlysoirée that had brought many noble persons together, Princess
Caroline had overheard another Princess saying something rude about Sophie. The words that had
passed between them were long since forgotten. What was remembered was that Caroline had thrown a
punch at the other Princess. It happened to land on the jaw. The other Princess was carried out of the
room, felgning uUNCoONSCiOUSNESS.

It was not redly in Caroline s nature to do some of the cruel things that a Princess was required to do.
But as her fazry-tale had mentioned, shewell knew that being a Princess was the only thing that had kept
her from ending up as a child whore in a Saxon mining-camp. So to pretend otherwise—to play with the
ancient laws of Princesshood—wasidle.

Suddenly weights were faling and springs unwinding in the belfry of the big old church across the square
from Leibniz shouse. A large piece of metd was mercilesdy pounding on abell, which stood till for i,
quivering and moaning. Herein the Leine Schlol3 it wastime for Caroline to leave off of the ritua
drubbing of Mrs. Braithwaite, and to go out on her daily excursion to Herrenhausen. A skirmish of
curtseys got the Englishwoman out of the Presence without violating any etiquette-laws.



Minutes later—having nipped into severad nurseries and schoolrooms adong the way to kiss her little
Prince and Princesses good-bye—Caroline wasin the courtyard of the Leine Schiof3telling the
stable-hands that they had got it al wrong. Herr Schwartz, the retainer who wasin charge of the stables,
had reached an age when he phant’ sed he could foretell the weeather by the painsin hisjoints. Today, his
hip and his elbow were united in prophesying rain. Accordingly, he had given ordersfor the
coach-and-four to be made ready. But Carolin€’ s senses assured her that it was a perfect sunny day, and
too sultry to be pent up in awooden box. So she chided Herr Schwartz, in aplayful way, and ordered
that her favorite mare be saddled. The mount was led out, ready to go, before she had finished uttering
the command—Herr Schwartz knew her well enough. She hitched up her skirts, ascended alittle Barock
dtair, and perched on the saddle. A few moments later she was riding out onto the street without so much
asalook back. She knew that a small escort would be not far behind; or if it weren't, the persons
responsible for deploying her escort would be sent down in disgrace and replaced with others.

Anyway, the Leine Schlof? was not the sort of thing any cultivated person would take the trouble to ook
back at. The hundred or so pacesthat separated it from Leibniz' s house vaulted an architectural chasm.
LeibniZ' s house was much bigger than abachelor redly needed, because he cohabited with alibrary. It
was one of those Hapsburg wedding-cakes, thickly frosted in high-relief friezes of queer and heinous
goings-on from the Bible. Next to it, the Leine Schlof3 need never worry about accusations of gaudiness.
In a continent that was now freckled with more or less embarrassing knock-offs of Versailles, the Leine
Schlofd was Proud to be Dowdy. It was trapped between the duggish Leine on one side and an ordinary
Hanover street on the other, and so it would never have gardens or even a decent forecourt. To be sure,
embedded in the heart of the Schlol3was asingle, supefyingly gaudy room caled the Rittersad, built by
Sophi€e' s hushand thirty years ago after Leibniz had come back from Italy bearing evidence that he was
at least as Royal as his Sophie. But no common person riding aong the street or floating down theriver
past the Schlofl3 would dream that anything colorful, ornate, decorative, or lively was contained in those
walls. It was amashing-together of severa blocky, four-storey wings ventilated by many rectangular
windows, dl of acommon size, and arrayed in rows and columns. Thefirgt thing Princess Caroline saw
every day, when she opened her eyes, parted her bed-curtains, and glanced toward her window to
check the weether, was two intersecting sone wals of window-grid, marching off in aninfinite
logarithmic progression.

Merely seeing it would put Leibniz into afunk. What was only boring to Caroline was troubling to him,
because he fdt partly responsible. The Doctor had grown up in the aftermath of the Thirty Years War
when many towns did not have buildings at al—only ruins and shanties! The structures that survived
were round-shouldered half-timbered things, as same and yet as various as a basket of apples. But the
buildings of today wereinformed by geometry; which meant that each one betrayed the particular |dea of
geometry that its architect had drilled on in school. A hundred years ago this might have meant parabolas,
dlipses, surfaces of revolution, involutes and evolutes, and parald curves. Now it meant Cartesian
rectilinear coordinates—the crud gridiron to which al of those soaring arcs had been lashed fast by the
toiling dgebraigts. A plaything for hares had fallen among the tortoises. The non-helpless minority of
Christendom—those who could read, who could travel, who were not starving—had (Leibniz brooded)
got only the most superficia notion of what had been happening in Natura Philosophy and, rather than
going to the trouble of actualy understanding it, had fastened on to the Cartesian grid asarelic or fetish
of enlightenment. A result was grid-buildings. Leibniz could not bear to look a them because more than
anyone e se he was responsible for Cartesian coordinates. He who had launched his career with an
epiphany in arose-garden! So he and Caroline tended to meet, not in the waffleiron of the Leine Schiofl3
but out beyond the ramparts aong the gently curving banks of the Leine, or at Sophi€' s garden.

Leibniz was out of town. Caroline did not know why. Court-rumors from the East had it that the Tsar’s
new fleet was massing in St. Petersburg, making ready to sally into the Batic and ream it clear of



troublous Scandinavians. Caroline and most of the other people who mattered in Hanover knew that
Lebniz had something going on the Sde with Peter Romanov. Perhaps this accounted for the savant’s
absence. Or perhaps he'd merely nipped down to Wolfenbiittel to sort his books, or journeyed to Berlin
to settle some tusde at his Academy.

Hanover was acity, and acity was, above al ese, an organism for repelling armed assaults. The Leine,
which flanked Hanover on the south and east, had aways had some part to play in keeping the place
from being sacked and burned. This explained why the Schlof3 rose straight from the river’ s bank. But
the precise nature of the Leine smilitary duties had changed from century to century as artillery had
gotten better, and gunners had learnt math.

Just past Leibniz’' s house, Princess Caroline turned | eft towards the river, and so began asort of voyage
through time. Thisbegan on aquaint, curving Hanover street, which looked essentialy medieva, and
concluded, aquarter of an hour later, on the outskirts of the city’ sfortification complex: asculpturein
rammed and carved earth asalamode , and as carefully tended, as any lady’ s hairstyle in the Grand
Sdon of Versalles. The Leine threaded its way through thisin whatever way was most advantageous to
the engineers. In some placesit had been compressed into achute, like meat funnded into a
wurst-casing, and in othersit was given leave to spread out and inundate ground that was considered
vulnerable.

Fort-makers and fort-breakers alike were playing a sort of chess-game with geometry. Light, which
conveyed intelligence, moved in straight lines, and musket-balls, which killed over short distances, nearly
did. Cannonbdlls, which broke down forts, moved in flattish parabolas, and mortars, which destroyed
cities, in high ones. Fortifications were now made of dirt, which was cheap, abundant, and stopped
projectiles. The dirt was mounded up and shaved into prisms—volumes bounded by intersecting planes.
Each plane was an intention to control its edges. Lines of sght and flights of musket-balls were supposed
to skim along these, seeing and killing whatever presented itself at the creases. It was hoped that
cannonballs would come in perpendicularly and dig their own graves, as opposed to glancing off and
bounding to and fro like murderous three-year-olds. Cavary-stables, infantry-barracks, powder-houses,
and gangways were etched into the dirt-piles in the places where cannonballs were least likely to reach.
The human parts were utterly subordinated to the demands of geometry. It was a desert of rampsand
planes.

All of which was actudly somewnhat interesting to a Princess who had learnt geometry sitting on the knee
of Baron Gottfried Wilhem von Leibniz. But artillery got better very gradudly, and gunners now knew dl
the math they would ever know, and so none of this had changed much during the decade or so that
Caroline had been passing through it almost every day. Riding among the fortificationswasatimeto
brood or to day-dream. Her senses did not engage the world until she was crossing over the second of
two causeway's, strung across an inundated waste, put there to keep Louis X1V’ sguns at a decent
remove. The extremity of the fortifications was atimber gatehouse &t the place where the planking of the
causeway turned into gravel.

From here Caroline could look down a straight riding-path to Sophi€' s orangerie, a the corner of the
gardens of Herrenhausen, amile and ahaf away. The Allee was striped with four parale queuesof lime
trees washed with pale jackets of green moss. These lines of trees staked out three ways that ran
sde-by-sideto the roya house. Theroad in the center was broad, suitable for carriages, and open to the
sky. The entire length of it was visible; there were no secrets here. But it was flanked on either hand by
narrower paths, just right for two friendsto stroll arm-in-arm. The branches of the trees met above these
pathsto cover each with acanopy. Gazing down the length of the Allee, Caroline saw the entire mile and
ahdf foreshortened into asingle compact view, interrupted here and there by alittle straggling line of
courtiers or gardeners cutting across.



Sophie was as much an imperiaist with her gardens as Louis X1V waswith hisfortresses. If nothing
were done to stop them, her hedges and flord borders would someday collide with hisbarriere de fer
somewhere around Osnabriick and conclude a stalemate.

Caroline sfirg groll in the gardens of Herrenhausen had been ten years ago, when Sophie Charlotte had
brought the orphan princess out from Berlin to be flirted with by George Augustus. Y oung Caroline had
known Electress Sophie for afew years, but had never before been granted the honor of being
Summoned to Go for aWalk.

Leibniz had waked with them on that occasion, for he and Sophie Charlotte shared akind of Platonic
infatuation with each other. Asfor Sophie, she did not mind having the Doctor tag dong, asit was often
useful to have an ambulatory library in which to look up obscure facts.

The plan had been of admirable smplicity and, as one would have thought, fool-proof. The garden,
which measured five hundred by athousand yards, was edged by arectangular riding-path, which inturn
was framed in awaterway. Sophie, Sophie Charlotte, and Caroline were to set out from Herrenhausen
Palace, which rose up above the northern end, and execute a brisk lap around the path. Leibniz would
do his best to keep up with them. The exercise would bring color to Caroling' s cheeks, which normally
looked asif they had been sculpted out of library paste. Just before they completed the circuit, they
would dodge in to the maze, where they would bump into young George Augustus. He and Caroline
would “wander off” and “get lost” in the maze together—though of course Sophie and Sophie Charlotte
would never be more than two yards from them, hovering like wasps on the other side of a thin screen of
hedge, jabbing awvay whenever they perceived an opening. At any rate, through some winsome union of
George' s level-headedness and Caroling s cleverness, they would escape from the maze together and
part company on blushing terms.

The Electress, the Queen, the Princess, and the Savant had set out from the palace of Herrenhausen
precisaly on schedule, and Sophie had put the plan into execution with al the bloody-minded forcefulness
of the Duke of Marlborough staving in the French lines at Tirlemont. Or so it had seemed until they got
some two-thirds of the way round the garden, and entered into a stretch of the riding-path that was
overhung with branches of large trees, seeming wild and isolated. There, they were ambushed by a sort
of raiding-party led by Sophie' s son and heir, George Louis.

It happened near the wreck of the gondola.

Asafond memento of hisyoung whoring daysin Venice, Sophi€ s late husband, Ernst August, had
imported agondola, and agondolier to shoveit round the perimeter of the garden, aong the waterway
that Sophie called acand and that George Louisinssted on caling amoat. Maintaining agondolain
North German westher had proved difficult, maintaining gondoliers even more so.

At thetime of this, Caroline sfirst garden-walk, Erngt August had been dead for seven years. Sophie,
who did not share her late husband’ sinfatuation with the fleshy pleasures of Venice, and who felt no
affinity with his phant’ sed Gue ph rdations, had suffered the gondolato run hard aground on a
mud-bank. There, ice-storms and earwigs had had their way with it. By chance, or perhaps by some
ponderous scheming of George Louis, the mother and her entourage encountered the son and hisat a
place on the riding-path very near the wrack of the gondola, which rested askew, occasionally shedding
adandruff of gold leaf into the canal, amost asif it had been planted there as amemento mori to make
young princes reflect on the fleeting and fickle nature of their youthful passions. If so, George Louis had
misread it. “Hullo, Mummy, and to you, Sissy,” he had said to the Electress of Hanover and the Queen of
Prussiarespectively. And then after afew pleasantries, “Isit not sad to come upon the dingy old ruin of



Papa s gondola here among al of these flowers?’

“Fowers are beauty that lives and dies,” Sophie had answered. “ Does this mean that when the petals
begintofdl, | should order my garden plowed under?’

Therefollowed acomplicated silence.

If this had been Versailles, and if George Louis had been the sort who cared, Sophi€’ sremark would
havefdlen into the category of “warning shot fired into the shoulder”: nonfatal, but enough to render the
vidimhors de combat . But in fact thiswas George Louis s back yard, and he was not one who
cared—supposing he even noticed. Sophi€' sremark had taken the form of asimilitude between wilted
blossoms and the decaying gondola. George L ouis had difficulty with such congtructions, as some men
could not see the color green. And further he had, for better or worse, thevisinertiae of anammunition
cart. It took more than warning shots to stop him, on those exceptional occasions when he got moving.
Sophie, of dl personsin the world, knew this. Why, then, did she bother? For by making the andogy to
flowers she was in effect speaking in asecret language that her son could not decypher. Perhapsthe
Electress was thinking out loud; or perhaps the message was intended for others.

Y ears later Caroline was to understand that it had been intended forher . Sophie wastrying to teach the
little Princess how to be a Queen, or at least, how to be aMother.

One of George Louis s companions had worked at least some of this out, and now stepped forward.
His motives could only be guessed at. Perhaps he wanted to receive Sophi€’ s next shot inthe
breastbone, to show hisloyalty. Perhaps he hoped to deflect George Louis. Perhaps he wanted to be
noticed by Caroline, who was not, as yet, betrothed. At any rate, he made a courtly bow, letting
everyone get aload of his plumage. “If it please your roya highness,” he said in strangely distorted
French, “agardener might be ingtructed to pinch off the dead blossoms, to give the garden amore
pleasing aspect.”

Thiswas Harold Braithwaite, who had begun coming over from England round about then to escape
prosecution in London and to curry favor in Hanover. He had done something reckless, and got lucky, at
the Battle of Blenheim. Now he was an earl or something.

“My Englishis not good enough for me to understand your French,” Sophie had returned, “but | collect
that you were setting in front of me some advice asto how | should manage my garden. Please know that
| love my garden asit is. not only the living but aso the dying parts of it. It is not meant to be some
phantasm of eternal and perfect life. Such agarden did exist once, or so the Bible instructs us; but it was
brought to aniill end by asnake who fell out of atree. ” Thiswith avery dubious head-to-toe look at
Braithwaite, who turned magenta and backed off.

George Louis had been a bit unnerved, not by the content of Sophi€’ s remarks (which seemed to have
quite flown past him) but by their tone, which wasthat of a Queen a war regjecting aproffered treaty.
Another man would have sensed danger, recoiled, and made amends. But inertiawas dl for George
Louis. “I don't care about flowers,” he said. “But if we cleared the gondola out of the moat, there would
beroom for galleysat Carnival.”

It was an old family tradition to tage a Venetian-style Carnival in the pring.

“Gdleys,” Sophie had repeated in adistant tone, “aren’t those the Ships of Force that are paddled
around the Mediterranean by stinking, wretched daves?’



“Such aretoo largetofit in our little moat, Mummy,” George L ouis had returned helpfully, “I had in mind
little ones”

“Little ones? Doesthat mean, only afew oar-daves?’

“No, no, Mummy. Just as Louis X1V at Versailles stages floating processions and mock see-battles
upon the Cand, for the entertainment of all the persons of consequence who dwell there, so might we
enliven our next Carniva with—"

“If thenext isany morelively thanthelas, it islikely to kill me!”
“Livey, yes, Mummy, our Carnivals have dways been so. And fittingly for asort of—"
“A sort of what?’

“Queer, peculiar family tradition. Delightful tous . Perhaps a bit impenetrable to outsiders.” A tiny glance
towards Braithwaite.

“Perhaps | do notwish to be penetrated by outsiders.”

The War of the Spanish Succession was at its zenith. Marlborough, at the head of mighty Protestant
legions, was storming round Europe a will. The Whig Juncto in England wastrying to get Sophieto
move to London to be asort of Queen-in-waiting until Anne sputtered out. And so perhaps George
Louis could beforgiven for seeming abit preoccupied with his place in the world. If S0, no forgiveness
seemed to be coming from Sophi€ s direction. George Louis kept at it nonethel ess, a breakaway ammo
cart plunging down abank. “This house, these gardens, are soon to become, to Britain, what Versalllesis
to France. Our home, Mummy, isto be a place of great consequence. What was a place for thefemmes
to daly in the garden, isto become a site of important conversations.”

“Oh, but it dreadyis, my little prince,” Sophie had returned, “or | should say itwas, until ours was
interrupted, and replaced bythis one.”

This had seemed merely funny to Caroline, asin truth they had been discoursing of the tendency of a
cousin of theirsto gain weight when her husband was away at the front. But she did not smilefor long. It
had become apparent to dl that Sophie was very angry, and so her words lanced out into afebrile
slence. “ The blood of the house of Plantagenet flowsin theseveins” she said, exposing amilky wrigt,
“and in yours. Thelittle Princesin the Tower died, the Houses of Y ork and of Lancaster were united,
and six perfectly delightful ladies sacrificed themsalves on the bed of our ancestor, Henry V111, to makeit
possible for usto exist. The Church of Rome was cast out of Britain because it was an impediment to the
propagation of our line. For us, the Winter Queen roved across Christendom as a V agabond through the
Thirty Years War. All sothat | could be born, and so that you could. Now my daughter rules Prussia
and Brandenburg. Britain shal be yours. How did it al come about? Why domy children rule over the
richest swath of Christendom, not his?” She pointed to agardener shoving awhedlbarrow of manure,
who rolled his eyes and shook his head.

“B-because of that divineichor that runsin your veins, Mummy?’ answered the Prince, with anervous
glance at thewrigt.

“A shrewd guess, but wrong. Contrary to what your sycophants may have been telling you, thereis
nothing ichor-like and certainly nothing divine about the contents of our veins. Our line does not endure
because of edritch contaminantsin our blood, or anything el se hereditary. It endures because | go for



walksin my garden every day and talk to your sister and your future daughter-in-law, just as my mother,
the Winter Queen, did with me. It endures because even in the fifteenth year of war | exchange letters
amog every day with my niece Lisdotte at Versailles. Y ou may—if it pleases you—flaiter your vanity by
phant’ sying that riding across the countryside in hot pursuit of verminisakingly pastime, and makesyou
fit to one day rule adominion that stretches to Shahjahanabad and to Boston. | shdl alow you that much
folly. But never shdl | suffer you to trespass upon what keeps our line dive down through plagues, wars,
and revolutions. | say that you are guilty of such atrespass now. Get out of my garden. Never again
interrupt us at our work.”

This, which would have reduced any other man in Europe, except Louis X1V, to alump of smouldering
cod, only dicited ablink from George L ouis. “Good day, Mummy, good day, Sissy,” he announced, and
trotted away, followed by Braithwaite and the other courtiers, who rode stiff and red-necked, pretending
they had not heard it. Caroline and Sophie Charlotte exchanged warm looks behind Sophi€e' s back,
trying not to get the giggles.

Leibniz had dropped onto a bench like a sack of turnips kicked off acart, and put his head in his hands.
He pulled the wig back to expose his bad skull, glistering with swest, so that the breeze could stream
over it. This had only made Caroline more disposed to giggle, asit seemed that her teacher was being
comicdly fant of heart.

Later she had come to understand matters more clearly. Sophie would die one day, and George Louis
would be Elector of Hanover, King of England, and Leibniz' s boss. On that day Sophie Charlotte would
il be the Queen of Prussia, and Caroline might be the Princess of Wales; but Leibniz would be the
strange, incomprehensible man who had too much influence with those ladies who had ruled and
humilated George Louisdl hislife.

Leibniz sanxiety on that score had increased tenfold a short time later when Sophie Charlotte had
suddenly taken sick and died. If he' d been spending alot of timetalking to Russians since then, it might
be so that he would have &t least one safe harbor in which to live out afuture exile.

But Caroline had no intention of alowing that to happen.

THEHERRENHAUSERAL L EEwas bedded in aswath of pleasant countryside that had been allowed
to grow abit wild. No one would devote time or money to keeping it up, partly because it wasin the
flood-plain of the Leine, and partly because it wasin obvious jeopardy of being gobbled by any future
expansions of Sophi€’ s garden. So by default it had become asort of park, shaped liked afolded fan,
narrow near the city but broadening toward the Palace of Herrenhausen. The result—intended or
not—was that at the outset of the journey Caroline felt pent between a high road on one side, and the
Leine on the other. These were equally laden with traffic, faeces, and flies. But as sherode up the Alleg,
theroad and theriver insensibly spread away from her. By the time she got to the place where she could
see archipelagos of green fruit hanging in the windows of Sophi€' s orangerie, she wasriding up the center
of acone of slence, smdling nothing but the freshness of growing things.

A foreign princess paying acal would here swing round the fronts of the Orangerie and other outlying
pavilions and enter into astreet lined, for some distance, with the summer palaces of diverse noble
families. Herrenhausen Palace had started as one of these, and grown. It looked across the road to an
older and smdler garden that cushioned the family sepulchre. The visitor would alow some hoursto be
announced, greeted, introduced, and otherwise processed by the Court before being let into the
Presence. Caroline instead nipped in through a side-gate and approached the Palace from the garden



side. Her mare knew where to take her, and where to stop, and which of the stable-hands was most
likely to have agreen gpplein his pocket. Caroline was afoot in the northeast corner of Sophi€’ s garden
without suffering her train of thought to be interrupted by anyone. Not for aPrincesswereidle
pleasantries. Caroline could not say hello to some random Countess in a Herrenhausen salon without
giving the encounter as much forethought, and as keen attention, as George Augustus would devote to
mounting acavary charge. If shewereto say it in the wrong tone of voice, or give the Countess more or
less attention than she deserved, the newswould be al over Hanover by sundown, and afortnight later
she could expect aletter from Lisdottein Versaillesinquiring whether it was true she was having an affair
with Count so-and-so, and another from Elizain London wanting to know if she had quite recovered
from her miscarriage. Better to dip into the placeincognito.

Thisend of the garden, closest to the Palace, was divided into agrid of squarish parterres, perhaps
tennis-court-sized. What drew the eye here was not the plantings but the statuary: the inevitable Hercules,
Atlas, &c. The Gods and Heroes of Rome rose out of asort of fanatically maintained tundra: boxwood
cut down into micro-hedges no more than a hand’ s span high and wide, and flowered figures crowded
with bees maintaining a continua low hum of golden commerce. It was afine place for high-strung
nobles—to use Sophi€' s phrase, the sort who took every fart for a thunderclap—to promenade about
for afew moments before darting back into the Palace to rega e the court with tales of their wilderness
adventure. Redlly it was nothing more than aroofless annex of the Palace. Herrenhausen rose above
these parterresin amoderately impressive way, whileitswings, only asingle storey high, reached out to
embrace them. The centra structure of the Palace couldn’t have housed Louis X1V’ sgardening
implements. A mere dozen windows were distributed among its three floors. But Sophie liked it that way.
Versallleswas a penitentiary for every person of consequence in France, and needed to be large.
Herrenhausen was a place for getting things done, and needed to be small and tidy.

Caroline knew that she had likely been sighted from certain of those windows, and so she turned her
back on the Palace and began to march away, following agravel division between parterres. Shortly she
arrived a a high hedge trimmed into adab-wall, and penetrated it through a square opening. If the
garden was a paace built of living things, then the parterres wereits formal parlour, whence passageways
led off to more private and peculiar spaces beyond. To one side was an outdoor thegtre, walled by
hedges and guarded by marble cherubs. To the other was the Maze where she had begun her courtship
with George Augustus. Caroline, however, went out the back. A row of small reflecting pondsformed a
quiet buffer between the front and the back haf of the garden. Each was surrounded by a garden plot a
little less augtere than the parterres. Passing between two of these, she twirled round for a glance back at
the Palace. On the parterres she had been exposed to view from any window. Now she was about to
lose hersdlf in the garden, and wanted to be certain, first, that she had been noticed. Indeed, a contingent
of stable-hands had rushed together with a squadron of porters and footmen at the very head of the
garden, where apair of stairways curved down from the main floor of the Palaceto theleve of the
ground. They were setting the stage for the ritua masque that was played every time Sophie emerged
from her dwelling. Caroline only watched it until she noticed herself amiling.

She turned round again and plunged through a higher and darker barrier: arow of treestrimmed to form
awall ashigh asahouse. In the back half of the garden, plenty of mature trees and dense hedges made it
possible for her to phant’ sy that she was aday’ s ride from the nearest building. This part wasloved not
only by her and Sophie but even by George Louis, who at fifty-four sill went riding along the surrounding
path, imagining that he was out patrolling the wild marches of some frontier duchy. Here one' slines of
sight, and vectors of movement, were funneled into narrow clefts between stands of trees. Sounds
carried oddly, or not a al. It seemed ten times the Size of the front half.

A teeming buller had started up back in the woods. At first it might have been mistaken for agust of
wind becoming snared in the branches of the trees. But it grew relentlessly, and began to take on



gpattering and searing overtones. Somewhere far outside the boundaries of the garden, a man was
hauling on agreat whed, flooding buried pipes that conducted Leine-water here. Caroline picked up her
skirts and rushed to a nearby intersection of diagona wayswhere she turned inwards toward the great
round pool that stood in the center of the garden’s darker and wilder half. It had aready been brought to
aralling bail. A verticd jet had emerged from astone orifice in the center and shaped itsdlf into a blunt
probe, fighting itsway upwards like asailmaker’ s needle pushing through astack of heavy canvas. Asit
grew, it began to cast off a mantle of writhing vapor. From here, thislooked amost like smoke generated
by itsrubbing against the air. Thejet grew higher and higher until it ssemed findly to reflect off the white
sky (for the day had become overcast). Thereit shattered into an incoherent cloud of white spray. The
whole garden now was suffused with the roar of the artificid tempest, perfecting theilluson that it was
some wild and remote place. The clouds of mist hurled forth by thisfountain spread outwards from the
pool and infiltrated the corridors among the trees, blurring details of what was near and erasing what was
more than a bow-shot away, so soon did thingsin this gleaming cloud lose their distinctness and fade into
the darkness of the trees.

The land about the garden was flat, and provided no heights from which to spy down into it. Therewas
achurch-steeple nearby, with ablack pyramida roof that |oomed like ahooded Inquisitor glowering
down on the pagan spectacle below. Supposing anyone was watching from that belfry, by walking round
the pool Caroline could vanish behind the upside-down cataract of the great fountain. By the same trick
the gloomy spire was diminated from her prospects and she was left perfectly done.

The breeze was out of the south. It stretched the fountain-mist out into shimmering, rippling curtainsthat
raced across the pool and rushed up the broad path that led directly to Sophi€ s house. The Palace was
visbleindigtinctly, asif seenin abefogged mirror. Caroline thought she could resolve awhite frock on
one of the stairways, and awhite head of hair above it, and awhite arm waving off the carriage that had
been trotted out, and shooing away the offered sedan chair.

Sophie dwaystold Caroline to stand in the mist because it was good for her complexion. Caroline had
managed to get married and have four children notwithstanding al grievancesthat might be leveled at her
skin. But she dwaystried to stand in the mist anyway because she knew it would please Sophie. It was
cold on her cheeks, and smelled fishy. The sheets and vortices of mist looked like pages of ghostly books
tumbling towards her. Over the pool they were so white and substantial she could almost read them. But
oncethey hurtled past her they quickly paled and vanished, diluted by vacant air.

A man was standing near her at the rim of the pool. He was dready too close. A stranger should never
have been in the garden anyway! But she did not cry out, for he was very old. He was not looking at
Caroline, but at the fountain. He was habited something like a gentleman, but no wig covered hisbad
pate and no sword dangled at his side. He was encompassed in along traveling-cloak. Thiswas no mere
affectation of style, for the garment was rumpled and spattered, and the man’ s boots had not been
touched by a servant in weeks.

When he sensed that Caroline was looking hisway, he reached into a cloak-pocket, drew out agravid
purse of crimson lesther, and worried it open with parsmonious movements of hisworn-out fingers. Out
of it he plucked alarge golden coin. This heflipped into the air above the poal. It shone, ayellow mote,
for an ingtant before the silver torrent smashed it down into the pool.

“A penny for your royd highness sthoughts,” the man said, in English.
“Tomeit looked likeaguinea,” she returned. She was annoyed beyond words that thisinterloper was

here; but she was well-brought-up, and would no sooner et her annoyance be known than George
Augustus would fal off his horse whileinspecting the roya guard.



The old man shrugged, then pulled the purse dl the way open and turned it inside out with athrust of his
thumbs, disbursing ashower of golden guineasinto the poal.

“A village could live on that for ayear,” Caroline observed. “When you have excused yoursdf | shdl
have those coins taken up and put in the poor-box.”

“Then do you be prepared for your Lutheran vicar to send them back to you with acurt note,” the old
man returned.

“Towhat effect?’

“Hemight write, “Y our Roya Highness should save these artifacts and give them to paupersin England,
where they have some worth, because the Sovereign saysthey do.” ”

“Thisisavery odd conversation—" Caroline began.

“Forgive me. | come from people who are no respecters of royas. Our byword isthe equality of al men
before God. And so when a Princessinflicts upon me an odd, unlooked-for conversation, | cannot rest
until I have sought her out and repaid her.”

“When and wheredid | do you thisinjury?’

“Injury? Nay, "twas asort of curious favor. When? Last October, though you must have set it in motion
long before. Where? Boston.”

“Y ou are Danid Waterhousa!”

“Y our humble and obedient servant. Oh, how it would goad my father to hear his son saying that to a
Princess”

“Y ou deserve honors, Doctor, and al the comforts | can afford you. Why are you cometo mein the
style of aVagabond? And why do you open with these queer remarks about guineas?’

Danid Waterhouse was shaking his head. “ Queen Anne has writ another of her |ettersto Sophie...”

“Oh, dear.”

“Or rather Bolingbroke has, and st it before the poor woman to paw her signature at the end. The letter
has been sped hence by a ddegation of Englishmen: afew Tories, to inflict the humiliation, and some
Whigs, to suffer it. The former are grand and consequentia—many who would bein Bolingbroke' s
gracesvied for few pogtions. But for the whipping-boy dots, there was very little enthusasm shown,
among Whigs. Rather, afew dried-up third-raters had to be herded aboard the ship at Tower Wharf,
like so many Blackamoors on the Guinea coast. | construed this as an opportunity to come and repay my
debt to your roya highness.”

“What, with guiness?’

“Nay, not amonetary debt. | refer, again, to when you surprized mein Boston with a queer and
unlooked-for conversation, which led presently to sea-voyage and adventure.”



“It pleases meto be having the conversation,” Caroline said, “and to be sure, | should like nothing better
than to be repaid with a sea-voyage and an adventure. But such things are for picaroon-romances. Not
for Princesses”

“Y ou shdl have the voyage soon enough, though it be nothing more than a Channel crossing. Onceyou
et foot on English soil a Greenwich, an adventure—of what sort | daren’t guess—will beinevitable.”

“That much was true whether or not you came here,” Caroline said, “so why did you come? To see
Labniz?’

“Heisnot intown, das”

“It bears on the guineas, doesit not?’

“It does.”

“Then by the same token it must have something to do with the man who makesthem: Sir Isaac
Newton.”

“Lebniz told methat you required little instruction—that you worked things out for yourself. | seethat
thiswas more than avuncular pride.”

“Then | am sorry to let you know | have come to the end of my deductions. | asked you to go to
London. It pleased me very much that you did. Y ou have sought out Sir | saac there, and renewed your
old acquaintance with him—thisis praiseworthy.”

“Only inthe sensethat ageek at afair isto be praised for swalowing asword.”

“Pfui! To crossthe Atlantic in winter and enter into the Lion’s Den isaHerculean labor. | could not be
more pleased with what you have accomplished to this point.”

“You forget that | do not care whether you are pleased. | do nothing to earn your praise. | have
undertaken thiswork smply because | phant’ sy that my ends are akin to yours; and to those ends, you
have provided me with some of the means.”

Caroline had to turn her face full into the mist to coal it now—Iike ared-hot iron that must be tempered
inwater lest it shatter in proof.

“I have heard that there were till men like you about England,” she said findlly, “and it isgood that |
have now met you privily and in advance, lest | should spoil my first weeksthere crying ‘ Off with his
head!” several times each day before breakfast.”

“What is at issue today, iswhether you, or George Louis, or Sophie, shall ever reignin England at all,”
Danidl Waterhouse said. “ Or will a Jacobite Mobb, or a Stuart King, cry off withyour heads?’

Thisthought was less frightening than it was interesting. Princess Caroline quite forgot her anger, and
entertained it. “Of course | am aware that England contains many Jacobites,” she said. “But the Act of
Settlement has been thelaw of theland since 1701. Our right to the throne cannot redlly bein question,
canit?’

“We decapitated Sophie€’ suncle. | wasthere. There were sound reasonsfor it. But it brought unforeseen



perils. It put the heads of Princes and Princessesinto play, asit were, like kick-balson afidd, to be
booted back and forth by whichever gang of players was most numerous, or most adroit. Do you believe
what some say, that Sophie Charlotte was assassinated in Berlin?’

“Wewill not speak of it!” Caroline announced; and here she redllywould have ordered his head to be
struck off if any guards had been in earshot. Or done the deed with her own hand, given asharp object.
Her rage must have showed, for Daniel Waterhouse now raised hiswhite eyebrows, eevated his chin,
and spokein avoice that was so soothing and gentle that it dissolved like sugar in the murmur of waves
along the pool’ s edge.

“You forget that | know Leibniz, and that through him | shared his sweet love for that Queen, and his
grief. Grief and anger.”

“He thinks she was poisoned?’ Thiswas one of the few topics Leibniz refused to discuss with Caroline.

“The manner of her death isnot asimportant as the consequence. If haf of what people say about her is
true, she had made Berlin into a Protestant Parnassus. Writers, musicians, and scientists converged on
the Charlottenburg from every quarter. But she died. Quite recently her husband went to join her. Where
the former King of Prussaamused himsdlf by attending the opera, the new one playswith toy soldiers...|
see amusement on your face, your roya highness. Familid affection, | think thismust be, for this cousin of
yours who adores parades and goose-stepping soldiers. But to those of uswho do not share in the family
joke, it isdreadfully serious. For the war is over; most of the great conflicts have been sorted out;

Natural Philosophy has conquered the realm of the mind; and now—today—as we stand here—the new
System of the World isbeing writ down in agreat Book somewhere.”

“The System of the World—that isthetitle of the book we have anticipated for so many yearsfrom Sir
Isaac Newton. A new volume of PrincipiaMathemética ...or am | mistaken?’

“Indeed. But | refer to adifferent unfinished work: mine and yours. We have lost Sophie Charlotte, and
with her we havelost Prussia. | do not wish to lose you, and lose Britain. Those are precisely the stakes.”

“But thisiswhy | have sought you out in Massachusetts!” Caroline protested. “1 cannot manage a house
divided between partisans of Leibniz on the one hand, and of Newton on the other. As German and
British dominions are united under one crown, so German and British philosophy must be brought
together under a grand unification. And you, Doctor Waterhouse, are the one—"

But she was speaking into a cloud. Daniel Waterhouse had vanished. Caroline looked far up the path to
See acrone storming towards her with aletter whipping back and forth in one hand.

Sophie as usua moved at the pace of adragoon. But the garden was large. Caroline would have afew
moments, yet, to collect herself. She turned toward the fountain, for if shock were il written on her face
it were better that Sophie not read it. But al told, she was not asrattled by the conversation just finished
asthe average Continental princess might have been. For aslong as she had been in Hanover, sirange
people had been coming over from England, bearing cryptic messages and making odd requests. None
of it made much senseto her, since she' d never visited the place. She and George Augustus had been
invited to come over by some people called Whigs—a challenging term for Germans to pronounce—but
some other English called Tories were dead set againgt their coming. It was al academic anyhow, since
George Louis had forbidden his son and daugher-in-law to leave.

High above her head, where the towering water-jet surrendered to gravity, Caroline could see clumps of
water that somehow held together even asthe rest of the flow shattered. These could be seen as dark



streaks against the incoherent spray. But those water-clumps came down with much greater speed and
force than the disspating clouds, and asthey fell, each broke apart into a shower of smaler lumpsthat
left spreading comet-trails behind. Swarms and squadrons of these comets raced down to the poal,
messengers carrying strange informetion from above.

She gtrolled round until she was very close to where most of the plume struck the pond. The spray made
asolid white hissand roar, and her dress grew heavy asit sole water from the air. Shetried to follow the
comets. When they smashed into the foaming surface of the pond they made indistinct noises, like
individua voicestrying to shout messagesin the midst of the Mobb. But whatever intelligence the comets
were carrying down from on high was swallowed up by the pool. When the bubbles burst and the froth
died away, nothing was left but the clear water of the pond, a bit choppy from the breeze. Caroline
supposed that the information was till there to be decyphered, if she'd only stand and stare into the pool
long enough. But al she could make out was a constellation of yellow speckles on the stone floor of the

pool.
“This cannot be acoincidence.”
“Good morning, Grandmama.”

Sophie was staring at the coins. At eighty-three she had no difficulty seeing them without glasses. She
could even tdl heads from tails, and recognize the portrait of Queen Anne stamped into the former.

“| seethat bitch going and coming,” she remarked.
Princess Caroline said nothing.

“Itisasymbol, asign,” the Electress of Hanover announced, “planted here by one of those horrid
vigting Englishmen.”

“Wheat do you think it Sgnifies?”

“That depends on what you think of the English money,” Sophiereplied. “Which isthe samething asto
asK, isit worth anything?’

This, being oddly smilar to some remarks made moments ago by the horrid visiting Englishmanin
guestion, caused Caroline to look away from the coins, and gaze into Sophi€’ sface. In order to do this
Caroline had to look dightly down, for Sophie had lost afew inches of height. She had the loose skin that
onewould expect in awoman of that age, but this had lent to her eyes amarvelous clarity. The walls of
Herrenhausen and of the Leine Schlof3 were adorned with old family portraits, not only of Sophie and her
gstersbut of their mother. These women stared out from the canvases with arched brows, enormous
eyes, and tiny mouths, seeing much and saying little. They were certainly not thefirg girlsin asalon that an
insecure young man would gpproach, and engage in conversation. Now Caroline knew aswell as anyone
that portraits of royals must be taken with agrain of salt. But the visage she was regarding now did not
look dl that far removed from the onesin those paintings. The eyes, the mouth were the same. More so
thefeding of saf-possession, of completeness, the sense that this woman was by no means standing
around waiting to be joined, or wishing that someone would talk to her. The only changeswerein
clothing. Sophie, though never responsive to fashion, had adopted thefontange , atall vertica screen of
white |lace that rose from the hairline, added some inchesto her height, and kept her thinning white hair
out of view, and out of the way of those wonderful eyes.

Caraline had afunny thought then, which was that Sophie and Daniel Waterhouse might be amatch for



each other. For he had great staring eyes too, and a disposition to match Sophie's. They could threaten
to chop each other’ s heads off wdll into the Eighteenth Century.

“Have you spoken to any of the English? | mean the oneswho have just arrived, not of the Braithwaite
type.”

“Briefly.”

“Come, | wish to be away from those coins, and that woman,” Sophie said, turning her back on the pool
and leaning towards Caroline, knowing that she d find astrong arm there. The two women clasped
together like halves of alocket and began to walk away from the pool’ s rim. Sophie steered Caroline
firmly in the direction she wanted. But she had nothing further to say for alittlewhile.

Thishdf of the garden was partitioned into quadrants, each of which waslaid out around afountain
much smaller than the great one in the center. Smdll paths radiated from each of those fountains,
Sectioning each quadrant into severa pie-wedges. Each of those wedges—thirty-two al told—had been
madeinto alittle garden-plot, and each was a bit different: some as clean and tidy as parlours, others as
dark and overgrown as the Thiringer Wald. Sophie steered Caroline to one that was screened by ahigh
wall of trimmed trees. Passing through a gap they found themsdalvesin a pleasant green atrium with alittle
pool in the center, and stone benches around it. Sophie let it be known that she wished to sit on one of
these—unusud since for her, awalk in the garden was precisdly that.

“One of the English was using afunny word yester evening—' currency.” Do you know it?’

“Itisthe quality that a current has. They speak of the currency of the River Thames, whichisduggishin
most places, but violent when it passes under London Bridge. It isjust the same as our wordUmlauf
—funning around.”

“That iswhat | supposed. This Englishman kept discoursing of currency in away that was most fraught
with meaning, and | thought he was spesking of someriver or drainage-ditch. Findly | collected that he
was using it asasynonym formoney. ”

“Money?’

“I've never felt so dense! Fortunately, Baron von Hacklheber isvisting from Leipzig. He was familiar
with the term—or quicker to decypher it. Later | spokewith himin private and he explained al.”

“What an odd coinage.”

“Y ou are too witty for your own good, girl.”

“The Englishmen cannot get away from thistopic. Their relationship to money ismost peculiar.”

“It is because they have nothing but sheep,” Sophie explained. “Y ou must understand thisif you areto
be their Queen. They had to fight Spain, which hasdl of the gold and silver in the world. Then they had
to fight France, which has every other source of material wedlth that can be imagined. How does a poor
country defest rich ones?’

“I think | am supposed to say ‘the grace of God’ or some such—"

“If you please. But in what form is the grace of God manifested? Did piles of gold materialize on the



banks of the Thames, asin amiracle?’

“Of course not.”

“Does Sir Isaac turn Cornish tin into gold in an achemicd laboratory in the Tower of London?’
“Opinions differ. Lebniz thinks not.”

“| agreewith Baron von Leibniz. And yet dl thegold isin England! It isdug up from Portuguese and
Spanish mines, but it flows, by some occult power of attraction, to the Tower of London.”

“Flows,” Caroline repeated, “flowslike acurrent.”

Sophie nodded. “And the English have grown so used to thisthat they use ‘ currency’ asasynonym for
‘money’ asif no distinction need be observed between them.”

Caroline said, “Isthisthe answer to your question—how does a poor country defest rich ones?’
“Indeed. The answer is, not by acquiring wealth, in the sense that France hasit—"

“Meaning vineyards, farms, peasants, cows—"
“But rather to play asort of trick, and redefine wedlth to mean something nove.”

“Currency!”

“Indeed. Baron von Hacklheber saysthat the ideaiis not wholly new, having been well understood by
the Genoese, the FH orentines, the Augsburgers, the Lyonnaise for many generations. The Dutch built a
modest empire on it. But the English—having no other choices—perfected it.”

“Y ou have given me new food for thought.”
“Oh? And what think you? What think you now of our prospects, Caroline?’

To Sophi€ s generation of royas, this question was shocking, absurd. One who was heir to athrone did

not have to think about his progpects. Royal succession just happened, like the tide coming in. But it was
different now; and Sophie deserved credit for having adjusted to this new state of affairs, where many of
her contemporaries had passed from ignorance to indignation to senility.

Caroline answered: “1 am pleased by the cleverness of thistrick that the English have played, to win
wars againg their betters by tinkering with what wedlth is. Because of it, | do not have to marry some
inbred Bourbon, as poor Elizadid, and live out my daysat Versallles, or inthe Escorid. But | am
troubled by the uncertainty that al of thisbrings. To paraphrase awise man | know, it isasthough anew
System of the World has been drawn up. And not by us but by some strange Natural Philosophersina
smoky room in London. Now we must live by the rules of that System. Buit it is not perfectly understood;
and | fear that where the English have played atrick with money, to gain atemporary advantage, some
other trick might be played upon them to reversethe field.”

“Just so! And now you have come round to the meaning of Anne'sletter!” Sophie proclaimed, and
flogged the parchment several timeswith her ivory fan. At the sametime, thetree-wall behind them let
out agasp asit was struck by afist of cold air. The wind had changed from south to west; new westher



was coming; Herr SchwartZ' sjoints had not mided him. The tree-wall flexed toward them asif trying to
spread shelter above their heads, and adry deet of brown leaves and twigs made the air and the ground
restlesswith tiny itchings and fidgetings. Sophie—who of al personswas least disposed to take afart for
athunderclap—ypaid this no heed whatever. Perhaps she was too absorbed in conversation to care. Or
perhaps she was so comfortablein this place that she could not muster any sense of concern.

If Sophie did not wish to speak of the wesather, ’ twere hopeless, as well asrude, to force the topic, and
50 Caroline contented hersalf with gestures: she arched her back against the cool breeze, clasped her
hands together on her knee, and glanced skyward. Then she responded, “ The Queen’ sletter hasto do

with money?’

“Don’t beridiculous, she does't know what moneyis. And would never write of anything so vulgar
even if shedid. Theletter concernsfamily matters. Severd paragraphs are devoted to your husband.”

“That iseven more chilling to me than this recent change in the wind.”

“Sherefersto him by his English titles: Duke of Cambridge, Earl of Milford Haven, Viscount
Northallerton, Baron Tewkesbury,” said Sophie, reading the outlandish names from the letter with
parched amusement.

“Now you are teasng me, by not reading what the letter says.”

“| am not teasing you but doing you afavor, dear heart.”

“Isit that bad?’

“Itistheworst yet.”

“Hasmy father-in-law seen it yet?’

“George Louis hasnot read it.”

“My husband and | would bein England now,” Caroline complained, “and he would be stting in the
House of Lords, if George Louis merely had the backbone to let us go. Another such letter from Queen

Anne only cows him al the more, and delays our departure another month.”

Sophie smiled, showing sympathy. “ George Louis cannot read this|etter if you and | get caughtina
rain-shower, and theink isdissolved.”

A cold drop came through the deeve of Caroline' sdress and sent athrill up her arm. Shelaughed.
Sophie did not move. A raindrop pocked into the letter. “ However,” Sophie continued, “you must not
decaive yoursdf. My son won't let you go to England, it istrue. But thisis not smply because Queen
Anne hatesthe idea. George L ouis has his shortcomings. No one knows this better than his mama. But
spinelessness is not among them! He kegps you and George Augustus pent up in Hanover, because heis
envious of hisson—his poise, his battle-glory—and distrustful of his son’swomen.”

“Y ou mean Mrs. Braithwaite?’
Sophie flinched. “ She is adust-mote. Everyone knows that except you. Y ou, Eliza, the late Sophie

Charlotte, and I—the women who walk in the garden—are to George L ouis like some witch-coven. He
isappalled that his son and heir is comfortable among us, and sharesintelligence with us. For thisreason



hewill never give George Augustus, and you, leave to move to England. He may usethisasan
excuse—" and she held up the letter so that many collected raindrops, black with dissolved abuse,
tumbled down over the Queen of England’ s Signature “—but you must never be deceived.”

A strong wind-burst came through now, and cracked a branch somewhere. All the rainwater that had
gathered on the leaves above was knocked |oose and rushed down around them. Sophie looked around
hersdf for the first time, becoming aware that this might devel op into something more than a June shower.
Her starchedfontange was beginning to wilt.

But now it was Caroline sturn to be oblivious to wegther. “When we sat down here you said that the
letter had some import, having to do with currency—?"

“Not thesubstance but thetone of it,” Sophie returned, raising her voice to match the volume of the wind.
“Her previous etters, you know, written after the Whigsinvited your husband to England, were petulant.
Bitter. But this one is—or was—written in a haughty tone. Triumphant.”

“ Something has changed in the last month or two—?"’

“That iswhat she believes, | fear.”

“She phant’ seswe are never coming at dl. She' sgoing to give the throne to the Pretender.”
Sophie said nothing.

“But thethroneis not al hersto give away. Parliament has some say in the matter. What could have
occurred in the last few weeksto give the Jacobites such confidence?’

“A blow has been struck against the currency. An interruption in the flow.”
“That isjust the sort of thing | was talking about amoment ago.”

“Perhaps youare awitch, dear, with powers of divination.”

“Perhaps| recaive unscheduled visits from *horrid Englishmen.” ”

“Ahal” Sophie glanced in the direction of the great fountain.

“Something must have gone awry at the English Mint.”

“But Sir Isaac Newton has charge of the Mint! | have been studying it,” Sophie said proudly. “When’'m
Queen of England we shall al go to the Tower of London and seeit.” Then she dapped her knee,
meaning it wastimeto get up. For it was absolutely raining now, and search parties had probably been
sent out from the Palace. Caroline got to her feet and gave Sophie an arm, helping her up off the bench.
Meanwhile Sophie went on, “ Sir I saac has reformed the English coinage, which was the world’ sworgt,
and now itisthe best.”

“But this proves my point! All you are saying isthat English coins have an excellent reputetion. .. Let’ sget
out of here.” Caroline led the way thistime, ushering Sophie out the nearest gate and onto one of the
radiating paths. But then she pulled up short. The way back to the Palace was not obvious, even to one
who knew the garden well. Sophie sensed her hesitation. “Let uswait it out in the pavilion,” she decreed,
indining her ruinedfontange toward a diagonal path that would conduct them to the edge of the garden,



where a stone dome overlooked the candl.

Caroline did not favor thisidea because it would take them to a distant and unfrequented corner, and the
way was hemmed in by dense wooded plots that were black and opaque and loud in therain.

“Don’t you think we should return to the great fountain? Someone should be looking for usthere.”
“If someone finds us, we shdl have to stop talking!” Sophie answered, very provoked.

That was that. They turned their backs on the fountain and entered into a cleft between stands of trees.
“It' sonly water,” Caroline said philosophically. But Sophie seemed to have had quite enough of it, for
sheyanked on Caroline sarm and began pulling her onwards, trying to quicken their pace. Caroline let
hersdf be pulled.

“| take your point,” Sophie said. “A coinage based upon silver and gold has a sort of absolute vaue.”
“Like Sir Isaac’ s absolute space and time,” Caroline mused. “Y ou can assay it.”

“But if vaueis based upon reputations—like stocks in Amsterdam—or upon this even more nebulous
concept of flow —”

“Like the dynamics of Leibniz in which space and timeinhere in relationships among objects—’

“Why, then, it becomes unknowable, plastic, vulnerable. Forflow may have somevaueina
market-place—and that value might even be red—’

“Of courseitisred! People make money fromit dl thetime!”
“—Dbut that sort of value cannot survivetherefiner’ sfireat aTrid of the Pyx.”

“What on earth isaPyx?’ Caroline asked. But no answer was coming. Sophie pulled sharply on her arm
and at the same moment fell into her. Caroline had to bend her knees and whip her free arm round
Sophi€ s shouldersto avoid faling down. “ Grandmama? Y ou wish to go in thisway?’ She glanced at the
dark stand of treesto the left Side of the path. “Y ou wish to visit the Teufel sbaum?’ Perhaps Sophie had
changed her mind, and wished to take shelter under the treesinstead of going al the way to the pavilion.

Some sound came out of Sophie’ s mouth that could not really be understood. The clatter of raindrops
on leaves made it difficult to hear even well-spoken words. But this utterance of Sophi€’ s had not been
well spoken. Caroline doubted that it was even words. Relying on Caroline for support, Sophie shuffled
and hopped on one leg until she had brought them face to face with an iron gate. For the plot of the
Teufelshaum, the Devil’ s Tree, was surrounded by awrought-iron fence asif it needed to bekeptina

cage.

Sophie nodded at the gate, then looked up at Caroline with akind of lopsided sneer: half of her face
pleading, the other half sagging and vacant. Caroline reached out for the handle of the gate. At the same
moment that the cold wet iron touched her skin she knew that Sophie had suffered a stroke. For thiswas
not the first haf-paralyzed face Caroline had ever seen. The symptoms were more difficult to recognizein
aface she knew so well and loved so much. For amoment she froze with ahand on the gate-latch, asif
some spdll had turned her own flesh to cold iron. She ought to go for help, to find the doctors.

But then Sophie did something telling, which was that she looked up and down the garden path, and she



did it furtively. Thisfrom someone who had never been furtivein her life.

Sophie could not speak and could hardly stand up, but she knew what was happening. She was afraid
of being seen. Afraid of being rushed to the Palace, bled by the surgeons, pitied to her face and mocked
behind her back. Her ingtinct was to hie to the deegpest and darkest part of the garden and to die there.

Caroline shoved the gate open and they stepped into the dark.

The Teufelsbaum was a curiosity that Sophie had brought back from the family holdingsin the Harz
Mountains. aworthlesstree that crawled dong the ground and climbed up things, with dl the massand
might of agrest tree, but the writhing hab