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January 1635

Chapter 1

Naples

Don Vincente Jose-Maria Castro y Papas, Captain in His Most Catholic Mgesty's Army in the Two
Sicilies, tried sneering at the stack of paperwork and the books and ledgers of the company he
commanded. It was of no use. The wretched things remained there, sneering back at him.

Somehow, thefilthy business of bureaucracy was everywhere nowadays, and the profession of amswas
no refuge. Especialy not in anewly augmented tercio dragged from its depot and filled out by asmall
horde of militiamen and new recruits. And especialy not when the arms he was supposed to profess
werelight muskets.

Certainly, they were an excellent weapon, compared with arquebuses, and far more wieldy than the
heavy muskets they were replacing—had replaced, in some armies. A damnably expensive one,
compared with just about anything, which was the reason Don Vincente's company had gotten so few,
thusfar. But the exploits of Turenne had been noted in Madrid, and the weapons had been identified as
central to the smal morsdls of pride he had salvaged from France's shame. The exploits of the Swede
with the lighter weapons had a so been noted.

In times past, Spanish soldiers were expected to buy their own arquebuses. But the rapid changes
brought by the Americanswho had arrived in the Ring of Fire had dtered military practices as



well—indeed, perhaps military practices more than anything.

And so, throughout the Spanish army, which remained the best equi pped and organized fighting force
west of the Turk, companies and tercios that would otherwise have been unable to afford such equipment
were receiving unexpected bounties.

For which they were expected to account. In triplicate. On top of al the utter, utter crap that was
catching up with them after three moves in as many months around Spain before they had, with hardly
any warning, been shipped out from Spain, filled out at the last minute with a collection of recruitswhose
appetite for war had been whetted by tales of the plunder Don Fernando's forces had received for their
part in the sack of the Low Countries. Even after hearing about Don Fernando's ordersto limit the
looting, Don Vincente had tortured himsalf with visons of luckier officersfilling their bootswith Dutch
gold. Which was atrueirony, indeed. For in every other way the news out of Madrid was of deep
displeasure with His Mg esty's little brother for what he had done. For the recruiting parties, the word
wasdl of how well Spanish Arms had fared. For those unlucky enough not to have gone with Don
Fernando, however, it was just another opportunity to get rich on something other than acaptain's pay
that had been sorely, sorely missed. He had joined hoping for plunder somewhere, anywhere he could
find it. Ingtead, he had found himsdlf just about staying ahead of his expenses by taking money to
exchangeto less and less fashionable tercios, invariably managing to exchange out of acompany beforeit
was posted somewhere with an opportunity for loot.

Which had its advantages, admittedly. He had been quietly bemoaning hisill luck in leaving hislast
posting just before they were sent to Flanders when the news of the massacre at Wartburg camein, in
which hisreplacement had died in the Americans Greek Fire.

"Don Vincente?'

It was Sergeant Ezquerra, at the door of Don Vincente's billet, an upper room in atavernaon the road
out of Naplesthat had been commandeered. Not, it had to be said, agood inn, but the patron kept a
decent if smpletable and areasonable cdllar. The more exalted officers had made themselves
comfortable with the local grandees, whom in theory they were there to protect from riotous mobs, but
Don Vincente was being careful with hismoney. He could have been still more careful withit if the
barracks quarter around the viceroy's palace in town had not been full to bursting before they had
arrived. But Don Vincente was accustomed to execrable luck.

"Come," Don Vincente said, scooting his chair back from the folding table he had his paperwork stacked
on. "l grow eager for interruptions. Even from you."

"Thisisgood, Don Vincente," Ezquerrasaid, "it does aman good to get away from the work from time
to time. Especidly the paperwork, which isunmanly.”

"Away from the work, en? A medicine you imbibein large doses, | note, Sergeant.” Don Vincente had
never learned the man'sfirst name, despite in theory having it among the paperwork for the company.
There was a blank where the man's baptismal name was supposed to be recorded. It would hardly
surprise Don Vincente to learn that the man had never been baptized. Ezquerrawasthe kind of fellow
who, if he had remained as a peasant rather than joining the army, would have been asoretrid to his
local gentry as a poacher and dl-round nuisance who was just marginally too useful a whatever trade he
pursued to have quietly flogged to degth.

How long ago Ezquerra had left wherever he was from was a mystery. His date of birth waslisted as
unknown, and where exactly he was from was aso unclear, except that Don Vincente had gathered one
way or another that it was near Badgoz. He had the typica wiry-little-mountain-man look of so many



from those parts, and the few of his claimed relatives that Don Vincente had seen—there were severd in
the army—had a similar look about them. Of course, along-service soldier would have rdativesin many
parts of Spain, the lax gpproach to marriage and casud bastardy among the common soldiers being what
itwas.

"Not today, Don Vincente. Today | have neglected my health on your behdf." The sergeant |eft the
statement hanging there, and waited, leaning on the doorpost, for aresponse.

Don Vincente glared at him. Truth be told, the sergeant was very good at hisjob. It was smply that for
some reason being caught actualy working by any of his officers seemed to be a source of terror to the
man. Don Vincente hoped one day to actualy see Ezquerra doing something to ensure that the company
was aswell turned-out and ready for action asthey usually were. Of course, they were also always ready
for the whorehouse and as much cheap drink asthey could get insde themsdlves, but that was soldiers
for you. The chaplainsand the inquiditors didn't likeit, but after getting away from hisfamily's estatesten
years before, Don Vincente had come to take a broader view of matters of the faith. And moras. And,

epecidly, priests.

After some moments, Don Vincente redlized that he was going to have to ask. "And, pray, what has
caused this unwonted sdf-mortification?”

"Father Gonzalez again." Ezquerrawas now grinning, dthough humor was not the usua fegling the good
father provoked.

Don Vincente raised an eyebrow. "He's found another secret Jew?' The Inquisition seemed to be paying
particular attention to the army recently, and instead of only occasiondly appearing anywhere they could
smell soldiers—or outside their comfortable offices at all—there seemed to have been asmadl rain of the
pestilentid creatures recently. Before they had sailed from Spain they had been visted with a plague of
them. A biblical plaguein truth. Possibly of frogs. They croaked enough.

Father Gonzalez was the representative of the Inquisition in thissmall billet town just outside Naples that
Don Vincente and severa of hisbrother officers had been visited with. He was exactly the kind of priest
that one would expect asenior inquisitor to put forward for along posting away from the home tribundl,
with no definite date of return.

"No, Don Vincente. He seemsto think that the men are given to dissi pation and licentious pleasures.”
Ezquerras grin grew even broader. They had been putting up with Gonzalez for nearly two months
aready, and it seemed to have escaped his notice until now? It was certainly not a subject that seemed
grestly to exercise the company's regular chaplain, athough his being sober enough to notice was not a
common event.

There was along pause. Don Vincente stared at Sergeant Ezquerra. Sergeant Ezquerrastared at Don
Vincente. At length, Don Vincente said, "And have you said anything to the men about this?*

"Naturdly," Ezquerrasaid, grinning from ear to ear, "l told them to stop it.”
"Did you makeit an order?' Don Vincente asked, suddenly overtaken by morbid curiosity.

Ezquerra snorted. "Of course. | ordered them not to let the good father catch them fornicating or
insengblewith drink."

Don Vincente parsed that one with no smal care. It seemed to pass muster in every useful way, and was,
indeed, technically an order to the men to stop doing those things. " Surely this smdl exertion came asno
gredt threet to your hedth?”



Ezquerrasighed deeply. "No, Don Vincente. What has brought me to the very brink of ruin, Don
Vincente, was going about every billet to pass on the order, and then getting around al the whorehouses
in Naples before Father Gonzalez got to them so | could be sure none of the men were in them at the
time"

"And why did you not tell mefirs?' Don Vincenteredized ashe said it that he had laid himself wide
open.

"| checked the whorehouses before coming here, Don Vincente," Ezquerrasaid, not amusclein hisface
moving as he pounced on the opportunity. And, of course, did so without once saying anything that could
be—quite—construed as disrespect for an officer.

"Mogt diligent of you." Don Vincente kept hisface just as straight as the sergeant did. In the nearly three
years he had known the man, he had never caught Ezquerrain outright disrespect once, but heard him
say thingsthat would earn ademotion and flogging from an officer with less of asense of humor hundreds
of times

The man had been tentative a fird, certainly. Had covered up his dack wayswith obvious displays of
punctilio when he thought Don Vincente had been watching. Over time, Don Vincente discovered that
Ezquerraand hisfellow sergeants and the cabos who assi sted them had turned the company into
something that ran itself. The previous captain, from whom Don Vincente had bought the commisson as
an investment in his ongoing project to improve the modest family fortunes, had been an absentee like
many officers. In his absence, Ezquerrahad quietly taken over the company asabody of fighting men.

Lieutenants had come and gone, not taking much time or trouble over the company as they sought
advancement. No officer had remained long enough to bring any subaternsto the company, for which
Don Vincente was grateful. He had himsdlf learned much as ayoung man just |eft home from the sergeant
he had had when hefirst bought an ensign's commission. What would happen to an ensign left inthe
clutches of Ezquerradid not bear thinking about. Except, possibly, by atheologian contemplating
possible routesto utter perdition.

"Thank you, Captain Don Vincente," Ezquerrasaid, grinning.

"Isthere more? Doubtless | shall now be able to say with perfect truth that our soldiers have been
ordered to stop being soldiers. But | fed certain you would not have strained yoursdlf by coming up the
gtairs behind you if there had not been moreto report. Usualy, you hang around until I come down.”

Ezquerranodded. "Thereismore, Don Vincente, yes." The man'sface grew serious. "Whilevisiting an
edtablishment with which the Captain will doubtless be unfamiliar, it being ahouse of progtitution of high
repute and even higher prices, | chanced to meet my third cousin, who is orderly to Colone—"

Don Vincente interrupted him with an upraised hand. If the sergeant had afault, it wasthat if he was
gpeaking of someone he wasin someway related to, he could be quite tiresomely long-winded. "What
did your cousntdl you?' he asked.

"Third cousin, Don Vincente." Ezquerrahad ahurt tonein hisvoice. "And hetold methat thereisa
reception in town tonight for the cardind, who isvisiting. Which may explain why Father Gonzalez,
indeed dl theinquisitors, are acting like their crabs are biting particularly hard.”

"Which cardind?"

"Borja," Ezquerrasaid, "the one that was viceroy in Naples before.”



"And so Gonzaez's crabs are—hold on, Gonzaez has crabs? How?' Don Vincente felt rather pleased to
have spotted this one.

"The good father uses the same whorehouse as my third cousin's colond."
"That was what | was wondering about. Surely even whores have standards?'

Ezquerrashrugged. "True, the ordinary sort. But these are the kind who service gentlemen, so their
dandards are lower."

Don Vincente grinned ruefully. It was too much to expect that he would out-shoot his sergeant. He much
suspected the sergeant was a very clever man who, had he not been born in aone-room shack
somewherein the mountains, would have made a greeat ded of the opportunities he would have had. And
yet God in hiswisdom had chosen to place aman of such talent in the station he occupied. "Still,
knowing why Father Gonzalez has aeven more of ahair up hisass than usua does nothing to help desl
with the situation. Will the men be sensible about this, until Gonzalez calms down at least”?”

"The old-timers, yes. All of these new fish we got in Barcelona? | can only hope. We need afight to get
them steadied down."

Don Vincente stroked his beard for amoment. "And there seem to be no prospects of that at the
moment, | think. We missed Don Fernando's expedition, and it looks like we're going to miss whatever
they've got planned for France. Maybe welll get to crack some Itdian heads?' Heleft the question
hanging for Ezquerrato speculate on. Not, gtrictly, proper to invite acommon soldier into one's
confidence, but he had come to find Ezquerra's experience useful.

"Who knows?' Ezquerra shrugged. "From what | hear, everyone hereabouts was ready for revolt last
year, but it seemsalittle quieter thisyear, so far. Although it's not really the rioting season right now.
Pricesarelow.”

That would be about right, Don Vincente mused. The harvests were only afew months past, and food
remained plentiful. So prices werelow, the winters hereabouts were not particularly harsh, and asfar as
Italians were ever content, the Neapolitans seemed to be content.

"That said," Ezquerrawent on, "they won't like having so many of us billeted here. Weve only been here
aweek, but there have been soldiers arriving for amonth. And | hear that some of the grumbling has
aready Started.”

"What about?' There were some predictable answersto that, but it paid to ask.

"Requisitionsand foraging, mostly,” Ezquerrasaid. "The usua. Therewill be more. We have alot of kids
who'vejust joined. Many of them away from home for thefirst time. There will be trouble. We seem to
have gotten away with it so far, though | hear someone killed an Itdian in atavern brawl a couple of
nights ago. There wasn't much of an outcry over it, but it'sthe kind of thing we can expect.”

"I know, | know," Don Vincente said. "Well, | suppose we can hope and pray that Borjas arrival does
not portend more trouble. | understand he was not popular when he was viceroy."

Ezquerrashrugged. "The Captain will know more of such thingsthan1."

Don Vincente thought back over what he had, in fact, heard. "Now | think about it," he said, "it does
seem strange. The holy father ordered Borjaout of Romelast year, as| recdl, and ordered himto livein
hisdiocese. | wonder why he's back in Italy? 1t might be thought disobedient to the holy father.”



Ezquerramade thelittle hiss-pit noise he had for the occasions when he was annoyed by something.
Don Vincente had only heard it before when something the men had done when practicing their drill
displeased him. "I don't think the rules gpply to such ashim," he said, after aquiet moment. "Youor I,
Don Vincente, we face the Inquisition if we disobey a priest. The cardinal? He can disobey the pope and
no onecantdl him different.”

"True," Don Vincente said, and it was. Not least because Borjawas one of the Inquisition's senior
cardinds. "Still, I want the men mustered for musket drill tomorrow, and every day until Gonzalez cams
down. | don't know what the other companieswill do, but | think training the men might well stop them
finding idler pursuits until we havered troubleto ded with."

"Themenwon't likeit, Don Vincente." Ezquerrastone betrayed how little he cared about that. The man
was aveteran, and had himself walked the Spanish Road to the wars in Flanders. Don Vincente could
tell how much he approved of training the men by the smple fact that there was none of the usual
obfuscation and delay whenever the suggestion arose.

"They aren't meant to like it, Sergeant. They're meant to have areason to be up early in the mornings so
they start to think twice about spending their wages dl night on whores and drink."

"| shdl give them theterrible news, Don Vincente," Ezquerrasaid, relish in hiseyesand voice. "Will there
be training with powder and ball?"

"Not every day.” Don Vincente was now thankful that he'd been going over exactly that paperwork when
the sergeant arrived. "I only have so much money to spend on powder. Two or threevolleys, | think,
tomorrow morning, so the idiots who get themsalves hangoversredly suffer. After that well run them until
they pukeif they turn up looking hungover.”

"Asthe Donwishes" Ezquerrasaid, grinning.

Don Vincente decided, as the sergeant |ft, to let the paperwork go hang for the afternoon, and bellowed
for abottle of wineto St in the afternoon sun with. He would beg off messing with the other captains
tonight, to ensure he had aclear head for the firing in the morning, but for now a short break to recruit his
strength before an arduous couple of weeks was just the thing. He wondered, for amoment, if the
sergeant’s attitudes were contagious?



Chapter 2

Venice

Frank Stone dammed the door behind him. Giovannalooked up at him from the table where she was
going over some of the Committeg's paperwork—the interminable minutes of one of Massmo's
interminable theory workshops, from the looks—and her face suddenly grew pensive.

Uh, oh, Frank thought. Shouldn't bring it home with me. He forced himself to take a deep breath and
stand up straight, relax. " Sorry," he said. "Been taking with your dad again.”

"l hopeit wasn't too bad, thistime?'

Frank chuckled, feding his bad mood evaporate. "I guesswere sort of feeding off each other abit.
Massmo'sno help, either. He getsdl prickly and defensive about everything, these days.”

"What wasit about?"
Frank waved it away and went over to pour himself aglass of wine. "Waan't anything, redly.”
"Then why could | hear you from three floors above?' Thetone of her voicewas. . . ambivaent.

Not that Frank could blame her. She/d been Daddy's Little Girl when they'd met, on the very day that
Frank firgt arrived in Venice, and then she and Frank had fallen head-over-hedlsin love. After that
thered been dl that stuff that had happened when they went to try to rescue Galileo, athough describing
it asjust "stuff" was on a par with describing the Civil War asabit of a disagreement—which had
somehow managed to culminate in their wedding.

Now they were sttling down to as near anorma married life as you could get in afamily that was il
doing most of thework of the Committees of Correspondencein Italy, work that was organized on
traditiona Marcoli family principles. Everyone pulling in three directions at once, followed by ahuge
argument.

And when it cameto arguing, the Marcoliswere Italian to the bone. Frank had tried sweet reason afew
times—and the messthat that had gotten him into was still causing minor politica shockwaves—and had
dowly found himsdf going native in fine style, complete with full volume and waving arms.

Usudly at Messer Marcali, Senior, Antonio of that ilk, aman who'd very nearly made himsdlf
seventeenth-century Italy's own John Brown, hanging after Harper's Ferry included. Injury had kept him
off that particular mission, which would then have failed if they hadn't happened to have had amad
Frenchman along to supply, with hindsight, most of the planning and, just to put the cherry on the top of
it, an assassination attempt on the pope.



Frank wondered what his own dad would have made of it. He certainly wouldn't have approved of
making Giovanna suffer the spectacle of the two guys she cared most about, her father and her husband,
getting in to blazing rows about . . .

What had it been thistime? Frank was aready having trouble remembering how it started, but he seemed
to recall something about organizing the soccer league.

How it had ended was with Antonio Marcoli telling Frank he was a poor excuse for ason-in-law,
disobedient and wayward. In return, Frank had reminded Antonio of some choicer passages from the
Venetian Committeg's Satements as to the rights of free people, and dl but called the old guy afascit.

Not that that would have made much of an impression, but the yelling and swearing probably did. And
would be the cue for agood couple of days sulking. On both sides, Frank redlized, thinking back.

He sighed. "Giovanna, it's going to be alot easier when we get some help down from Germany. Y our
dad's going to have someone e setorail at instead of me.”

The Committee in Germany had promised some help, training if nothing ese, but for the moment they
were dl busier than they could handle up there, what with the wars and the other mayhem. The promise
of aid—reading between the lines, on Mike Stearns al-but-orders—had become increasingly abject
gpologiesthat the assembly of ateam of activists was being delayed by one urgent necessity after
another.

It wasn't that Frank didn't believe them. Given what held heard about what was happening north of the
Alps, a least some of that "urgent necessity” was pretty damned urgent. That <till didn't make him any
happier about the fact that held have to maintain the daily wak on eggshells he needed to make in order
to deal with hisin-lawsfor sometimeto come.

"Frank," Giovanna said, and then stopped.

"Yeah?' he said, encouraging her to go on.

"Maybe we shouldn't wait for the German Committee.”
Frank frowned. "What do you mean?'

"I think maybe we should start working on Massmo's plan to soread the Committee esewherein Italy,
no?'

Frank noticed she was chewing theinside of her lip, the way she did when she was thinking hard and
deep about something. That made him fed good about the way the conversation was going for two
reasons.

First, because Giovannawas probably the smartest of the Marcolis, if only because she had the same
brains her dad did without the hairy-eyed temperament that went with it. And, second, because it was
cuteasal hel.

Frank cleared histhroat. "Okay, lay it out for me—how are we going to do that with your dad dragging
hishedsadl theway?'

"We should go back to Rome," she said. "I think."

It was all Frank could do not to sigh. There were also some disadvantages to having a smart wife.



Therewas no point lying to her, either. Giovannahad an ability to detect Frank telling lies that bordered
on the supernatural.

"Wadl, yes" he admitted. "Veniceisjust too. . . different, | guess, from therest of Itdy. It'sultimately a
gde show, here. Palitically spesking.”

She seemed to be only half-listening to him. "Naples, maybe? Instead of Rome, | mean.”

Frank was pardyzed, for just an ingtant. It had suddenly dawned on him that, from the standpoint of the
danger involved to Giovanna, Romewas dmost infinitely better than Naples.

Sowly, he sat down at the kitchen table, while he thought abot it.

True enough, they'd have to be careful in Rome, what with the Papal Inquisition right there on their
figurative doorstep. But with some experience, Frank had cometo redlize that the "Inquisition"—the
papa variety of it, anyway, if not the Spanish—wasn't actualy the pack of davering torturershed
vaguely remembered from his up-time history reading. They could be awfully scary, at times, to be sure.
Still, they tended to respect certain limits—and, whatever €lse, they weren't usudly given to precipitous
action.

Naples, on the other hand . . .

Napleswas apolitical powderkeg. To make things worse—much worse—Naples had the Spanish army
stting on top of it. And the Spanish authorities, at times, were given to precipitous actions.

It wasn't Smply an issue of their persona safety, either. As much as hetried to protect Giovanna, Frank
understood perfectly well that engaging in revolutionary activity was inherently arisky proposition—and
there was no way to keep Giovannaout of it, even if he was so inclined.

But Napleswas a palitical mess, aswell asapowderkeg. A city with along-standing revolutionary
tradition of itsown, with amultitude of politica tendencies and unofficid parties. From the sandpoint of a
fledgling Committee of Correspondence, just getting off the ground in Italy, it would be an inhospitable
environment. They'd probably wind up spending more time quarreling with other revol utionists than they
would getting anything productive accomplished.

"No," hesadfirmly. "Let'sgo to Rome."
Giovannanodded. "I will spesk to my father about it."

Maybe he'll decide to stay behind in Venice. But Frank knew it was a hopeless wish.

Rome

There was nothing unusua about an atmosphere of tension in the hdls of the curia. If anything, Cardind
Antonio Barberini the Y ounger reflected, it would be asign something was badly amissif at least afew of
the cardinal's, monsignors and what-not present were not pointedly ignoring each other, barbing their
comments or outright yelling insults. For abody that in theory was moved and guided by the Holy Spirit,
it was usudly infernaly bad tempered.

And, of course, the last few years had been . . . more strained than usud. And the cardina presently
rising to speak had been the source of much of it. Or, at least, more of it than any of the other
purple-clad mischief-makers Rome was hometo.



Cardina Gaspar Borjay Velasco. Like every other Spanish prelate, part of the government of His Most
Catholic Mgesty Phillip of Spain. Thisonein particular was aleading member of Spain's privy council,
holder of enough offices to make him amaost aquorum of government in hisown right. Hewas aso firmly
inthat part of the Church in Spain that regarded the church as an arm of the Spanish Government, and in
avery red sense could not see where government |left off and the church began, or vice versa

Only two years before he had made it plain—loudly, publicly and with the crashing lack of tact that was
practicaly the man's signature—that that view did not apply only to the Church in Spain. Two hundred
years of being the only power in Spain whose writ ran untrammeled in every one of the kingdoms of
Spain—even HisMost Catholic Mgesty had limitsto his powers outside Aragon and Castile—two
hundred years of inquisitoria power unmatched anywhere outside of the papal states, and the Churchin
Spain clearly bdieved it wastime for the Roman dog to stop wagging the Spanish tail.

Unlike England a century before, they had the guns and ships and terciosto give their opinion weight, not
least by reason of owning enough of northern and southern Italy that they had the Pgpa Statesina
srategic vise that they could screw closed at any time. What stopped them was aneed, for thetime
being and only grudgingly recognized in Madrid, to maintain at least a passing semblance of obedienceto
Rome.

Not that that had stopped Borjafrom loudly condemning the See of Romeé'sinaction against Gustavus
Adolphus, fallureto burn Gdileo like the heretic he plainly was, and willingnessto gppoint a
near-Protestant like the American Mazzare to the purple.

The criticism of the failure to act againgt the Swede had been the only one Urban V111 had chosen to
answer. He had, with some accuracy, pleaded poverty. A military undertaking that had strained the
resources of the entire arrayed might of the house of Habsburg, with al their imperiad dominionsand an
annual treasure fleet from the Americas was beyond the pope's meansto put in any more than the
proverbid widow's mite. Two million widow's mites, to be exact, but till a pittance next to the cost sunk
infailing to sop Gustavus Adolphus from reversing every success of Catholic arms of the last fifteen
years.

Stll, it had been grounds for Borjato accuse the pope of being, in so many words, insufficiently Cathalic.
He had nearly been ordered out of Romefor that, and then his performance &fter the Galileo
affair—which had, in truth, been awhitewash but it was tactless to say so—had got him dung out.

And now hewas back. He had at least had the good grace to confine himself, before today, to sulking
quietly in hisvillaon the outskirts of Rome, but he had not wasted histime back in Spain. If Vitdleschi's
reports were right—and seldom were the Jesuit father general’s formidable spymasters not in possession
of accurate information—then Borjawas herein the van of asmal horde of prelates and cardinds, each
of whom was coming to Rome to demonstrate how much more Catholic than Pope Urban V111, né
Cardina Maffeo Barberini, he actudly was. And he had stopped off in Naples on the way here and
apparently met with the duke of Osuna. What ded those two had done was anyone's guess. None of the
channels of spycraft Barberini could access had been able to divine what had happened behind that
closed door. But it was sure to be adevils bargain for someone.

The Spanish prelates, meanwhile, had been arriving in Rome every few daysfor weeks now, al direct
from Spain, and as soon as they had washed off the dust of travel had paid an immediate visit to that villa
outside Rome, followed by long hoursin closed sessons with their compatriots al over Rome. Barberini
had engaged his own staff inimagining what they might be up to, in more detail than the obvious''no
good," as had his brother Francesco Barberini. The results varied from the uncomfortable to the
downright arming. At the very least, among them they held enough offices and concomitant rightsto
intervene and interfere that they could tie up procedura businessin Rome for months, dowing down the



aready ponderous curia bureaucracy to apace that would make asnail look lightning fast.
And now Borja had presented himsdlf for asession of the curia.

"It begins," the whisper came from behind Barberini. That was Ciampoli, Barberini's secretary, who had
led the strategy sessions and had good reason to suspect the worst of Borja. Until the Galileo affair he
had been a private secretary to the pope, aprestigious position, but the limited amount of damage Borja
had been able to do had included impeaching the man away from direct papa service. Naturdly,
Barberini had grabbed him as quickly as he decently could. Taented, bright, learned in the sciences, he
was visbly acoming man and had the skills Barberini recognized as necessary for what the new politica
windsin Europe would blow through Rome.

Borjabegan to spesk. "If Y our Holinesswill permit?' he said, his pinched, ruddy and choleric face
making a halfhearted effort at an unctuous smile as he awaited permission to spesk.

Barberini looked over at his uncle the pope. His Holiness was his usua serene self, calm eyed and
affable. Of course, with fifty years experience of Roman politicking he would be giving nothing away,
athough he doubtless had more than just the dark imaginings of his nephew's own gtaff to inform his
worries. Barberini recalled aremark made by the young American, Frank Stone, at whose wedding
Barberini had officiated. "Just because you're paranoid, it doesn't mean they're not out to get you.”

He'd had to get Father—now Cardind—Mazarre to explain what paranoiawas, and had observed that
it sounded like a perfectly hedlthy reaction to living and working in the top ranks of the Church. Indeed, it
was those who were not paranoid who were unhealthy, or at least very soon would be.

Mazzare had chuckled, and told Barberini the old, to him at |east, joke about the king who had brooded
"I'm paranoid, but am | paranoid enough?' Another text for these times.

But His Holiness had nodded permission for Borjato spesk.

"| thank Y our Holiness" the Spanish inquisitor said, "And | would beg clarification of certain matters
which | and, | fear, hismost Catholic Mgesty, view with no littledarm.”

Barberini winced. As subtle as ajoke about farting. Asblatant as a street-corner whore. There wasthis
to be said about Rome's infighting: it weeded out the dullards. Spain, on the other hand, had to find jobs
for itsteeming and indefatigably inbred nobility, and some of them rose to damnably high levels.

Borjacleared histhroat. "Y our Holiness" he went on, "hasin particular eevated enemies of the church to
therank of cardind.”

That brought an intake of breath from haf of the cardinas present. There had been three new cardindsin
the last year—Mazzare, Cardina Protector of the new United States of Europe, Mazarini in France, at
Richelieu's behest and amost certainly another of Richelieu's attempts to preempt history with an early
gppointment, and LeClerc, the former "Father Joseph™ and another of Richelieu's creatures.

Barberini wondered if it was worth parsing that. Enemies, plurd? All of them or just the two who formed
adefinite group? Or just the one, and Borjawas being as ham-fisted as he usually was with his rhetoric?

"In particular," Borjawas saying, "there are those who have actively supported the chiefest of the
Church'senemiesin the north. All, infact, of Y our Holiness's recent gppointments to the purple—"

The pope had raised ahand for silence. "If Y our Eminence will pause for amoment?*

Borjanodded assent, and, a papably false smile on hisface, resumed his sedt.



Urban VIII cleared histhroat. "We are advised that there is obstinate doubt of Our policy.” Another
intake of breath, thistime from nearly everyone present.

Barberini included. That was the form of words used in the technica definition of heresy, amost serious
chargeto lay against anyone, let done aprince of the church and an inquisitor. Small wonder that there
was shock. For apope, the absolute head of the Church, Urban was known to be agenia man, little
given to outright confrontation where it could be avoided. What was causing him to deliver such an
obviousdap in theface to hismost blatant critic?

"Let it be known," Urban went on over the sudden and urgent whispering, " That We are saddened by the
disputes among the secular princes of Christendom. As Common Father of dl Catholics, We are
particularly saddened by the practice of princes, a practice which has become common, of one accusing
the other of being an enemy of the Church. What is enmity to the Church isfor Usto decide, and no
other.”

That provoked another hiss, thistime—Barberini was watching carefully—from the Spaniards. The
decision asto who, within the dominions of His Most Catholic Mgesty, was an enemy of the Church,
was arrogated exclusivey to the Spanish Inquisition. So it had long been, and doubtlessthey wished it to
remain so for ever. Although the reference could be taken to mean Maximilian of Bavaria, whose
pronouncements concerning the rulers of surrounding territories and, indeed, the papacy were sounding
more and more lunatic as time went by.

Thistime Urban waited for the disturbances to die down before speaking again. "We are also minded to
consider that the practice of winning soulsfor the Church isamatter for the Church, and not for secular
princesto attempt by wager of battle. We are, however, not yet minded to make any pronouncement ex
cathedra."

The silence that followed was profound. The subtlety of curia proceedings had been abandoned by both
Borjaand hisnomina master. The House of Habsburg had been a prime proponent of the principle of
cuiusregio, eiusreligio, and to address such aremark asthat in response to the ranking cardind of the
Habsburg party present was as direct arebuke as could have been ddivered without naming names. It
was, Barberini redlized, only to be expected when dealing with Borja, who had dl but had to be beaten
over the head with the encyclical ordering him to leave Rome before he would go.

Borjahad risen to hisfeet, hisusudly ruddy complexion gone an even darker shade of red. ™Y our
Holiness then does not support the winning of souls for the Church?”

Urban raised his hand in an admonitory gesture. "We support the missionary work of Our clergy, and no
other means of winning converts. If thismust bein territories where the government is opposed to Us,
We observe that the Church has never wanted for brave souls called to the martyr's crown.”

Borjasflush pded alittle. Even he could pick the nuances out of that, Barberini realized. Not just
territories opposed to the Church, but territories opposed to the papacy.

And then Barberini followed it dl the way to the end. Was Urban expecting the worg, truly the worg,
from Borja? A church of Spain, to join the church of England? Even an antipope in Madrid?

Barberini felt ashudder run down his spine. With Spain outside the church there would be no need for
even nomina obedience to Rome, and the Papa States would be crushed. Even after her reverses, Spain
was a power, arguably the power whatever the scientific wizardries of the USE could achieve. The
resistance the Papal States could offer would be atoken at best against an army that had lost but one
battlein the last century. Was the martyr Urban referred to himself? Barberini looked around the room
and saw alot of faces growing very thoughtful indeed.



Not least Borjas. Doubtless he had expected alessforthright response, not aflat declaration of the
popeswillingnessto resist from thefird. If the papacy entered into outright defiance, Spain'sisolation
would be complete, with their cousinsin Austriaaready adapting to the new way of doing thingsand
their king's brother asserting hisindependence. "Y our Holiness.. . ." he said, and paused.

"We thank you for this opportunity to make known Our thoughts on this matter,” Urban said. "And We
would further be grateful if Y our Eminence would recal the words of our encyclica on the subject of
cardindsremaining in their Sees. It isthere that the missionary work of the Church goes on, and there
that We depend on Our cardinalsto oversee that work.”

Borjaremained slent. Barberini stared hard, and fancied he could see Borjaslips moving slently,
athough a casual glance would seethe grinding jaw of avery angry man. Whatever prepared script he
had had, he had clearly been diverted fromiit.

From behind Barberini, awhisper from Ciampoali, "We should plan for worse things from Borja, |
bdieve"

Barberini waved him to silence, irritably. Thiswould have to be thought over very carefully. It wasfar
from necessary for hisuncle to take hismost junior cardind into his most secret counsdls, but surely some
warning of so radical aresponse to Borja's machinations would have been sensible?

Onthefloor, Borjawas till sllent, and had been for nearly aminute. Everyone present was watching him
carefully. The next words from the Spanish cardina would, potentidly, decide great mattersin the life of
the Church. Even, in avery rea sense, how much life the Church might have left init, for Urban had
presented Borja—and by extension Borja's mastersin Madrid, assuming they knew and approved of
what he was doing, by no means aforegone concluson—with avision of the Churchin ruinsif Spain
acted against the papacy.

Perhaps that was the plan? Barberini had to admire the audacity of it if it was. To threaten to play
Samson inthetempleif Borjatruly chalenged Rome's authority, to make the consequences of
disobedience so severe that no onein hisright mind would dare—it was dl Barberini could do to
suppress asmile. Assuming Borjawasin hisright mind was at best risky. Or that he had amind to be
right in, were one to be brutally candid.

Borjafindly spoke, visbly trembling. "I thank Y our Holiness for the clarification of these matters,” he
sad, "and by your leave will withdraw from your presenceto consider Y our Holiness wordsin detail .

Urban nodded. "It were better, | think, if We were to declare the day's business at an end and adjourn,”
with which he rose and | eft, not pausing to say the customary benediction.

Barberini logt dl temptation to smile with that. Was hisuncle deliberately provoking the Spaniard? It
was the only possible explanation. Had Borjabeen alowed to flounce out in the rage he was obviousy
feding, he might have saved a little face, a matter vitally important to the notorioudy touchy Spaniard.

Asit was, he wasleft standing before his chair on the floor of the chamber in which the curia had met,
publicly snubbed by the pope after arebuke that had had al the charm and subtlety of ashoveful of
horse-shit to the face. He turned on his heel and stormed out, trailed after amoment's hesitation by his
attendants and then, in their turn, the rest of the Spanish cardinas.

Barberini, a least, awaited his proper placein the order of protocol before leaving.



Chapter 3

Rome

Cardinal Gaspar Borjay Vdasco, at no time aman other than passionate, wasin amood even he
consdered unreasonable. Thusfar, snce arriving at the small villaoutside Rome that he was perforce
required to usein order not to attract even more papa displeasure, he had snapped at every single
member of hisclericd staff, insulted two of hisaides and taken aswipe at aservant with his stick. Hisill
temper was not helped in the dightest by the sure knowledge that the day's aggravation would be sure to
lead to a deepless night with dyspepsia

Hetook a deep breath. He had serious business to conduct in the remains of the day and it would hardly
do to be lessthan polite to such asthe Borghese. Like dl Italians they were notorioudy touchy. A fine
thing inits place, of course, but there were limits. Which, aas, Borja had to respect.

And, of course, their support was now vital. He had done no more than skirt around the possibilitieswith
the conde Olivares back in Madrid, discussin generdities what might be doneto bring aclearly difficult
papacy to hed and remove a potential problem in the way of the Strategy that Madrid was evolving to
place Spain back in her rightful place as chiefest power in Christendom. Here in Rome, after one mesting
with the pontiff, he was firmly settled on the proper way to proceed. Therereally was no adternative,
none worth pursuing, and even failure would see Urban V111 sufficiently chastised that there would be no
more trouble from Rome for the ten years that the one-time Maffeo Barberini had lft on this earth, if the
Grantville higtorieswereto be believed.

Cardina Borjawas afirm believer that among the secondary causes through which God worked his
divine will in the world the power of His Most Catholic Mgesty to order the affairs of men was among
the most powerful. To dlow that power to bein any way limited and constrained wasin avery real way
to thwart thewill of God, acourse of action so fundamentaly sinful that any lesser sn might be
contemplated in order to avoid committing it.

In the meantime, of course—

"IsQuevedoy Villegahere yet?' he snapped, and redlized as he said it that histone was not yet under
control. Not even the sght of gardensin springtime had calmed him. He turned from the window and
forced asmile a Ferrigno, who had closed hisfaceto al expression while his master had been
smmering. Borjarecognized the Ssigns. More than once he had cauised the unassuming but efficient little
Neapolitan to flinch when he had | et |oose his passions. Borja could see that his secretary was bracing
himsdf for the sorm.

Hetook a deep breath. "I have no reproof for you, Ferrigno,” he said. Y ou may takeit that | am
displeased, but not with you." There, that should reassure the man.



Ferrigno nodded. ™Y our Eminence has heard much to displease him," he said, and the rélief in histone
was papable. "1 understand that Sefior Quevedo ison hisway."

"Good. And Sinceri?'
"He attends Y our Eminence's convenience, Y our Eminence.”
"Send himin, then, and leave us."

Sinceri bore dmaost no resemblance to what one imagined when the phrase "canon lawyer" was
mentioned, till lessthe phrase"Inquisition Interrogator.” Wereit not for the clerica dressit would be
easy to imagine him as someone's favorite uncle, athough his pedantic manner and dryness of phrase dso
went along way to dispdling theillusion as soon as he opened his mouth to speak. Someone's crashing
bore of an uncle, perhaps.

Sinceri'sbow and kissto Borjasring were fussy and precise. Y our Eminence," he said. "How may |
srveyou?'

Borjatook adeep breath. Let it out, in along sigh. "Father Sinceri,” he said, "we are, are we not, faced
with aproblem?’

"Y our Eminence?' Sinceri looked genuindy puzzled. "I understand Y our Eminenceto be concerned at
the import of the dispensations concerning consanguineous marriage that the Holy Father recently
granted, and | have taken the liberty of preparing alegd opinion—"

He reached into the leather folder he had been carrying for a document.

Borjawaved it asde. "'l thank you most sincerely for your efforts, and indeed for your consideration in
attempting to anticipate my concerns, but it isin regard to another matter | wished to spesk with you.”

Sinceri'sfrown of puzzlement grew deeper. "'l should be most grateful to be enlightened by Y our
Eminence”

Borjabegan to pace. The afternoon’s business before the curia gill had him smmering. Waking back
and forward helped to cam him. "Father Sinceri, | fed it will be helpful if | rehearse alittle of the mutual
history we have with the current Holy Father."

"The Gdlileo affair?' Sinceri cocked hishead to one side. His professiond attention engaged, Borja
fancied he looked more than alittle like a portly, yet deek old carrion crow. One with a smattering of
gray feathersamid the black, but al the more distinguished looking for them.

Borjanodded. "Y ou are most perceptive, Father Sinceri. The Galileo Affair isindeed that part of our
mutua history to which | refer. You will recal, if you please, that the matter was decided wholly without
regard to proper inquisitorial procedure, and indeed wholly without regard to the proper rule of canon
law."

Snceri gaveasmd| siff. "Mog—"

His had been a career spent enforcing obedience to the church, and in particular obedienceto its
hierarchy, and Borja could see that the idea was giving him more than alittle trouble. "Mogt irregular,”
Sinceri finished after ashort, but neverthel ess embarrassed pause.

"Irregular?’ Borjalet alittleincredulity comein to histone. In truth, the sarcasm and bilious humor was
not in the least feigned. The conclusion to that sorry business till rankled. The near-picaresque farce of



the denouement at Galileo'sfina hearing had been amockery of the dignity of the cardinals and of the
church that not even the most ribald of the romantic writers of the day would have stooped to.

If nothing ese, they would have been jeered in the streetsfor the shamedess dapstick implausibility of the
whole business. And he, Cardinad Gaspar Borjay Ve asco, had been forced, in what with hindsight could
only have been addiberate and caculated insult, to take part in the whole degrading machination. Borja
fet himsdf flush alittle redder in hisjust and proper indignation at the mere memoary.

"It was more than irregular,” he went on. "It was a deliberate abuse of the dignity of Holy Mother Church
by one whose chargeit is, achargelaid on him by the Holy Spirit no less, to preserve the Churchin dl
her glory. It was a ddliberate abuse by one whose holy duty it isto preserve the Church againgt her
enemies, within and without, whose solemn oath of officeit is—" Borjastopped himsdlf.

"Y our Eminenceisclearly exercised by this matter.”

"Exercised, yes," Borjasaid, trying to collect himsdf. That Barberini was plainly unfit to hold that most
holy of officeswasplain for dl to see, yet how many dared to speak of it? Borjacould see that behind
the professional mask, Sinceri was profoundly embarrassed by how this conversation was going. Still, let
him be embarrassed.

"Itismy belief that His Holiness has overstepped the bounds of whet is acceptable in the behavior of a
pontiff.” There. Approach the matter carefully.

Sinceri thought that one over. He cocked his head upward, regarding the ceiling with its plaster cherubs
and giltwork carefully as he turned the ideaover. At length he said: "With the greatest of respect to Y our
Eminence, and to the matters of policy on which'Y our Eminence has sought to persuade HisHoliness, |
amnot at al certain that that isameatter on which | entirely follow Y our Eminence, in particular having
regard to precedent—"

"Horseflies, Father Sinceri, horseflies” Borjahad been dealing with lawyers of one sort or another since
he had been old enough to have charge of affairs, and knew the signs. It was best to stop them before
they started on the hedging and obfuscation that their training made as natura to them as breething. And
canon lawyers, those who specidized in the laws of the church's governance, werethe worst. All the
obfuscation of lawyerswith the pomposity of theologians on top.

"Y our Eminence?" Sinceri raised an eyebrow.

Borjapermitted himsdf asmal smile. ™Y ou will recal that nearly every sngle appointment HisHoliness
has made since assuming the mantle of Saint Peter has been of one of his placemen, and more often than
not amember of hisfamily?"

It was Sinceri'sturn to smile. "Ah. Y our Eminence reminds me of the vulgar jest about the bees on the
Barberini arms? That they were once horseflies? It istrue that His Holiness has carried nepotism to
unusud lengths, but it isnot without precedent, and indeed—"

Borjacut him off again. "The man's concern for hisfamily is, in truth, not without precedent. What | say
to you, Father Sinceri, isthat it isentirely reveding as evidence of the man's character. Entirely
revealing." Borjasnarled those last two words. He could fedl the anger boiling up within him ashe
contemplated the man whose every action of the last few years had been to set the authority of the
Church againgt the power of Spain, acourse of action as persondly frustrating to Borjaasit waswholly
unnatural and obvioudly contrary to God's scheme for the secular world.

Borjatook acaming bresth and carried on before Sinceri could interrupt. "It is becoming clear to al who



have eyesto see, Sinceri. The man's sdifish interests are guiding his actions, now, and quite likely dways
have been. | truly fear to think what his motives might be for impeding the progress of Catholic armsin
the Germanies—for permitting the outrage in the Low Countries—but no matter. The question which
brought you to mind in relation to the matter | have in prospect was the Galileo affair, as| have said. |
think we are agreed that there was much in His Holiness's disposition of that case which gives cause for
concern, no?'

Borjawatched Sinceri's face. There were other lawyerswho might be of servicein what Borjahad in
mind. There were certainly plenty of inquisitors who were at the very least dighted by the pope's
treatment of the Holy Office the year before. Of the men who werein both groups, Sinceri was the one
best known personaly to Borja; they had worked together before on Inquisition business. And, when al
was said and done, Sinceri was one of the most senior and respected lawyersin the Inquisition's
prosecuting am. His opinion, publicly expressed, would carry alot of weight.

Certainly, Borja could manage without Sinceri in the scheme he was now firmly settled on. But there
were definite advantages to having his support.

Sinceri'snod of agreement was dmost ingtant, and Borja fdt the first moment of genuine pleasure he had
fetdl day. "Indeed, Y our Eminence,” he said. "His Holiness actions were quite—unprecedented.”

A characterization, Borjareflected, that was quite pectacularly damning coming from alawyer. He
schooled hisface to solemnity. From here, there was only the direct route to the destination. " The matter
| havein mind,” he said, "is nothing less than the impeachment of HisHoliness."

Sinceri'sresponse wasimmediate. "Impossible”
"Unprecedented, certainly,” Borjareplied.

"Not entirely,” Sinceri said. "The antipopes, in particular, are the precedent to which | refer Y our
Eminence—"

Borjalet the detail s wash over him without much attention. He had, of course, sudied canon law himself
and was familiar with the whole business. There had, more than once, been two clamantsto the mantle
of Saint Peter. Dozens of times, in fact. The polite fiction was that one was the true pope and the other an
impostor, determined by which one had been legdlly dected. But the Church's firm statement on the
subject was not necessarily the whole truth. Many of the thirty or so antipopes recorded in history had
contrived to discharge red functions of the office and had only become antipopes after the event, so to

speak.

In practice, the record was frequently patchy even asto some of the clearer-cut cases. It was sound
theology that the Holy Spirit worked in the world through the wager of bettle, and by extension through
the outcome of political maneuvering, after all. Borjaprivately speculated that the record had dmost
certainly been dtered or effaced after the event to insure that the eventua loser appeared as the antipope
to the eyes of history.

Borjacould see the way clear at every step. It was simple. The sheer cderity with which the plan had
cometo him was an indicator of itstrue source.

"—and S0, your eminence,” Sinceri was saying, as Borjareturned from his private reverie, "while there
has been at |east one abdication of a pope from his office, not one has been dismissed whether by the
college of cardinals or otherwise without his successor coming down to usin the historical record asan
antipope. The precedent is clear: the pope cannot be impeached.”



"Thereisno way?" Borjaasked, knowing the answer from other canon lawyers, consulted before this
day.

Sinceri gaveasmdl, dry chuckle like the rustling of old parchment. ™Y our Eminence will recdl thejest
that thereis precedent for nothing until it isdone for the first time, perhaps?*

Borjalaughed palitdly. "Indeed," he said. "We must Smply hope that His Holiness seesthe error of his
ways and abdicates, no?"

Suddenly, and to Borjas mixed delight and darm, Sinceri was every inch theinquigtor, the dryness
antarctic rather than scholarly. "'l am sure the Holy Spirit will guide him to theright conclusion, Y our
Eminence”

A statement, Borjarealized, which could be parsed in oh so many interesting ways. Sinceri would never
conspire, never scheme. But if ascheme looked like succeeding, Sinceri and men like him would be there
with the right formalities, the right words and above al the right documentsto turn acoup into an orderly
change of government.

Borja clasped hishands and raised his eyes pioudy to heaven. "It shal be a conclusion to this matter that
will never befar from my prayers,” he said. "In the meantime, Father Sinceri, may | ask you to do methe
estimable service of having ready a briefing on every precedent for papal abdication, and on the current
legidations on the conclave of eection?| should be most interested to study at length the scholarly
conclusions you have kindly sketched for me today."

"Itistheleast | can do for Y our Eminence," said Sinceri with asmall bow of hishead. With that, and a
few smdl pleasantries, he left.

Borja passed afew moments staring out at the garden, musing on the fact that he had now taken an
irrevocable step that would end in either glory or disgrace. But the possibility of disgrace was so small as
not to be worth thinking about. There was acadmnessin him now that he took for asign of divine favor.
Oncethe Holy Spirit moved, hesitation or squeamishness surely took on the character of sin.

Audacity and ruthlessness would see the matter through. The only secret that truly needed to be kept
would be Borjas own willingness to shape his meansto fit his end, and do so without betraying his holy
purpose with so much asa hint of scruple.

Ferrigno entered silently. "Signor Quevedo y Villegahas arrived, Y our Eminence.”

"Send himin." Borjaturned away from the window. "Have wine brought. The man isan incorrigible sot,
and seems unable to speak without acup in hishand." In any event, Borjafdt that asmal drink of wine
would not be out of order, in toast to the enterprise he was beginning.

"AsY our Eminence wishes" Ferrigno bowed himsdlf out to attend toit.

There, Borjathought, was the secret to effective Satecraft. A staff who got on with the matter at hand
without undue frolics of their own. Francisco de Quevedo had been pressed on him by Osunaas a useful
tool in the present business. He was not atool that would have come naturally to Borjas hand. If nothing
€l se, the dash the man had cut at court in Madrid these past few years had offended Borjas austere
senghilities. A satirist and ahumorist and a man the Spanish Inquisition had had to censure for writings

once aready.

Quevedo's history of wild scheming—scheming that as often as not ended in disaster—suggested that he
was atool withamind of hisown. Such were dangerous. Had he not been in Italy raising Cain because



he'd had to leave Spain for awhile after killing aman in adue? And, of course, the man's most
prominent failure had been the Venetian plot, which was an additiona risk in using him. There was
another of the Venetian plottersin Rome, aman who knew Quevedo and might recognize him.

Againg that risk there was the excellent record the man had of cresting complete and imaginative chaos
wherever he went. It was only to be expected that that was where the man'stalentswould lie, since his
other claimsto fame were as asoldier and a poet. At once a brute and an artist, athought that forced
another bark of laughter from Borja. Exactly what Rome needed right now.

If Quevedo's plotting erupted into a spectacular debacle, that was al to the good. A descent into anarchy
was what Borjawanted for Rome. If the anarchy ran out of control, so much the better. There would be
avery present remedy for that ailment on hand at just the right time, provided Osuna kept his part of his
bargain. There would be troops and to spare in Naplesfor anything Borjasaw fit to use them for.

There came aknock. "Enter," Borjasaid. A servant opened the door to usher the spy in while another
brought the wine Borja had ordered.

Quevedo was dl that his reputation said hewould be. An older man in hisfifties, he nevertheless carried
himsdlf with the arrogance of aman much younger. Tdl, imposing, doubtless of the kind who in his
younger days would have been afavorite with the less reputable sort of lady, he carried the marks of
both dueling and drink on hisface. His clothes were outlandish to Borja's eye, but then he had spent too
littletimein Rometo have paid notice to the fashions prevailing. Still, for aman who had made part of his
career asasecret agent, he cut aremarkably striking figure.

"Y our Eminence," Quevedo said, bowing low and sweeping off his hat, aplain black wide-brimmed affair
which lacked the feathers usualy seen on such but which did sport a colorful hatband.

He straightened up and addressed Borjawith asmdl haf-amile causing his dark but graying mustachios
to quiver dightly, "I, Francisco de Quevedo y Villega, am a Y our Eminence's most humble and
dedicated service."

"Sefior Quevedo. Y ou have been briefed on this afternoon's proceedings at curia?'

Quevedo tossed his hat aside, onto acouch. "I have, Y our Eminence. An agent within the Vatican staff
proved most informative. Am | to assume that your businessin Romeisto be transacted to its most full
extent?"

Borjanodded. "My plansin that regard are not fully resolved. | have great hopesthat His Holiness will
heed the urgings of the Holy Spirit and come to a reasonable accommodation. In the meantime, what
progress can you report with the business on which you were sent to Rome?"

"Satisfactory, Y our Eminence. Romeisacity with, | must regretfully say, far too much time on its hands.
Thereisanew fashion among the lower gentry to gpe the manners of the Americans. Some of these
lefferti, asthey are known, are remarkably easy to lead into bad ways. One might express a pious regret
at the eese with which the devil'swork isdone.” Again, thet little self-satisfied smile.

Although Quevedo had been afixture at court in Madrid for afew years, he and Borja had little to do
with each other. Indeed, thiswasthe first time they had spoken directly—and Borjawas finding the man
disagreeable dready.

"The devil'swork, Quevedo?' he said, arching an eyebrow.

Quevedo threw back hishead and laughed doud. ™Y our Eminence seeksthat the devil shall make merry



that God's work be done under cover of the confusion. There are plenty of idle hands with which his
infernd mgesty might play, be sure of it."

"I shall thank you to keep acivil tonguein your head here, Quevedo, even if your japeries are tolerated at
Madrid," Borja snapped.

Quevedo bowed again. ™Y our Eminence justly reproves and chastises hismost humble servant, I,
Francisco de Quevedo y Villegamake most progtrate apology if my jesting words gave offense, which |
assure'Y our Eminence was entirely without intent on my part.”

Borjanodded acknowledgment. Clearly the man had al the polish of court, even if tarnished by
incorrigible levity. "Handsomely done, Sefior Quevedo. For my own part, | beg you forgive my testiness
of manner. A man of my standing within the Church can abide not even jesting referencesto deviltry.
However, do go on. The lefferti, you say?'

"Yes, Your Eminence. The American Harry Lefferts passed some monthsin Rome during 1633, and
many of those with whom he kept company have taken to gping his manner of dress and disreputable
ways. Uniformly low sorts of akind with which Y our Eminence will doubtless be unfamiliar. It takeslittle
to bring them to brawling and license, as easy asleading pigsto the trough.”

Quevedo gave asmall sneer at the very prospect, athough Borjaknew full well that Quevedo's
reputation—indeed, hisall-but bragging in some of his bawdier poems—included agreat many dalliances
and the patronage of houses of ill-repute.

"It sounds like amogt promising beginning. Sefior Quevedo, your specific ordersare now to raise dl the
foment you find yourself ableto in Rome. Y ou are unleashed to thistask, and may draw on funds through
my man Ferrigno. Anything and everything which may be done to the discredit of the House of Barberini
and their governance of the city and the Church will be of assistance in our designs. Spare neither pains
nor fundsin your agitations.”

Borjatook up acup of wine, noticing that Quevedo had not, in fact, done so aready. "A toast, Sefior
Quevedo, to successin your enterprise!" he said, and drank.

Quevedo picked up agoblet for himself. "To the successful execution of Y our Eminence'sorders,” he
said, and drank in turn.

Borjaset down his cup: the wine had been passable, at least, but he noticed the turns of phrase Quevedo
had been using. "L et usindeed hope you are successful, Sefior Quevedo,” he said. "1 should be unhappy
to have to condemn aluminary of the Spanish Court before the Inquisition for foul deeds committed in
Rome. It would embarrass His Most Catholic Mgesty unduly, in atime when any embarrassment must
be avoided by al of hisloyd subjects.”

"Y our Eminence makes himsdaf most excellently dear,” Quevedo said, again with that little smile. "I,
Francisco de Quevedo, assure Y our Eminence of my most diligent efforts.”

"Seethat itisso," Borjasaid, and dismissed the man.

It was, Borjareflected, good to know that someone who was, in the event of failure, utterly expendable
was a0 0 utterly disagreesble. Hidalgo himself to the core, Borja nevertheless recognized that the
touchy honor and ferocious independence of those gentlemen of Spain who had not devoted themselves
to the Church and its hierarchy was more than frequently an obstacle to the efficient ordering of affairs.
Although, in this case, a certain inelegance and readiness to resort to violence would do no harm and
might actudly help.



There remained only onefina pieceto play in thisfirst move. Cardind Pietro MariaBorghesewasa
Genoese nobleman; therefore, at least nominally a Spanish client. Nevertheless, he and his cousinsin the
curia would have to be brought in to the fold for the upcoming enterprise as cardinasin their own right
by persuasion. Since they were not directly subjects of the king of Spain, they could not smply be
ordered as the Spanish cardinals were.

The interview with Borghese neverthel ess promised to be asmple and uncomplicated one. At Urban
VllI'sdection the other cardinal who had been regarded as papabile had been a Borghese, and the
somewhat odd chain of circumstances that had |eft a Barberini on apapd throne that the Borghese had
regarded astheirswas till asource of mild resentment. They regarded themselves as eminently papabile
in the event of another vacancy in the Vatican, so they would be inclined to assist in any scheme that
might create one. And, of course, they could read one of those so-called future historiesaswell as
anyone else, and see the surname of the pope who would have been.

For the moment, though, Borjawould be meeting with the youngest of the Borghese cardinds. Pietro
Mariawasaman in hisearly thirties placed in the church more out of dynastic convenience than any red
commitment to religion on his part. There was adistance to be maintained in the early stages of aplot
such asthis. Not that the man's youth would be any indicator of his easinessto ded with. Likedl scions
of the great houses of Itdy, he had imbibed politics and chicanery with his mother's milk.

Borjatook up another cup of wine and composed himsdlf to await Borghesg's arrival.

PART TWO

March 1635

Chapter 4

Rome

"Y ou know, Ruy, this guidebook is next to usdess,” Sharon Nichols remarked. She'd had the thing sent
al the way from Grantville, one of avery smal number of guidesto foreign citiesthe Appaachian town
had had before the Ring of Fire. It was, if anything, worse than usdess. Apart, that is, from the dightly
amusing coincidence that the USE's new embassy in the eternal city wasjust up the street from where the
up-time embassy of the United States had been. Or would be. Or something.

"My lady speaksthetruth, as ever. What need have | of maps and rutters and"—he sneered, as



megnificently asonly Ruy could—"Guidebooks, when | have but to know | am in your presence and can
therefore never belost?' He composed hisfacein asmile of such seraphic contentment that it wasdl
Sharon could do not to crack up there and then.

Asit was she chuckled, and hugged hisarm where it was through hers. "There are times, Ruy, when you
verge on theimpossible.” Shelooked up into hisface again, and saw the bestific countenance had
returned to the usuad impish grin. A grin that madeit difficult, sometimes, to remember that he wasn't just
old enough to be her father, he was actualy a couple of years older than her father. And was il
recovering from a severe abdomina injury to boot. Technicaly, a |east—the most shed ever seen was
him wincing alittle getting up.

That was Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz. Somewhere closeto sixty years of age, he still thought
getting into a sword fight against six-to-one odds was a perfectly reasonable proposition. Of course, held
spent most of those sSixty yearsfighting in Spain'swars and skirmishes on three continents and hed
survived everything that had been thrown at him. Comeright to it, hed put four of his Six opponents
down before they got him, leaving the other two for Sharon and Billy Trumble to dedl with.

Sheld found his courtship hard at first, perfect seventeenth-century gentleman though hewasin that asin
al things. She till found the memory of Hans painful, even now nearly ayear and ahaf after hisdegth,
and with al the things that had happened since. Life did, indeed, go on, but at its own pace, and she
hadn't been ready. And there, if you wanted to see abright side, was the red beauty of Ruy. Old enough
and scarred enough himsalf, he'd understood perfectly and been patient. Then, just as shewas being
relieved of her duties a the V enetian embassy by the new resident down from Magdeburg, the Day had
come. A Day that merited a capitd |etter when she thought about it. The Day that fell ayear and aday
after Hans had died protecting Wismar from the Danish invasion fleet. The day sheld promised Ruy an
answer to hismarriage proposa.

By the Day there had been no doubt. By then she'd found anew life of her own, as atrader, diplomat
and—as she thought of herself—medical missonary to the surgeons and physicians of down-time Italy.
Sheld dso had months of Ruy's charming company to make her answer aforegone conclusion.

That just left the wedding to plan. Which reminded her, they'd come for thiswak out of the new
embassy—recently upgraded from a consulate by Sharon's arrival as ambassador—for areason. The
fact that Rome had been remodel ed in the time between now and the future date at which this dog-eared
guidebook had been written had somehow let her get Sdetracked. In fact—

"Ruy? Areyou trying to distract me?'

Innocence personified, cherubic thistime. If, that is, you could imagine a cherub with conqui stador
mustachios. And wasn't that alaugh—amost thefirgt thing Ruy had donein hismilitary career wasaterm
of service asan actua by-God conquistador.

"Don't give methat look, Ruy! Y ou've been trying to duck out of planning our nuptialsever sncel sad |
would marry you."

He had the good grace to look abashed. " Sharon, | confess, itistrue. | am asimple man. For meitis
only you that matters. Alasfor my unpretentious nature.”

Sharon snickered, and Ruy responded with alook that was ol d-fashioned even for the seventeenth
century.

"Alas, as| was saying, for my unpretentious nature, it isonly proper and right thet al proper ceremonies
should attend such abeautiful bride. Alas, for my grasp of these mattersisnot dl it should be. | am but a



poor, untutored Catalan country gentleman—"

"RLV!"

"It istrue!" Hisface was a study in wounded innocence. "What do | know of protocol and precedence
and, what isthe word you use, showers? Sharon, my love, truly | would aso like to see the day of our
marriage executed with al proper ceremony. But | have every confidence that, even asfar aswe are
from both our homes, we can secure the services of very good people—"

Sharon raised her eyebrows. Thiswas anew one on her. Sheld thought he'd been being hisusua
testosterone-driven self and trying to duck out of Gurl Stuff.

He paused and grinned. " Sharon, the sacrament of marriage is smply the outward sign of the grace of
God. Likedl outward signs there are people who make an art of it. Neither of usiswithout means, let us
amply have—" he gave alanguid wave, the perfect courtier for amoment—"Everything.”

"Not quite everything, Ruy,” Sharon chided him. "That would be tasteless.”

Another joke that had quickly grown old and comfortable. She was so much more restrained than he
was, more moderate. Putting Ruy and "moderate" in the same sentence just wouldn't do at dl. She
suspected that if hetruly did let rip on their wedding plans, well—she had visions of cardindss, probably
even the pope, dragged in at gunpoint to officiate. A lightning raid on the Vatican, to secure &t. Peter's
for the ceremony. And Ruy, grinning at the dltar rail with aring held stolen for her from—

She quashed the thought. They had come to the Piazza di Spagna, which to Sharon's disappointment had
yet to have the Spanish Stepsingtaled. Then she redlized that thought had led to another. "Ruy? I've been
talking about who | can get here to our wedding. How about you? Who will you want to invite?"

He stopped, remained silent, and turned around on the spot taking in the view of the piazza. He sighed
gently. "Thisisathing of some sadnessfor me, Sharon. | have passed many yearsin thisworld and made
many enemies and many friends. And many of those friends, too many as| now recall, cannot cometo
our wedding."

Sharon redlized, not knowing quite how for nothing showed on the old soldier's face, that Ruy was close
to tears. She stepped closer and hugged him. His embrace in return was fierce and strong, like everything
about Ruy. And yet there wasthat core of grief and burden, at being what he was not and the pretense
that made hislife possible. On top of which, the friends he must have buried, and the wives. Somehow
shefdt it would not beright to cry for him, though. Don Quixote-on-steroids that he was, aweeping
Dulcineadid himnojusticeat dl.

"And | suspect most of the enemies couldn't come even if they wanted to, hey?' she said, quietly. Ruy
could see through flattery, and took it in the spirit in which it was intended.

He stepped back, holding her at arm's length by the shoulders, grinning fiercely. "Those few thet live
would not darel" he sneered, surfing over amoment's melancholy on awave of braggadocio. "But there
are some few friends remaining who might yet come to see me marry again. | shall write letters, achore |
have, | confess, avoided until now. The pen may indeed be mightier than the sword, but | find it
consderably moretediousto wield.”

And wasn't that the truth. It wasn't until they were living under the same roof on asemiformal basisthat
Sharon had discovered that there was more to being a swordsman than just owning asword. Or, even, a
couple of swords. Ruy's career had seen fashionsin dress and military swords change severd times. He
had kept up with fashion, but seemed unable to bear to part with old weaponry. Racks of the things, and



other weapons besides. Had Sharon not known that Ruy hailed from arural region, she'd have pegged
him for a hillbilly from that done. His collection of lethal hardware was eye-popping stuff that was cousin
in spirit to the racks of guns one still saw in the backs of trucks around Grantville and the arsenals many
of the townsfolk maintained beyond anything they could ever actualy use.

And al of Ruy'swegponry, apart from afew collectors pieces, was used, some of it to the point of near
collapse and most with at least one outrageous story attached. A fair bit of it wasfor ornamental aswell
aslethal purposes, too. He had more dress swords than Sharon had dresses, athough she was working
on remedying that condition now that the actua cash from the previous year's trading successesin Venice
was starting to filter through.

"l think," she said after they had strolled dong in companionable silence for awhile, enjoying the sunshine
and the street bustle of Romein the spring, "I'll see what the hired staff at the embassy know about
whatever the loca version of wedding planners might be."

"Most excellent, my heart. Y ou may approach the day of our nuptials knowing that mattersarein
professona hands, and | in the sure and certain knowledge that | merely need stand in place and recite
my linesin order to have my heart'sdesire.

Sharon decided on achange of subject. "We've not heard back from the Vatican about a proper
mesting, yet," shesad.

"I misdoubt you will, my lady. His Holiness could not refuse to receive your credential's as ambassador,
but more would beinopportune.”

"Mike and Don Francisco warned me as much. Not that we've alot to talk about with the pope, asit
happens. It'd just be nice to do some proper ambassadoring to go with al the other work we're doing
here

"If I may make the pretense of being ajudge of diplomatic skill, your other work isno cause for modesty,
Sharon.” Hewagged afinger at her. "Let it not be said that the ties you make and break in this city do
less than the utmost good for your country.”

"Hatterer."

"Deserved flattery, for your modesty, becoming asit is, ill-serves your tdents and finer qudities. |, Ruy
Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz, say it istrue.”

She dapped hisarm. "Enough, aready,” she said. "I'll get aswelled head.”

"Ah," he sad, after afew moments more sroll. "Hereisacontact that, if it is offered, you should
cultivae"

They were passing the Pdazzo Barberini, much of which was shrouded in scaffolding and busy with
workmen. It was a constant reproach to the Barberini pope Urban V111 that hisrelatives were leeching
on the church's revenues for projects such as the grandification of their house in Rome, a project that
would result, according to Larry—now Cardind—Mazzare, Grantvillés former catholic parish priest, in
the place having been one of Rome's foremost art museums outside the Vatican when the then Father
Mazzare visted it in the twentieth century.

"I've thought about trying to get afoot in that door, yes," Sharon said.

"Mogt astute," Ruy said, "indeed—"



Sharon cut him off before he could deliver another dump-truck load of praise. "—as | was saying, | was
thinking about getting afoot in that door, but | figure that whatever's holding the pope back's got to be
holding hisrelations back aswdll.”

"True. Although | suspect that there are younger members of the family—Antonio Barberini, for
example—who might be less congtrained. A matter, of course, for your judgment.”

For awonder, he seemed to be offering plain and smple advice, not heaping on the praise and flattery
that Sharon, for al her protests, secretly rather enjoyed. Perhaps he genuingly was trying to hint that she
could make an end run around the officid atitude of noncommittal that the Vatican's equivaent of the
State Department was maintaining.

The year before, when there had only been a consulate rel aying radio messages from Magdeburg and the
Low Countries, there had been messengersto and from the Vatican the whole time. Of course, between
the business with Don Fernando and the pope's refusal to help Spain by interfering in Naples, Spain was
profoundly annoyed with the pope. Not least because of what it cost them to move as many troops as
they had in to Naples and Caabria—and what it had cost them to get the duke of Osunato desist from
open rebellion was anyone's guess, as was how firm his newfound loyaty to Madrid might be. And what
with al those troopsin Naples right now, His Holiness was probably alittle more nervous of Spanish
displeasure than held been before held had a medium-sized army just across the border " suppressing
internal dissent.”

"Well, maybe" she said, asthey came level with the grand entrance of the palazzo. "For the moment, |
don't really have any reason to be urgent about cultivating any contactsthere, so it can wait awhile,
Maybe we can invite this Antonio—he's a cardind,, isn't he>—to some function or other just to test the
waters. Meantime, I've got other chickensto pluck. This stuff about Cardinal Borja, for one. And getting
married to adisreputable old Catalan, for another.”

"Ah, wounded to the quick," Ruy groaned.

The Piazza Barberini, as the guidebook named it—Sharon wasn't sureif it bore that name quite yet,
athough the pal azzo had been there long enough that it might—gave on to severd little Sde Streetsthat
looked as though they might prove to be a shortcut through to the neighborhood where the USE embassy
now stood. The road that should have led directly there seemed not to have been built yet. According to
the guidebook, Mussolini, Napoleon and Victor Emmanuel had remodeled |arge amounts of Rome
among them. So the relationship between the street plan in the back of the guide book and the Streets
Sharon and Ruy were actually walking was sketchy at best.

The attempt a ashortcut turned in to arather confusing series of |efts and rights through increasingly
narrow streets—alleys, to give them their right name—and it became obvious that even in the good parts
of Rome there were places where the company was less than congenid. Sharon had no particular
difficulty with that. While she had grown up in anice part of town, her dad's ghetto clinic had been a
place shed gone with him from time to time. With him being so familiar with that kind of neighborhood
Sharon had never redly gotten the ideathat the other side of the tracks was dien territory. So she wasn't
more than mildly concerned—it being a bright morning, after all—until Ruy halted in mid-chat and
stopped her with ahand on her arm.

"A moment, Sharon,”" he murmured, and then intwo quick and surprisingly silent strideswas at the mouth
of aside-dley between two buildings, scarcely three feet wide. She just about caught the glint of his
dagger and the blur of hisarm reaching round the corner and suddenly Ruy was swinging around and
bringing aroughly dressed individua with him into the middle of the narrow sireet they had been walking
down.



He had one hand in the guy's collar and was jabbing the pommel of his dagger into the guy'sarm just
bel ow the shoulder. "Good morning!" Ruy said, brightly, once the scream and the stream of Roman
vernacular had subsided.

Another burst of obscenities.

"If you are going to follow us and work your way around to ambush, friend, be less clumsy, hey?" Ruy
sad, in Italian with adigtinct flavor of gutter. Sharon had heard him address merchants and doctors and
minor nobility in the floweriest formal phrases. Sheld had no ideathat he was aso fluent in the kind of
language she'd heard the stable hands at the embassy using.

" wasn't doing—" The protestation was choked off in astrangulated squawk as Ruy flicked thetip of the
dagger up the guy'sface and held it, unwavering, maybe a quarter-inch from awide, saring eye.

"Nothing?' Ruy finished for him. "Then why did | just have to make you drop that blade?"

Sure enough, therewas aknife in the gutter. Maybe four inches of cheap meta, bright and worn-down
from years of sharpening. With that, he had to have intended to smply stab Ruy straight from
ambush—using it to merely threaten a man with three feet of Toledo sted on his hip would have been
suicide.

"NK," said the would-be mugger, who Sharon saw was probably only about fourteen or fifteen.

"Don't hurt him too badly, Ruy," Sharon said, "he's probably starving. In fact, here," shereachedinto her
purse and pulled out the little .38 she usudly carried these days. "No, hold on—I—" She fished about
again and came up with afew smdl coins. "Get yourself something to eet. Y ou look like you could use
it"

"Her copper or my sted," Ruy said in amild tone, releasing him.
The mugger took the money and ran like hell.
"A nicetouch,” Ruy sad, "with the pigtal.”

Sharon grinned back. "Would have been if it'd been intentiond. It'sjust that | keep it on top of everything
de"

"Also nice. Now, | bedievethat if weturn |eft at the end there, we will be back on the ViaVeneto."

They passed the remaining haf hour of their sroll with inconsequentidities and pastries they bought from
adgtreet vendor, and returned to the embassy in time for amid-morning coffee.



Chapter 5

Rome

Franco was cooling hishedls as usud in the mid-afternoon hest, savoring abite of lunch—which was, in
truth, his breskfast, the night before having been abusy one—when the money walked in. The guy was
dressed down some, but it was clear that there was cash and to spare about him. A Spaniard, from the
looks of the sword he'd got, and it was the sword that was the clue to the money. That and the knives
that were just discreet enough not to attract attention, and just obvious enough to make sure any attention
he got was poalite. A lot of rich guyswore asword just to let you know that they had the pull to make it
worth your life to messwith them, but only the oneswho redly meant it carried knivesaswell. An older
guy, some gray at the temples, dark longish hair and cavaier mustachios, negtly trimmed. The guy could
afford apretty decent barber. He carried himself like awell-trained swordsman, and that was another
thing that took plenty of cash. Everything about him stank of money. Y ou didn't even have to start making
guesses about what he had hanging from his belt under that jacket to figure there was a useful amount of
slver about his person.

S0, some rich Spaniard, dumming on the wrong side of the Tiber. Franco looked around the taverna. It
was Marco's place, and as usua was quiet around the middle of the day. It waskind of quiet in the
evenings, too, which was why Franco generaly took himsdf there just after he got out of his bed,
because he was not generdly at hisbest at that time. Still, if money walked into the place where he was
breaking hisfadt, it was not for him to argue the matter. Nor, particularly, to wonder why the Spaniard
was looking for entertainment at this hour, when most respectable folks had the business of the day to
take care of before they thought about getting their ashes hauled. If Franco's luck was in—and assuming
he could get either of the idle bitches awvake to do business. . .

Stll, time enough for that. There wasn't anyone else in the place who might steal amarch on him, so he
set about finishing hislunch while the Spaniard was getting himself ajug of wine. The guy was reasonably
new in town, so he wouldn't be quite so likely asto give Franco the brush off straightaway. In hisrare
honest moments, Franco would be willing to admit that his girls were not exactly about to go off and
make their fortune as high-class courtesans such as might be found in Venice. The pair of them were
costing him afortune in mercury sdts, afact that waswidey known around Rome. So, until he could find
something alittle more vauable, Franco was reduced to hooking his girls up with out-of-townersand
doing other odd littlejobs on the side.

And that was another possibility to look out for, Franco decided, as he poured out the last of the wine
he'd bought. A lot of rumor was flying about. One of Franco's more religble sidelines was passing on
information to people who might want to hear that there was a damned good reason there were alot
more Spaniardsin town right now. They were pretty much al up to no good, one way or another, which
meant that there was a certain amount of money floating about. Franco was currently not too proud to



take that kind of money for pretty much anything.

Hewas just about ready to get up and go talk to the man when the red reason the Spaniard was drinking
inadivelike Marco'sturned up. A guy that Franco vaguely knew asamilitiacavary officer, amoneyed
idiot who was occasiondly seen looking for awhore but wasn't quite enough of an idiot not to know
what hewasin for if he gpproached Franco. The guy had a sergeant who, when he wasn't riding the
horse hisboss paid for, had an approach to most things that happened off the street and out of sight that
was mediated by modest and regular payments, so it wasn't like there was amgjor problem there. They
were mostly exactly the kind of town guards that Franco thought that a city should have, which wasto
say guyswho liked getting about on horses and looking impressve for the girls and otherwise not
bothering the citizens overmuch. The foot-constabulary were alot more of apain in the ass, snce they
knew pretty much who to lean on, and when and for how much. A soretrid in many respects. Still,
Franco was in enough money right now that he was eating, so he didn't careto go looking for trouble. He
got himsdf alittle more wine while he waited for one or the other of them to leave so he could see about
getting some cash about whichever remained behind. Fortunately, therewas afairly lazy, low-stakes dice
game going on in one of the back corners. Franco could stand there and spectate with one eye on the
money, S0 he didn't look too much like he was spying.

Why such aman asthis militia officer would be consorting with the likes of this Spaniard, Franco had no
idea. It was probably worth waiting to find out, though.

The two of them spoke for maybe haf an hour or so. Therewas alot of intensive gesturing. They stayed
close together and the militiaguy seemed to be concerned that he wasn't overheard. And was even alittle
nervous about being seen with the Spaniard. After awhile heleft, looking around him the whole time. The
Spaniard leaned back in the chair he'd been occupying over on the other side of the room and stared
right a Franco with abig grin on hisface.

Franco knew when to take a cue, and so he sauntered over. "L ooking for anything in particular, friend?'
he asked, taking a seat uninvited.

The Spaniard shrugged and tilted hishead to one side. "I just might be, at that,” he said, his grasp of
colloguid Roman quite good, "and | think you might be afellow open to business propostions of one
sort or another.”

Franco gave hismost engaging smilein return. "Wdl, now," he said, "it'searly in the day, and not many
could point you in the direction of agood timethis early, but | think something might be arranged for the
right sort of gentleman. Looking for anything in particular?"

"Well, probably not what you're thinking," the Spaniard said, topping up hiswine from the jug on the
table, and most hospitably offering Franco arefill of hisown cup.

Franco tried to keep his expression friendly. He hadn't figured the guy for aboy-lover, certainly not from
hislooks. And comeright to it, Franco wasn't entirely sure how one went about catering for the likes of
that. Oh, he knew it went on, but had never actudly seen it going on, so to speak. "Ah, just what exactly
were you thinking of, my friend?" Maybe now wasthetimeto find out.

"Widl, | need afew guysto do alittle troublemaking. Therés money init, for maybe a couple of hours
effort.” The Spaniard raised an eyebrow, waiting for an answer.

Franco tried not to let hisrelief show. When the Spaniard had started asking for afew guys heid thought
he was about to get asked to set something up that would ruin hisgood namein the city for ever. "What
kind of trouble, and how many guys do you need?' He was dready mentdly starting to draw up alist of
fellows he could probably rely onto ddiver at least amoderate beating, and adightly longer list who



would be good for standing around and looking threatening.

"Thirty, forty," the Spaniard said, rocking hishand from side to side. "And mogtly it's sanding around and
shouting stuff outside one particular house. A popular protest, you could say."

"Popular protest?' Franco kept hisface straight. Thiswas political . Sure, he/d take the Spaniard's
money, but hed also make sure to have a prior engagement that would keep him somewhere other than
where this"popular protest” was scheduled to happen. A lot of thetime, if people got together and
sounded off about whatever wasriling them, none of the mucky-mucks cared that much. Every so often,
though, someone would have awild hair up hisass and then it was constables with billy clubs at the very
leadt, and the likes of that militiaguy ordering a saber-charge at worst. Sure, it was more than likely that
there would be a bit of noise and everyone would go home, but—

"Yeah," the Spaniard said. "I've organized afew of thesein thelast few weeks. Just turn out where and
when | say, shout afew things that some guys I'll send aong will be there to pass around, get in the way
and block the street for an hour or so, and that's all that's needed. It's been pretty trouble free so far.
What it is, isthe guy who's paying me wants afew other guystold that they're playing the wrong palitics.
And part of that ismaking 'em fed like the people of Rome don't exactly want them around. Everyone
we've done this to has been an out-of-towner.”

"We?' Franco said, curious and willing to at least find out how much the Spaniard was willing to spill.

"I've got afew other guys out looking for warm bodies, local guys. Truth betold, | wasn't expecting to be
asking anyone mysdlf, but after my old friend left | could see you were probably afellow with
connections of one sort or another, just getting by the best you could, and maybe you might know athing
or two about finding the kinds of guyswe need. And, you know, theresalittle consderationiniit for

you."

Franco grinned, suddenly taking adidike to the Spaniard, although not to the money held mentioned.
"WEell, yes, alittle consderation and | might just pass the word to some fellows| know."

With that money changed hands and the location of atavernaover by the ViaRipetto. Franco didn't like
the fellow any better with hissilver in hishands, but snceit wasonly for talking to afew guys, it wasn't
any great issue. And if he could talk afew of them into actualy turning up, by no means an easy
proposition if actud exertion wasin the offing, so much the better.

But what redlly annoyed Franco about the Spaniard was the cheap joke about the cost of mercury sdts
he made when Franco suggested alittle action for the afternoon. And Franco fdlt entirely justified.
Anyone who could tumble to how shabby Franco'sline of goods was when he was that new in town was
clearly asmart-ass. And no one liked a smart-ass.

He especidly didn't like the Spaniard when he saw the man later that same day, Sitting earnestly
discussing some propaosition or other with Tomasso the Florentine, aman well known as one of the
biggest assholesin Rome's underworld. Rumor had it that the guy had done three murdersfor pay, and
had no qualms about afourth. If he was getting that friendly with amoneyed Spaniard who was messing
in palitical business, someone, somewhere, was going to get reamed.

Which madeit dl the stranger that, when everyone e se was winding down after an evening's drinking, the
Spaniard sat done at a corner table, writing like he was some kind of damned clerk.



Chapter 6

Rome

Frank opened the door and looked inside. The building had |ooked ratty enough from the outside,
athough that was only to be expected when you considered the rest of the neighborhood. Insde, it
looked like—

"What afucking dump,” said Dino from somewhere behind Frank and Maestro Bazzi, who had met them
at the new place to hand over the keys and get Frank's signature on the lease.

"A red fixer-upper,” Frank agreed, ambling ingde and twirling the key ring on hisfinger. The placewasa
date, dl right. From the looks of it, the ground floor had last seen itsintended use as ataverna around
twenty years before. The neighborhood looked like the better days it had seen had been in Caesar'stime.
Either prime Committee recruitment territory or awretched hive of scum and villainy. Or, of course, both
a thesametime.

Maestro Bazzi, who was more or less the Cavriani office in Rome—truth be told, an attorney who
handled the occasiona bit of business for them, for Rome was not amgjor trading city—had come
through exactly as asked. Cheap, low-rent neighborhood, something that could be opened as something
like ataverna. To theletter, this place was. Although there was a definite smell of something here:
sewage, and possibly something had died in the cellar.

Dino put down the box held carried in after Frank. "Where should we put our stuff, Frank?!
"Good question. | think maybe we should have alook around, first.”
"Isdl to your satisfaction, Signor Stone?" Bazzi asked.

Frank looked around at the lawyer, who had followed him in and appeared to be trying to keep from
touching anything and getting a couple of decades worth of dust and ratshit on his clearly-expensive
clothes. "Oh, certainly, Maestro, our requirements have been met exactly.”

Bazzi's expression clearly showed he thought Frank wasn't playing with afull deck, but he was politeness
itsdf. "I am grateful for your confidences, Signor Stone, and with your leave | shall proceed to other
affairs. Please, do not hesitate to call on meif you have any further requirements, for it isan honor and a
pleasure to serve a son of such afamous and illustrious house."”

That confused Frank for amoment, and then he remembered that his dad and ssepmom were well on
their way to becoming some of the richest people in Europe. Sharon Nicholswasn't far behind, either.
But, yes, it wasjust about possible to describe Frank Stone, former hippie kid from the Lothlorien



Commune, asthe son of agreat house. If you squinted a bit. He tried to nod an acknowledgement in the
best noble style—thelittle voice in the back of his mind sniggered uncontrollably—and replied in the
floweriest formd Italian he could manage, "And thank you, Maestro Bazzi, for your most excellent
service and please be assured we will not hesitate to recommend your servicesto al of our friends.”

Frank decided heid got it somewhere near right, for Bazzi gave alittle bow. "I thank you, Signor Stone,
and please, if you see Her Excellency Dottoressa Nichols before | next have that honor, do be so good
asto remember meto her. Sheisamost charming lady aswell as being one of my most vaued clients.”
With an daborate flourish of forma goodbyes, took hisleave.

"Thedottoressais gill in Rome, then?' Dino asked.

"Guess 0," Frank said. Sharon had been moved from the Venetian embassy to the Roman one by Mike
Stearns, dthough Frank wasn't up on the why of it. "I wonder if she's okay about us dropping by to say
hdlo?"

"Why wouldn't she be?' Dino asked. "Y ou've known her for years, haven't you?"

"Y eah, but she's an ambassador now. | guess she's got to be careful about meeting"—Frank
grinned—"us scary revolutionary types. | remember when we werefirst in Venice. They told us not to
mix with the Committee."

Dino snickered. " Sure, and you ignored it then when you were a respectabl e diplomat; who saysyou
gottarespect it now you're awild-eyed revolutionary yourself?"

Frank chuckled. "Well, not awhole bunch. On the other hand, Sharon's pretty cool, she'safriend, and |
for one don't want to give her any grief while she'sworking. | mean, she's the USE ambassador, right? |
figure that means we're sort of on the same side, even if we gotta pretend like we're not. So play it codl, |
guess. Maybe send her aletter saying hi, or something.”

"l guess," Dino said, and Frank was relieved to hear that his cousin-in-law didn't sound too pissed at the
thought of not making mischief. Getting arrested will do that for a guy's sense of fun, Frank thought.

"Anyway," Frank said, changing the subject, "what do we do about the luggage?'
"Well, | did ask you, messer," Dino said, grinning to show hewasjust kidding.

"Uh, yeah, right," Frank said, remembering. "I guess we should take alook around, see what's where and
al, before we gart piling things up. Maestro Bazzi sent us afloorplan, but | never looked too closdly. Tell
you what, go tell Piero to park the carriage in this yard thing here, while try and get ahandle on how this
placeislaid out. | figure he's going to want to stay over night before he heads back to Paduawith the
cariage.

"Right," said Dino, putting the box he was carrying down where he stood. "He's going to ask when we
est—whatll | tdl him?"

That was true enough, Frank redlized. The coachmen who came with the carriagesthey'd hired in
Padua—there were some red advantages to being the son of one of Europe'sleading industridists, and a
generous allowance to spend was one of them and Frank was by god not going to try doing that journey
in cheap carts again—seemed to have only two topics of conversation, which were how dow they were
going, and how long it seemed to be between meds. Still, his own stomach was garting to rumble abit.

"l figureif you ask Piero to find us a cookshop or something where we can get dinner, it'll givehim
something to do while we unload the carriage.”



"Sure," said Dino, and went outsde.

The tavernawas basicaly one big room with abig kitchen walled off at the back. The previous
proprietor'sliving quarters were two floors above, if Frank remembered the plans right, with guest rooms
on the floor in between. Servants got the attics and garrets. It had, in its day, been quite a decent place,
judging by the trash. Sure, the furniture was only staying together because the woodworm was being
careful not to breathe too hard, but it looked like it had been good stuff, once.

A quick look around confirmed that pretty much the whole building was in the same sort of condition.
Four floors and acellar, the bottom three the derelict taverna, the top two what could just about be
caled gpartments.

The whole building was L-shaped, forming two sides of the coach yard with the stables at the back and
the next-door building on thethird sde. The front of the courtyard waswalled off with ahigh gatein the
middle of it. A carriage would go through the gate, just, if everyone on top ducked. And what the
contents cons sted of mostly was pigeon-crap, broken furniture and trash. Cleaning up was going to be. .
. interesting.

Stll, therewas afirgt job. From outside, he could hear the sound of the second carriage pulling up. And
that meant—

He ran downgtairs and outside, and there she was. There were some things that tradition just plain got
right, and Frank had been looking forward to this.

He handed Giovanna down from the carriage seat next to Niccolo, the other driver—the inside of the
carriage was stuffed full of baggage, and the trip to Rome had been barely faster than the last
fiasco—and kissed her hungrily. "Okay," he said, "1 don't know if they do thisin Venice, but—"

Giovanna squeal ed when he reached down and caught her up in hisarms. As he got her to the taverna
door Dino was just coming out and stopped to hold the door open. "Gotta carry you acrossthe
threshold,” Frank said, trying hard not to show that carrying Giovannawas causing assorted musclesto
protest.

Giovannajust giggled, and Frank stepped across the threshold with her in hisarms. Only when they were
insde did he put her down and kiss her again. Darmn, Frank thought, that felt good, as he broke off to a
chorus of cheers and whistlesfrom the guys, who had dl got down from the roof of the carriage to

watch.

Meanwhile, Giovannawas looking around her at their new home, and her reaction was the same asher
cousn's. "Merda,” she breathed. "Don't unpack yet! Get the carriagesinto that yard, welll get some

space cleared.”

Frank turned around to where Dino, Fabrizzio and Benito stood around the door, and shouted, " Guys,
you heard Giovannal Get the carriages squared away and well start clearing up.”

Little Benito got moving, but Dino and Fabrizzio just looked at each other. Frank could guesswhat was
coming next. Time, heredlized, to be digtinctly firm with them. "Dino, Fabrizzio," he said, sauntering over
and putting ahand on each of their shoulders, "am | about to hear some reactionary crap about women's
work? Surely not?'

The Marcolis|ooked confused.

"I really, redly hope not," Frank said. "Y ou see, welve got alot to do here, and were dl part of the same



revolution, and were dl the same when it comes to doing the work of the revolution, right? Equdity and
Fraternity, remember?"

"Sure, Frank, but—"

Frank clapped Dino on the shoulder. "Dino, | know, | know. Y ou've beenraised dl your life
among"—Frank stopped to look ether way, and lowered his voice—"reactionary € ements, right?"

Dino frowned. "Papaaways said—"

"Oh, not Papa," Frank said. ™Y our neighbors. Everyone e se on Murano. Shiftlessidle guyswho let their
wives do dl the work around the house, right?' Frank knew absolutely that there were plenty of guyslike
that on Murano, just asthere were in pretty much every time and place. "Guyslike that are part of what
the Committeeistrying to fight againgt. Oppressors. Exploiters. Y ou know, reactionaries.”

Frank couldn't quite pronounce the words the way Antonio and Massmo Marcoli did, with the capita
letter, but he could see the buzzwords getting through. Frank alwaysfdt that doing it thisway was a bit
unfair, but there were definitely areas where the Marcoli boyswere in need of reeducation and if there
were shortcuts, Frank was going to take them.

Fabrizzio was sarting to nod. "Y ou are saying that cleaning this new place isthe work of the
Revolution"—he had no trouble with the capital |etters—"and not women'swork?"

"That'll do for now," Frank said. "Get to it. Start clearing away the trash from this main room, hey? |
guess we can stack it in the yard for now and figure out where wetip it later." He looked around. "Uh, |
guess we can savage some of thisfurniture, maybe, so put that in the stablesthat aren't being used for the
horses."

"Okay, Messer Frank," Dino said, and began carrying stuff out.

Say what you liked about the Marcalis, they had no qualms about hard work, once they saw their way
draight to it. By the time Piero and Niccolo returned from the cookshop Piero had found, bringing a
couple of steaming pots of a soup they said was stracciatella, abig basket of gnocchi and another
basket with cheese and bread, they had the main room cleared and atable and alot of mismatched
chairs set up.

Giovannasat down to eat with her deevesrolled up, soot smudged on her cheeks and her hands red
from scrubbing. Dino had gotten the ancient brick range working—Frank wouldn't have been surprised
to learn that the thing had been ingtalled in Caesar's time and the rest of the building progressively rebuilt
around it over the years—and sheld been using the resulting hot water to good effect. The kitchen was
now just filthy rather than the total gross-out it had been when they arrived.

Fabrizzio had been going around with the DDT sprayer giving the place agood fumigating. Frank
doubted whether a building uninhabited thislong would have any liceinit, but the cockroaches would be
auffering. They might, hefigured, get as much as awhole day free of roaches before their cousns moved
in from the buildings on either Sde to replace their dead relatives. It kind of reminded him of the Freak
Brothers cartoon—Dad had been afan, naturaly—where the cockroach king dismissed the millions
daughtered by Fat Freddy's cat by saying "plenty more where they came from." Frank made a mental
note to write off for more DDT, and to get everyone aongside the idea of food hygiene.

Dino and Benito had been with Frank, shifting the trash out into the yard and, once they had a couple of
rooms upgtairs clear, fetching thefirst of their suff ingde. They'd made a priority out of cleaning gear.
Giovannasingstence on having afull set of that, long with acomplete set of cooking utensils, was



looking more and more like outright prophecy by the minute.

Frank had been making amental checklist of everything they'd need to get fixed about the place. While
Dino and Fabrizzio were pretty useful handymen in dl sorts of ways they were going to need to hire some
guysto get it dl donein any reasonabletime. Again, it waslucky Frank had arich dad, or thisrevolution
would be going on without any home comfortsat al. Not that they couldn't do that, Frank thought as he
spooned the soup up, but they'd be alot lesslikely to get grief off the Roman authoritiesif they at least
looked respectable.

They all atein silence. It had been along day, and was starting to get dark outside, and everyone had
worked up agood appetite. Except for the coachmen, who just seemed to start with a good appetite and
get hungrier asthe day went on. "l figure," Frank said, "we should maybe concentrate on getting beds
made up for the night, and then unload in the morning?"

That got around of assent. Grinning, Piero produced a couple of jugs of wine that hed got while hed
been out.

Later, spping what wasn't bad wine by candldight, and sitting with Giovanna on ablanket by afire made
of retired furniture, Frank reflected that thiswasn't abad start on the Committee's work in Rome. He
figured that it'd take no more than a couple of weeksto get a Freedom Arches open, dthough using that
name openly in Rome—much less the well-known golden arches insgnia—would probably not bea
smart move. They'd Sart by running the place like asocia club, and see what they could do about getting
asoccer league going. He was actudly looking forward to doing abit of coaching and spending the
eveningsin the bar, amiably spreading the good word about freedom and justice and generaly being the
good-natured kind of revolutionary. HEd had abellyful lately of the other kind in the shape of his
father-in-law, who'd had four guys beaten up and their ears cut off—one each, no one could say Messer
Marcoli wasn't merciful—only the third time Frank had met him.

Not that Marcoli senior wasnt, for the most part, agreat guy and as pleasant afather-in-law asaman
could wish for, especially from the perspective of acouple of hundred miles. It wasjust that when he was
thinking insde the box marked "Revolution” he got alittle. . . scary.

Frank could see the point of that, in places where things got rough. On the other hand, alot of Italy
wasn't what you'd call abad neighborhood, not these days, so Frank figured they could do it with food,
drink, sportsand alot of socid organization.

"Frank," said Giovanna, after along and comfortable time spent staring into thefireand musing inthis
way.

"Hmmm?" hereplied, not redlly being up to much else after horsng heavy furniture and making makeshift
beds on top of along half-day'stravel.

"I think I'm going to have ababy."

That stopped Frank'strain of thought. Derailed it completely, rather. "Baby?' he said, weekly, unable to
think of anything dse.

"Yes. I'mfairly certain. Two months, now." Shelooked up at him. "1 think. It's hard to be sure.”

"Uh," hesaid. And then, collecting himself, "Wdll, | guessthere's oneway to know for certain and that's
wait and seeif you are pregnant.”

"Areyou happy, Frank?' she asked.



Frank paused amoment. How did he fed about it? After amoment he redized that what he felt was
pretty good. Very, very good, in fact. He looked down at her upturned face, paused amoment to fdl in
loved| over again, and let hisgrin do dl thetaking.

She smiled back, and it was pure sunshine. "Frank!" she chided him. "Don't teese melike that." Then she
reached up and dragged him down for a heart-stopper of akiss.

When shelet him up for air, he chuckled. "Giovanna, darling, it's great news. Wed better start making
sureyou ain't doing any of the heavy work, though.”

She frowned and wagged afinger. "Oh no, you don't! My mammanever stopped working, and none of
the other women back on Murano ever stopped working. | am not some stupid noblewoman, finding
excusesto lie about al day with the vapors, Frank, and don't say | should.”

"Whoa, don't bite my head off. All I'm saying istake it easy for abit, were not in any great hurry here,
and you've got someone el seto think of now." Helooked down at her hand, with the wineglassiniit.
"Speaking of which," he said, and reached down to take her glass away.

"Hey, | hadn't done with that," she protested.

"Yesyou have" Frank said. "Drinking while you're pregnant is bad for the baby. | don't know much
about pregnancy, but | do know that."

Giovannas eyes narrowed. "Who told you that?*

"It's common knowledge in the twentieth century,” he said. "No drinking or smoking while you're carrying
ababy."

"Nowine?' Therewasahurt tonein her voice. "l dwayslearnt it was best for a pregnant woman to be
happy, S0 the baby will be happy. No wine with food?"

"W, you can be happy without wine, Giovanna." Frank could see thet thisideawasn't going over so
well, even though Giovanna never usualy had more than aglass or two of winewith meds, and that
watered. "Tdl you what, Sharon'sin Rome a the moment; we can go see her and shelll tell you. Wine,
beer, grappa. It'sal bad for ababy if an expectant mother drinks."

"I'll believeit if the dottoressasaysit. Meantime, give methat back." She took the wineglass back from
him.

Frank didn't protest further. Thinking about it, if pretty much everyone drank and they till managed to
have babies, it was probably one of those things that was only bad if the mother did too much of it. When
al was said and done, Giovannadidn't drink much by anyone's standards. Certainly not by
seventeenth-century standards, and especialy not by seventeenth-century German standards. It could
probably keep until Sharon gave Giovannathe straight dope.

Besdes, Frank redized alittle later at bedtime, the state of mind his mother dmost certainly spent most
of her pregnancy in didn't seem to have done him any harm. So far as he could tdll, anyway.

The next morning, after breakfast and after an hour or so getting the carriages unloaded and Piero and
Nicollo on their way home, Frank took a moment to check out the neighborhood. They were on the
northern fringe of the Borgo, which was apparently one of Rome's roughest neighborhoods.

Frank could well believeit. Half of the neighborhood, even though it was right between the Vatican and
Castel Sant'/Angelo—you could just about see the dome of St. Peter's from an upper-story



window—was in outright ruins. The rest would need alick of paint and agood sweep just to ook
shabby.

Even mid-morning, there was hardly anyone about, just afew samples of Street-life, acouple of stray
dogs and awhole bunch of cats. Frank wondered, at first, where everyone was, but then remembered
that Maestro Bazzi had told him it was one of the poorest quarters of Rome, that only the truly desperate
lived there, and on no account to go south of the street called Borgo Angelico during the hours of
darkness, unless he took saverd heavily armed friendswith him.

Frank could believe that, too, and Borgo Angelico was awhole block over from where he stood
surveying the street scene. Still, staying out of the genteel neighborhoods would keep them away from the
attention of the authorities until they got established. Hopefully they'd be set up and running smoothly by
the time they got their printing press, because that'd be a sure sgna for Massmo to come visit, and if
there was aman with ataent for putting out propaganda by the ton, it was Uncle Massimo. It would be
about then that trouble might Start.

It was while he was musing in thisway that he felt apair of dim arms go around hiswaist from behind.
"Sacking, hushand?' said Giovanna

He laughed. "For a couple of minutes. Just thinking about al we've got to do here."

"Oh, yes. A crib to make, and baby clothes to make, and Dottoressa Sharon to see. Y ou have
respongbilities, now.”

Heturned around in her grasp. "Y ou too,” he said. "Mind what | said about the wine, hey? One glass,
watered, with dinner, and if Sharon tellsyou to stop, stop.”

She nodded, solemn for amoment. Then the smile came back. "1t's a nice neighborhood, isn't it? So
much space and sunlight.”

Frank chuckled. "I guessit would look that way after Murano. | was just thinking it was a bit run-down
around here."

"All the better!” For amoment Giovannawas dl Revolutionary and ahundred per cent Marcoli. "If we
areto bring the news of Freedom and Justice to the oppressed, we must go where they are, no?"

"True. But well start with the socid side of things. Maybe run a schooal, like Uncle Massmo does, hey?!
"Sure," Giovannasaid, not sounding very convinced. "Meantime, we got work to do, husband.”

They went back insde and got on with scrubbing their new home.



Chapter 7

Rome

When Sharon came in to her office after breakfast there was, as usua, a stack of paperwork waiting with
Adolf Kohl, her German chief of staff, clucking over it.

"This uppermost packet, Fraulein Nichols," he said, tapping abundle of papers wrapped in ribbon and
sedled with ablank sedl, "was brought to our door by a street-boy who says he was given afew coinsto
ddiver it by aman he did not know. The boy demanded an assurance that it be given into your hands
directly you had finished bresking fast before he would leave, Fréulein. Theremainder isinvitationsand
routine correspondence from yesterday's ddliveries and mails, for which | have taken the liberty of having
draft replies prepared.”

He hovered, plainly intrigued by the mystery. Before held been hired by the USE'sinfant State
Department he'd been aforeign-correspondence clerk for some middle-ranking noble or other. The
novety of dealing with actual matters of an actual state still hadn't worn off, quite, and years of alight and
boring workload had |eft the gangling, nervous Saxon with atendency to cluck like amother hen when
business departed from the utterly routine. It was amark of the man that while Sharon had managed to
get him, in private, at least, to unbend alittle asto the Y our Excellencies, he couldn't seem to bring
himsdlf to address her asinformaly as by her first name.

"You haven't looked to see what it is?"

"Fréulein Nichold" he exclaimed in gentedl horror. "This packet ismost clearly marked private and for
the attention of the ambassador.”

Sharon kept her face as straight as she could and picked up her letter-knife to open the sedl. "Well," she
said, "let's see what was o dl-fired mysteriousit couldn't have been ddlivered by a proper messenger.”

Pretty much everything else that came arrived with either aliveried man carrying it or one of the
more-or-less professional messengers who carried things around any town of any size. So that much
about this packet was unusud. Sharon unfolded the wrapper and noted that it contained a couple of
dozen sheets of high-quality paper, closely covered in an elegant penmanship. Shelooked closer. It was
al in Latin. She sighed. That wasn't alanguage she had agood grasp of, athough a year spent speaking
amost nothing but one didect of Italian or another had given her aleg up on learning it. She sat forward
a her desk and began puzzling it out to seeif it was worth getting a better trandation.

By about hafway down the first page, sheredized that it dmogt certainly was. And that the radio guys up
in the attic were going to be damned busy tonight.



Magdeburg

Don Francisco Nas waited on the sofain Mike Stearns office for the report he had prepared to have the
impact he was predicting. It had been something of an effort for him to get an unscheduled meeting with
Stearns, asthe increasing pressure on the office of the Prime Minigter of the United States of Europe was
filling the man's day from end to end and frequently had him burning the midnight oil. The appearance of
freetimein the prime minister's daily schedule of meetingswas arare event, and it was only the sheer
unwontedness of Nas needing more than his usua twice-a-week briefing session that had persuaded
Stearns secretary to squeeze him in between one meeting and the next.

They were not in the usua conference room—the office saff was taking the opportunity to get that
cleaned out and ready for the next sesson—but in Stearns actual working office, which had cometo
remind Nas of the kind of room hisrelativesin commerce and legal practice tended to inhabit: filing and
paperwork on every surface, and acomplete nightmare for the cleaning staff wherever you looked. The
office of aman, in short, who toiled hard a important work and was usualy too busy to pay much mind
to the details, and furthermore did not make life any easier for his staff.

Even s0, Stearns managed to be more effectivein hisrole than most of hisequivaents. A willingnessto
work hard—the contrast with Sultan Murad 1V of Nas's own persona acquaintance was striking, and
Murad had the entire Ottorman Empire to run—and to get much of the work done himsdlf set him so far
gpart from other rulers asto defy comparison. It dso made Nas worry, for he had cometo think of
Stearnsasafriend and, in the two years of their acquaintance, Stearns had visibly aged.

Which made bringing him thislatest piece of information something of atrial for Nas's conscience.
Although ady grin seemed to be—

Mike Stearns chuckled. "Y ou know, Francisco, there are some aspects of twentieth-century spy
mastering you've missed.”

Don Francisco Nas raised an eyebrow and tilted his head to one side. He recognized that tone. Mike
Stearns, prime minister of the United States of Europe, had a decidedly odd sense of humor. He waited
for the punchline,

"Well," said Stearns, leaning back from the report—a report that, by rights, should have been il
smoking, so fast had it come from the Secret Service Cipher Office viaDon Francisco's own team of
andysts—" Seemsto me there's one thing about this source that's missing.”

"And?' Francisco saw no reason to uncrook the eyebrow.

"Needs a codename. Something with ahint of mystery about it, something that soundslikeit belongsina
Len Deghton thriller.”

"Let usby al meanscdl him Harry Pamer, then," Francisco said, pleased that he hadn't missed a best.

"Truce," Stearns said, holding up hishands. "Thistime, you were ready for me. Still, anamewould be

"| prefer not, Michad, truly | do. While acodenameis auseful adminigtrative convenience within my
office, | prefer the reports that come outside that office not to have any identifier on them beyond what is
inthe product itsdf.”

Stearnsgave alow whigtle. "Every time think I've reached the limits of your paranoia, Francisco, you
still manage to surprise me. Still, your department. What do we know about this source?”



"W, he has sent us one message so far, sent anonymoudy to our embassy at Rome. A plain packet,
according to the description, handwritten in Latin. The contents are all about church palitics, and he
seems to have gotten us the outcome of a curia session aday or two ahead of our regular channdl, and a
lot faster since that channel sends his dispatches by courier rather than straight to the embassy.”

"Well, that's helpful, | suppose.”

Francisco pinched the bridge of his nose for amoment. 1 can't help thinking, Mike, that whoever it is
knows about how radio works."

"Hmmm. | wouldn't worry about that too much, Francisco. | think it's past time we started assuming that
was a blown secret. We've used it too much in ways that give the game away. Tell thetruth, | wish I'd sat
on Sharon Nichols and her schemesin Venice, except they were doing us so much short-term good that

| didn't think about the long-term security risk. And | should imagine that the Vatican and Don
Fernando's people have leaked like crazy.”

Francisco gave aloud and theetrica sigh, and said nothing.

Stearns snorted. "Can it, Francisco. All we redly needed was a head start, and the giant sone towers
bought us one. Even now that they've figured out radio is portable, they've till got to reverse-engineer it.
Y ou've seen the reports, only a handful of spark stations on the air yet, and most of those not very good.
Don't forget the other part. We can hear their radios, but they can't hear ours. We've il got an edge,
just not asecret edge. Anyway, back to this guy in Rome. When | get to the bit of your report headed
"Andydss" what am | going to find?'

"Wethink it should be treated cautioudy." Francisco decided he should accompany that with agrin.
Sure enough, Stearns rewarded him with The Look. " Our taxpayers fund your salary for what, exactly?'

Francisco chuckled. "Oh, dl right. Thereare alot of reasonsto treat thiswith suspicion, frankly. A
source that smply waksin off the street and assists us without asking for reward? Baffling, at best, snce
treason is never undertaken lightly."

"Treason?' It was Stearns turn to raise his eyebrows.

"Treason," Nag affirmed. "Our best guessisthat the author of this packet, and by al meanslet uscal him
Sefior Pamer, is Spanish. And since the Spaniards are the strongest nationa grouping in Romeif one
treatsthe Itdiansasalot of digparate subgroups, that makes the giving of insghtsinto their thinking and
perceptions to us treason. Information to the enemy. Also, he seemsto be hinting that he is both inside
Borja's confidences and working for Osuna. Since asfar aswe know Osunais barely ahair's breadth
short of open rebellion, it seemsthat our manisat least twice atraitor and since he has not asked usfor
money, | have to wonder why itisheisdoing this.

"You think that atraitor's motives have to be clear and comprehensible, and preferably base and
dishonest, before youll trust them?' Stearns smile was growing wryer by the second.

Nas nodded, acknowledging the hit. "Actualy, that isagood, if cynical, way to put it. Certainly not the
words of asmple Roman centurion, | would say." He paused, to let Stearns mimetaking ahit. Their
trading of barbs between the paranoid spymaster and the cynicd bare-knuckle palitician had long settled
down astheir running joke. "I would not say it was aways required, though. It isjust that thisis either the
cdumsest piece of disinformation | have received in my office in months or we are dealing with aman of
genuine principle. And those, as we both know, are deadly dangerous creatures.”



"True. You can awaystrust adishonest man, where you can never tell what an honest man will do.”

"Virtueismessy suff, Mike," Francisco said. "If Sefior PAmer can bring himsdlf to treason for the greater
good, what elsewill he soop to?"

"l seeyour point. So you don't trust him when he says that Borja meansto do something bad in Rome?’

"Actually, that'san areawhere | do trust him. Asmuch asl'd trust him if he had said the sun would risein
the east tomorrow. It's obvious, Mike. What concerns meis his hinting that Borja means to depose
Urban VI1I1 by some means.”

"Isthat even possible?!

"It might be. Popes have been deposed and have even abdicated. | took the liberty of having one of my
people who happens to be Catholic consult Cardinad Mazzare yesterday. The cardind iswell up on his
church history, and he saysthat there have been something like thirty antipopes, the last of them only two
hundred years ago, and while in the history-that-was there never was another, there's no reason why
there should not be. | understand the laws on papal € ections were tightened some years ago so asto
make disputed eections dl but impossible, though, so we need not concern oursalves overmuch with the

possibility of an antipope.”

"Without killing Urban V111, surely that's the best Borja can manage? | don't know much about the
Catholic church, but | do know that popesreign until they die" Stearnswasrriffling the pages of the
report as he spoke. "Do weredly think that Borjameans to have Urban nated?’

"Truly, | do not have enough information yet," Francisco said. "And it isnot limited to assassination, |
fear. Cardind Mazzare was able to cite at least one papal abdication. Urban could be forced off his
throne by some means.”

"Impeachment?’ Stearns began stroking hischin. "I know that was alive issue when we | eft the twentieth
century—"

"Impeaching the pope?' Nas frowned. " Cardina Mazzare did not mention—"
Stearns waved his hands. "Sorry, no. The Clinton business, | meant.”

"Ah, | dorecdl that, yes." Nas had studied that part of the twentieth-century United Statess political
history with dmaost as much interest as he had Nixon. There were some remarkable paralelswith events
in hisown homeand, with the exception that there impeachment resulted in the offending pashaor vizier
feeding fishesin the Seaof Marmara. "How does it bear on the Situation in Rome?" he asked.

"Well, it doesn't, redlly, except that it's sort of thefirst thing | thought of when you said the word
‘impeachment.’ " He snorted. "I guessthere's sort of aparallel, though. If Borja's as peeved at the pope
asthis suggests, and God knows the man has been peeved at the pope before, and vice versa, he might
be looking for something, anything, to get Urban out of office.”

"Y ou think he might be looking for a—what was her name—MonicaLewinsky?' Nas found it an
amusing thought, but the days of popes openly maintaining mistresses were long over. He couldn't be
sure but that the last one hadn't actually been Alexander VI, who had been Cardind Borja's ancestor, or
agreat-grand-whatever uncle.

That was good for another chuckle from Stearns. "Maybe. | think the red issue will be something a bit
moretheological, or possibly just plain failure to agree with the king of Spain. Or—I dunno. Any clues
from Sefior PAmer?”



"Not redly. He hints at dark deeds afoot against the papacy, and also hints that Borja has bought Osuna
off so asto have afree hand, but says nothing specific.”

"Can we ask for more?"

"He gave us no meansto get back in touch with him, das. | have some good peoplein Rome, inthe
embassy and—elsewhere. We could run this one as quite auseful agent, on either side of the balance.”

"With apinch of sdt for the moment, then?"

Nas nodded. "I think so. It puts anameto our prediction of abacklash within the church after the
Gdlileo affair, and asit happens that name was on the top of our shortlist.”

Stearns nodded. " Consequencesif he succeeds?!

"A papacy hodtileto our interests. Almost what we expected to dedl with when we werefirst beginning,
until Urban began positioning himsdf as drictly neutral—which, as you have remarked before, saysa
great dea from aman who istechnicaly supposed to be on one side of aconflict. Only dightly worse
than we might have expected had Mazarini not intervened as he did, and so effectively. That was
unexpected, and very fortuitous."

"Sure as hdl was. Crowned heads of Europe with no figleaf. Heh. Still, what can Borjado againgt us?

" 'How many divisions hasthe pope? " Nas quoted. "In thisday and age, severa, but they are not
firg-rate troops and they are along way away. Indeed, if it comesto the worst, not even well-positioned
to defend Rome itsdlf without severa weeks notice. Theissue, | think, isamora one. There are some
rulers—none of the principas here in Europe, but anumber in the second echelon and lower—for whom
the backing or otherwise of the pope will weigh on their consciences heavily enough to provoke concrete
action. And, of course, it will create problems herein the USE between the different confessons. If the
Protestants can accuse the Catholics of divided loydties—" Nas |eft that hanging. Therewasa
demarcation point beyond which problems ceased to be his responsibility and became somebody else's.

Stearns drummed his fingers on his desk. "Probably. Can't think of adamned thing we can do about it
from here, though. Any suggestions?'

"Other than waiting for more messages from Sefior PAlmer? No." Nas had been mulling it over dl night,
had finaly dept on it, and woken nonethe wiser.

"Hmm. Need to think on it, then. While | have you here, the message which Sharon sent straight to me.
Don't tell meyou don't read them."

"It wasn't marked private, Mike," Nas said, smiling.

"True. Seems our ambassador thinks her prime minister might stop some of her wedding guests going
down therefor the nuptids. Like | could stop Rita doing anything she set her mind to." Stearns snorted.
"Sharon's not the only one does as she damn well pleases. Ain't no wonder those two got to be such
friendsat college. The pair of 'em are. . ." Stearnswaved ahand, asif trying to grab the word out of the
ar.

"Ladieswho know their own minds?' Nas offered.

"Ornery cusses, ismorewhat | wasthinking. James says he figures the only way to get his daughter to do
anything isto forbid her from it, and Rita's the same. How safe will they be, Francisco? Professiona
asesIment?'



Nas had aready thought this one through. "On the journey? Just a matter of enough guards. Any one of
seven mercenary companies localy would be trustworthy and adequate to the task. Exactly the kind of
work they like, aswell, Sinceit paysthem to avoid trouble. | can let Ritahave alist of worthwhile
captains to gpproach. | assume they will not travel on state business and permit you to send Marine horse
with them?'

"It might be that there's something for them to do in that line, but I'd rather not. Rita needs a vacation—"
"Asdo you, Mike" Nas putin.

"—1 know, and I'll rest when | leave office,” Stearnswent on. "1 don't think they'll need diplomatic
immunity. Unlessyou've got adifferent assessment?"

Nas waved ahand in the air. "Three months ago, | would have put it a no foreseeable risk. Now?
Rome's mob isapaltry thing, compared to the likes of the arsenalotti, but still capable of storming an
embassy. That istherisk, you understand, for the persons and property of ambassadors still remain
sacrosanct to officia action. It remainsto be seen whether what Borjais planning will stir up popular
passion to the point of street violence. | persondly doubt it, but it isnot apoint on which | count myself

an expert.”
"Borjahimsdf?"

"Unlikely. On hisrecord, heisnot aclever man. He'simpulsive, tactless, high-handed and with more
amour propre thanisgood for aman in his position with hisresponsbilities. Whether heis stupid enough
to include an assault on embassy property with his machinations, | very much doubt.”

Stearns nodded. " So what you'retelling meisthat you don't have enough information to justify adecison
to recall Sharon out of danger so she can get married in Grantville and incidentally keep my sster from
traveling to the other end of Europe in the middle of awar?"

Nas folded his hands and looked pioudy toward heaven. "Mike, | am sure shewill be agood and dutiful
woman and do as her husband commands her."

Nas watched with satisfaction as his chief cracked up altogether for afew moments. "Serioudy, Mike,
my gut feding isthat thereislessto the Stuation in Rome than meetsthe eye. There will betroublein the
church government, of that we may be certain. Urban's position may well become difficult, if not
untenable, but that will take months, if not years. | fed surethat Olivaresis making the opening movesin
agamethat will see hismaster in control of the papacy, but | cannot see any workable plan he might
have made which would result in fighting in Rome within the next year. Our people there should be safe.”

Stearns sghed. "Wdll, | guessthat's as much reassurance asI'll get. If your people have the time, though,
could you see that Frank Stone and the Marcolis get watched? They're alot more vulnerable now that
they've moved down there, and having someone who might warn 'em to get out ahead of trouble just
might save their necks. And | really don't want to be the bearer of that bad newsto Tom, redly | don't.”

"It should be smple enough to arrange. In truth, our people in Rome have preciouslittle to report on
much of thetimein any event. | am surethey can spare alittle time to report on the Committee of
Correspondence there alittle more closdly.”

"How arethey doing, out of curiogty?"

"Well, asit happens. | shall have the reports collated for Friday morning to let you have afuller picture.
Now," Nas said, risng, "l have intruded enough on what | am sureisabusy day. Y ou have dl thefacts



at our digposa on the stuation in Rome ahead of your meeting with Wilhelm tomorrow, and | fed sure he
will ask."

Stearnsfrowned. "You haven't . .. ?"

"Watergate? No. | have smply made a point of studying the man's politica style, much as| haveyours,
and | fed there are some mattersin which heis quite predictable.”

Stearns frown evaporated. "Reading up on your next boss, Francisco?'

Nas wagged afinger. "Now, now, Mike. That is not guaranteed, and mineisapolitical appointment. |
may well be unemployed soon after you are.”

Stearns snorted. " Sure. HE's got alot of respect for your talents, asit happens, and is comfortable
enough with theidea of court Jewsthat helll amost certainly leave you whereyou are.”

Nas clapped ahand to hisbreast. "Such ardlief. | fret at the thought of losing my munificent salary.”

Intruth, Nas did not do hisjob for the money. He'd been arich man when he came to head the USE
secret service and would leave office just as rich. He kept enough of the salary he was paid to cover his
expenses and used the rest as a discretionary fund for the more delicate operations whose gppearance in
adepartmenta budget report under their own names would be embarrassing at least and disastrous at
worst. No one could accuse him of hiding expenditures, though. Think of it though he might asthe
government's money, he was legdly and moraly spending his own cash on government business.
Sometimes he wondered how his successor would manage without thet little extrato draw on. Between
that dodge and afew others such as the Congden library, till going strong after nearly ayear, he
managed to spend his departmenta budget severa times over and gill have areserve arisng when he
made sure that he spent the officid allotment to the cent.

Stearnsknew it aswell. He laughed out loud. "Be off, go do something nefarious and I'll see you on
Friday morning. | have asmall pack of aggrieved noblemen to either appease or somp on, | forget
which."

Nas took hisleave and returned to, as it happened, arrange the subornment of a Saxon quartermaster.
Quite nefarious enough to fulfill the letter and spirit of hisorders, hefelt, and it gave him plenty of gppetite

for supper.



Chapter 8

Rome

Frank was beginning to think that whatever he managed to do as arevolutionary, he dways had a career
ahead of him in the restaurant trade. Within aweek—aweek of chaos and backbreaking work—they
had had the Freedom Arches end of the operation open for business. Benito was a naturd with flyers, a
form of advertising that hadn't gpparently been amgjor feature of Roman commercid life until now, and
they'd started getting good crowds within acouple of days.

They didn't call it the Freedom Arches, though. It was just "Frank's Place” for the time being. Frank had
decided right off, even before they got to Rome, that they'd do the politica stuff quietly and without fuss.
Concentrate on substance, not form, to put it another way. He thought waving red banners and engaging
infirebrand street oratory in the same city as—in fact, no more than a couple of hundred yards
from—World Inquisition HQ wasjust plain stupid. Not to mention being agood way to get tossed into a
cdl. Hed had dl of three nightsin prison in hisentire life and didn't want any more of that than he could
possibly avoid, thank you very much.

Besides, it seemed to fit the Roman style. Frank had the impression even before moving to
Rome—which had since been pretty well confirmed—that the Church and city authorities, at least with
the current pope in power, were inclined to look the other way aslong asyou didn't insist on rubbing
their nosesin your activities.

Therewere only afew fliesin the ointment, the main one being the lefferti. Naturdly, Benito had
mentioned that the place was run by Americans, and that had attracted the guys Harry Lefferts had hung
around with during histimein the city, aong with people with an actua interest in politica issues. At leedt,
they clamed Harry had hung around with them.

Harry had been more or less okay for ajock, asfar as Frank could remember. He hadn't even been a
red "jock" in thefirst place, in the sense of those mindless high school athletes who honestly thought that
winning afootball game was something you needed to pray to God for, because God actually gave a
flying damn whether the guysin blue and white or the guysin red and gold got abal across an arbitrary
line more often that the other ones did. Harry had been one of the tough kids who were often enough in
trouble. No high school lettersfor him, no sirree. Hed just been a”jock™ in the operative sense that the
real jocks stayed away from him because he'd besat the crap out of them if they tried to pick on him they
way they did on Frank and his brothers. But really not abad guy, in Frank's experience, aslong asyou
didn't messwith him.

Some of these lefferti, though, were mean. Well-dressed mean, like the kind of guyswho, when you
saw them in aWestern, you just knew were going to turn out to be called "Doc” or something sSimilar.



Oh, sure, polite and friendly enough, and they dl wanted to practice their English. A couple of them were
looking Giovanna over, too, dthough there wasn't much Frank could do or say about that unless one of
them stepped over the line. Not much he could do &fter, ether, unless he waswilling to shoot them. All of
them had some sort of wegpon on their belts. None of them had guns, but there were certainly swords
and acouple of bowie knives. They were conscioudy trying to ape Harry Lefferts, and Frank hoped like
hell they'd picked up on Harry's good nature.

Onthe positive Side, at least some of the lefferti were reading the literature that could always befound in
"Frank's Place.”

Frank was taken from his reverie by a customer waving for service.

And one of the kind Frank was |ess than happy about, to be honest. One of the lefferti. "Sgnor?' Frank
asked, going over with pencil and notepad.

"Signor?' the fellow said, swinging his boots off the table, which Frank noted with asmal degree of
satisfaction had a stack of pamphletson it from the literature table. "Please, | an Piero.”

Frank heaved amenta sigh of relief. Thiswas one of the amiable ones, it seemed. "What can | get you,
RPero?I'm Frank, by theway.”

Piero touched afinger to the brim of his hat—awide-brimmed number, naturally. "A pleasure to meet
you, Frank. | should like ajug of wine and apizza, if you please.”

"Certainly," he said. "Be maybe haf an hour before we have another batch of pizzas out the oven,
though.”

Piero nodded. "In the meantime, the wine. And when, pray, does the revolution begin?' Piero garnished
that onewith abig smile.

"Revolution? Not on the menu here, Fiero." Frank'singtincts started to murmur a gentle warning. Hed
knew the term agent provocateur, after all—having been made afool of by one only the year before.
He'd damned near gotten killed because of it.

Piero shrugged. "Harry said something about revolution, | think." He'd dropped into English. Pretty good
English, at that.

"Soundslike Harry. Y ou knew him, while he wasin Rome?"

"Who didn't? Harry was popular. Some nights, it was hard to get the attention of any girl in Rome, truly it
was, but it was hard to resent him for it."

Frank smiled. "Harry, to thelife." He found himsdf warming to Piero. "Say, mind if | join you in that jug
of wine? Sounds very much like we have afriend in common, hey?'

That was overdoing it abit. Frank had barely known Harry back in Grantville. After the Ring of Fire,
Frank had seen Harry afew timesin the Thuringen Gardens and spoken briefly to him when he showed
up at Lothlorien now and then—sometimes on government business and a couple of timesto quietly
transact his own. Some of Dad's plants didn't turn out to be quite medical grade, and he didn't mind the
occasiona discreet recreationd sae, provided the boys didn't make too flagrant abusiness of it.
Although the War on Drugs had ended with the Ring of Fire, there were ill some people with distinctly
modern attitudes on that score.

However, part of what Frank had been doing since he got to Rome was making as many friends as



possible. Contacts and dlies and establishing a reputation as easy to get on with were asgood a
protection as Frank could think of in thistime and place. So he went and got ajug of wine and a couple
of glasses, letting Dino know that he was taking afew minutes out for political work.

"So, Piero,” he said when he got back from the bar and sat down. "How long did you know Harry? He
was here, what, Sx months?"

"About thet, yes. Truth betold, | only got to know him later in that time, but as| am sure you can imagine
he made something of animpresson.”

"Well, | guessed that from the clothes," Frank said.

Piero laughed. "Harry certainly changed fashion in Rome, that | can attest. | hear they're calling anyone
dressed likethisa lefferto.”

"Seemsto metheres quite alot of you guys?' Frank had actually been wondering about that. Surdly, not
even Harry could have converted every single mae between twenty and twenty-fivein the city into an
extrafrom abad western.

"Intruth, not many. A lot of us seem to come here, though. At least, those of usfor whom itisnot just
fashionable dress.”

Frank thought that one over. It figured. The oneswho'd gotten ataste for Harry's American valueswould
naturaly find their way to the Committee of Correspondence'sfirgt establishment in Rome, eveniif it was
just caled "Frank's Place.

But then—
"Y ou say there are some of you guyswho it'sjust clotheswith?"

"Sure. There are dways plenty of people with enough money to beidle but not enough influence to have
anything to do. Well, | am sure | need venture no lecture on palitics, yes?' Piero took agulp of hiswine.
"Wewould, after dl, bewise not to incur any more Inquisition attention. | think you are not a popular
man in that quarter, whatever hisHoliness might say.”

"Redly, you don't say?" Frank grinned. "And here | was thinking that the pope had told them to play
nice"

Fiero threw back his head and laughed. "Y ou intervenein their show-trial of the decade, and your
punishment isawedding in the Sistine Chapel ? The chances of the Inquisition 'playing nice fter that are
remote at best, Frank. Anyone could tell you that."

"Well, yes" Frank spotted the hint. Y ou can tell me more?”
Piero shrugged, but therewas asmile on hisface. "A little, asit happens. | have, ah, acousin?'
Frank nodded. "A cousin, yes. Not necessarily implying any degree of relationship in particular?”

"Indeed not. But what | will imply isthat heisfrom abranch of the family that is not perhaps as well-off
asmine, and so mugt work for hisliving."

"With the Inquisition?' Frank frowned. This could be—but he resisted the urge to jump to aconclusion.
He'd made that mistake before and ended up in serioudy hot water.

"Sure. Asaservant, yes? Family pride would have me add as afairly senior and honored servant, but still



asarvant.”

"Nothing wrong with waiting tables and serving drinks, Piero.” Frank grinned. ™Y ou want to get involved
here, we kind of likeit if you takeaturn at it yoursdlf."

Piero shuffled through the pamphlets. "So | understand. Thisishow it isdonein Germany, yes?"

"Isindeed," Frank affirmed. "Vaue of work and the worth of workersis one of the points of our
program, and doing a bit yoursdlf isaway of learning that lesson. But about your cousin?’

"l do apologize," Piero said. "My cousin was, | should say, favorably impressed by your performance at
Gdileo'strid. So he asked meto pass on that your presence in Romeis not passing unnoticed.”

"Oh?" Frank raised his eyebrows.

"Oh, indeed. Y ou're safe for the time being, though. The Holy Office will not act against you so soon
after that visible demonstration of His Holiness support.”

Frank thought about that for amoment. It was more or less what they'd been counting on, because even
though he was allittle hazy on the details himsdlf he had managed to grasp that the pope'sintervention had
been very direct, very personad and very clear. The Galileo affair was very much closed, with no
reopening possible by, for example, imprisoning and trying the perpetrators on any account.

Of course, none of the perpetrators had wanted to push their luck at first. Galileo had retired to his home,
living near the abbey in which his daughter was anun and probably working on his diplomatic skillsfor
when he published his next paper, which Frank suspected would be alot more polite than hislast one.
Mogt of the Americans had gone back to Germany, and the Marcolis—until Frank and Giovannaand her
two cousins returned—had gone back to Venice. Even Mazarini had disappeared, Frank had no idea
where.

"Safe?' He asked, after taking that moment to think.

"Within reason, | should say. They have other thingsto do, | don't doubt.” Piero waved ahand intheair.
"Oppression of the masses, lying propaganda, show-trials of men in the vanguard of Truth and Progress.”

Frank laughed. "Y egh, theusud.”

Piero grinned back. "'l have afriend in VVenice who sent me some of the Committee broadsides your
friend Marcoli prints. It isnot difficult to mock, | regret to say."

Frank grimaced. "I know. Massmo meanswell, but | wish heéd stick to actualy doing some good rather
than just flaming away the way he does."

Piero raised an eyebrow. "He does some good?'

Frank nodded. "Sure. Y ou'll see Benito about the place, he learned to read from Massmo. He teaches
dreet kidstheir letters”

"What good does that do?"

"Well, theideaisthat asthey grow up they're capable of more than just grunt labor or enforced idieness.
With abit of education, they figure out how to do things better. Not al of them, just the oneswho redly
were being held back for lack of opportunity.” Frank mentally summoned up Committee Propaganda
101. "You see, the way alot of folks end up going nowhere just because they're peasants or whatever is



areal waste of talent. Give those people some education and the means to useit, and everyone ends up
better off. We're trying to make dl of Europe aland of opportunity.”

"So I'veread. For thetimebeing I'll help by buying amed, hey?"

"Right you are," said Frank, "every little helps. Y ou want to get more involved sometime, just ask anyone
here. We've aways got work for willing hands."

Frank took the order back to the bar. Before he got there, though, he heard acommotion and he turned
around.

It was two guys over by the door, another couple of |efferti, abeit low-budget oneswho could only
afford the jacket and hat. Both were on their feet, stools overturned on the floor behind them. Neither
had his weapon out quite yet, but there was a definite hovering of handsin the generd vicinity of belts.
The room was starting to go quiet, and the sounds of stool and chair legs scraping as the other customers
turned to watch the action was, Frank had learned in only afew weeks experience, aBad Sign.

He dropped his notepad and began to amble over. A quiet word might help, and certainly couldn't do
any harm. Hopefully, someone was pulling agun out from under the counter to back him up if it turned
ugly. Hewas careful to look as unthreatening as possible, and pasted alarge smile on hisface.

"Guys, guys" he said. "How's about being friendly about this, hey."

"Mind your own business," thetdler of the two growled, not taking his eyes off the other guy, who wasa
short, wide, villainous-looking customer with severd days growth of stubble and caterpillar eyebrows.

"Y ou guys break any furniture, it'smy business. My businessif there's bloodstains to clean up, too."
Frank kept histone light and pleasant. "Now, | could say take it outside, round the back some place, but
maybe you guys can talk about this, hey? Try and get dong peaceful-like?’

That provoked astream of very colloquia Roman diaect from both of them, and handsto clench around
the knives—big knives, Frank noted—at their belts. He raised his hands, making placating motions.
"Guys? Cam down, please, or takeit outside. Neither of you has any quarrel with me, and I'd rather not
haveto clean up.”

Glowering at each other, they did. Frank hoped they'd be able to sort it out without bloodshed, but from
the way they a crowd of spectators gathered to follow them out—including Piero, he sasv—he didn't
think it likely.



Chapter 9

Rome

Sharon and Ruy heard the ruckus from three blocks away—or what passed for blocksin atown that had
grown, rather than being laid out in the manner Sharon was used to back up-time. Asthey rounded a
corner, one of those tricks of big-city acousticsthat Sharon had found were amplified by the lack of
automobiles brought the sound of an uproar and what seemed like chanting. The part of town they were
inwas alittle bit run-down, and so the streets were not busy. Such people as there were, however,
seemed more than alittle nervous, and were looking toward the source of the sound.

"What's that, | wonder?' Sharon asked.

"Trouble," Ruy said, and then, after amoment, smiled wryly. "1 predict it will befutile of meto suggest
that | am loath to take my lady to a place where there may be trouble, however curious she may beto
seethe cause of it."

Sharon grinned right back. "Ruy Sanchez, you have got precisely no room to talk about people who
don't take care to avoid trouble.

Ruy sketched asmall bow. "The chastisement of my intended, however mild, sufficesto reform me
forever. |, Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz, shdl henceforth be the very modd of circumspection.
Come, my lady," he said, offering her hisarm, "let us go by way of some more refined quarter of the city,
even if we are on our way to the Borgo to meet a pack of revolutionary firebrands.”

"Oh, phooey, Ruy," shesaid. "Y ou don't get around me that way. Since we're heading this way anyway,
let's go see what's happening. We don't haveto go close, but if it's real trouble we ought to take alook
firsthand to go with whatever our informants give us to send back to Magdeburg. Besides, we're heading
for aworse neighborhood than thisone.”

Ruy dropped the amile. "Permit me amoment of gravity, my heart. | do not doubt that your Sefior
Stearns and Don Francisco have spies and informants enough. If | judge the sound of thisaright, itis
trouble that might well become abrawl, if not ariot, and in such anything might happen. We are heading
into the Borgo, arough quarter, and even | may be overwhelmed by a sufficient multitude. For that
matter, abladeis scant defense if cobblestones are being hurled.”

Sharon heard the concern in histone, and redlized that if Ruy, asuperbly skilled soldier, was concerned,
then things might just be abit too rough for comfort. Sheld seen him in action, once. Six armed assailants
had only just been enough to take him down that time—and he'd faced those odds with asmileand a
stream of witty remarks. If he thought going to take alook at the street theatre was risky, it was probably
suicidally dangerous by anyone else's standards. Or could be, at any rate.



Or, and this piqued her alittle, he was till operating on that hidalgo spind reflex that reacted to women
as—redlity be damned!—frail creaturesto be cosseted from even the chance of harm. Strange how a
man who had been raised by tough Catal an peasant women could have internalized that damned myth so
well.

A moment's reflection, and she decided to try compromise. "Okay. Close enough to get a sense of
what's happening. The other end of the nearest Street, maybe. We can dways skedaddleif it lookslike
it'scoming our way."

Ruy nodded. "My lady's desireis my command.” He held up an admonitory finger. "But | shall decide
what isasafe distance, and | shal hear no argument about when to withdraw, Sharon. | shal one day be
your hushband: cultivate now the habit of obedience.”

Sharon was quite proud of her Old-Fashioned Looks. On her persona scale, the one she gave Ruy was
about an eight, edging up to nine. Even that took thirty secondsto crack him up.

Five minutes walk brought them to a corner where they could look down the street. It didn't look like
much, Sharon thought. A smallish crowd, a most ahundred or so, gathered outside abuilding she didn't
recognize and shouting. "Can you tell what they're saying?' she asked.

"That they are angry?' Ruy hazarded. "Actually, probably more like that they have been paid to come
there and shout, or at least some of them have."

"Y ou reckon?| don't know that | could tell arented mob from thered thing."

"I do not see the kind of thing that real mobs do—you may recdl | have been the recipient of the
attention of street ruffians before. They are not pressing forward, for one thing, just standing around and
shouting. And dl shouting the same thing, what is more. Someone has told them what to chant.”

Sharon looked again at the crowd. There did seem to be adigtinct lack of unruliness about it, although as
she watched afistfight broke out on the fringes, distracting a couple of dozen of the protestersto watch
thefun. "You'reright, it doesn't look liketheir heartsareredly init. They're getting distract—Oooh," she
said, as one of the combatants took akick whereit counted, "his heart's not going to be in anything for a
while"

"Truly not," Ruy said, smiling. "Ah, we spoke too soon—"

Sharon nodded. It looked like the guy hadn't been caught square in the family jewels, and had come
back up holding aknife. Not abig one, but enough to raise the stakes. The ring around the two who
were fighting findly closed up, hiding the action, but jeers and shouting followed the action.

Behind them, aclatter of hooves on cobbles became audible over the hooting and jeering. "Militia" Ruy
remarked, without turning around. " About five minutestoo late, if my humble opinionisworth anything.”

Sharon chuckled. "Can an opinion informed by forty years of soldiering be caled humble?!

Ruy raised an eyebrow and flared his mustachios magnificently. "Humility isathing of the spirit, woman.
The mere possession of uncommon skill and discernment boots nothing to the pride | takein my
humility.” Absolutely deadpan, save for the dight twitch of the left moustache, that anyone who did not
know himwould miss.

Sharon chuckled. "Why late?' she asked.

"Because five minutes ago they were smply acrowd of street-trash hired to be noisy. Now, they are



minded to seealittle blood. A sensible militiaman will smply chivvy them adong to disperseinto the
taverns such normally haunt. What will you wager me that those eager hoofbeats are marshaled by
someone who lacks experience?’

Jugt then the militiacamein to view, whedling prettily into the street Sharon and Ruy were on. They
looked, to Sharon, like they were a cut above the usua seventeenth-century soldier—well turned-out,
wearing something that came close to uniform, their back-swords held at the ready and gleaming in the
spring sunshine. "They look okay to me," Sharon said.

Ruy's sneer was a pale thing compared to what he was capable of. A demonstration, in truth, of the
contempt he had in mind—not even worth the breath to call them dogs, was one phrase she'd heard
Ruy use afew months before. "Wdll drilled, well provided for, and badly led. Observe asthe cretin on
the lead horse—clearly, the horse has the brains and he has the money in that partnership—forms his
men up for asaber-charge.”

"How can you tell?' Clearly, Sharon thought, Ruy could see more than she could in the details. A lot
more. They looked prettified, certainly, and not like the kind of riot police she was used to seeing on the
TV news, but there didn't seem to be any obvious reason why they'd not be able to get the job done.
The saberswere, perhaps, abit nastier than she'd have expected from twentieth-century cops, but then
these were rougher times.

Ruy sniffed. "Town guards, militia. Y ou can spot the oneswho know their trade by the fact that they look
aslittle like soldiers as they can. The oneswho break up atavern fight, rather than making it worse, tend
to look little smarter than the participants—ah, did I, Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz, not predict this?!

The militiahorsemen were lining up for achargein the street out of sight of therioters, just around the
corner Ruy and Sharon were standing on. The officer on the lead horse—Ruy had picked him out
correctly, for dl hewas atired smilarly to hismen—Ileaned down. "Signora, Signor, move aside, if it
please you. We shdl clear thisriffraff from the street directly.”

"Come, Dofla Sharon,” Ruy said, adopting the form of address she had never been comfortable with.
"L et usmoveto alessinsecure vantage point.”

"| thank you, signor. It would grieve me most grestly if the dottoressawas hurt in the unpleasantnessto
follow." The officer touched the hilt of his sword to the brim of his hat as he spoke, while behind him his
men chivvied out into acolumn of fours. At least he's up on current gossip in this town, Sharon
thought. Asthe wedthiest and most prominent black woman in Rome, she was distinctive enough that
pretty much everyone recognized her on Sght.

Before sheld arrived in Rome, Sharon had assumed that sheld be the only black woman in the city. But,
to her surprise, sheld discovered there were a considerable number of black peopleliving in severd cities
in the peninsula. Having black servants was consdered fashionable by wedthy Itaians. The samewas
truein southern France. There were alot of African women in Marsailles, for ingtance. In fact, therewas
asubspecies of charity in France that consisted of orphanages for the out-of-wedlock children of African
domestic servants whose masters would not dlow the kids to be reared in the household, aong with an
order of nunswho ran them. In due time, sheimagined, these children—or their children—would just
mergeinto the generd population.

But few if any of them looked theway she did—wearing very well-made and expensive down-time
garments and accompanied by an armed caballero. She dso knew that her bearing and comportment
would be quite different. She till found the idea peculia—downright bizarre, in fact. But sheld eventually
accepted what Ruy and every down-timer told her, that she acted asif she were nobility, and



high-ranked at that. A veritable Queen of Sheba, as Ruy had once puit it.

Ruy took Sharon's elbow and urged her back down the street. " This should be amusing to listen to,” he
sad, irritation coming through the veneer of good humor he usudly projected. "And if weretirealittlel
shall be ableto fight down the urgeto cal out that—" Ruy trailed off in alow, monotone stream of
obscenities. Sharon's own grasp of Spanish—till less Catalan didect—didn't let her follow more than a
few words past the pithy description of what the officer's mother had done for aliving. While drunk. With
toads.

"Cam, Ruy dear. Getting annoyed with stupid people for being stupid reglly does no one any good.”

"Hal Did not your up-time Charles Darwin say it? Surviva of thefittest? Did | not have clear duty here
and now | should improve the next generation of Italians out of al recognition. | pray only that he did not
breed before today.”

"Y ou think he'sgoing to die?’

"May god grant in hisinfinite mercy that he should, Sharon." Ruy's tone was suddenly quite grim. "Forty
years of military experience, hal"

Sharon leaned in to Ruy, holding hisarm tight. "Bad memories, love?'

"Y es. Of serving under officerslike that fatuous, incompetent, deluded dullard.” He sighed. "Oh, for a
certainty more of his men will survivethis day than not, but that will bein spite of him. He has ordersto
clear adisturbance from the home of some notable, and thinks to make abold gesture. Ah, hereit
comes—"

A hunting horn blew from where the head of the cavary column—thirty or forty mounted men, Sharon
guessed—nhad turned the corner.

"It isasif the Sght were on me, Sharon." He cast his eyes heavenward. "No warning to the crowd to
begin dispersing. An advance too rapid to et them disperse, but, since he bids them charge around the
corner and left them too little Street to achieve agallop, not fast enough for true cavary shock.”

The sound of clattering hooves from the corner, building to abrief thunder overlad with wild ydlsand
screams. Then, asound of ageneral melee.

Ruy covered hisface with hishands. His voice, muffled: "Now, we hear the sound of horsemen in among
acrowd. Some have been trampled, of course, but those who remain are frightened, angry and are
carrying knives. The horses'—Sharon shuddered as she heard one of the animal's scream—"cannot use
their strength, and are crowded by people with knives. The rear ranks of the cavalry are pressingin,
some of the horsemen broke through the crowd.”

"Isthere anything we can do?' Sharon asked, hearing another horse scream in pain, anoise that cut
through what she knew must be the sound of sabers coming down on flesh. Screams, shoults, the clatter
of hooves. And, to the ears of atrained nurse—trauma surgeon, rather, by any standard that mattered,
these days—the sound of |acerations, fractures and God aone knew what-al other butcheries.

Ruy'sface was blegk. "Does my lady have a preference in prayersfor the dying?”
"How did you seethiscoming?"

Ruy waved ahand. "Romeisatown full of priests. Well-behaved. One might expect the militiato beless
than brilliant. But it waswhen | saw that—" He stopped and took a breath. "No, | shal forego the curses



for the moment. When | heard that fool give ordersfor achargein column I knew therewould be a
disaster. There are orders one givesto disperse rioters, Sharon, and there are orders one givesto
ingtigate amassacre. That idiot picked the wrong ordersfor either.”

Ruy's tone had been blunt and professiona. Sharon had a suspicion that Ruy had, in histime, taken part
in both sorts of military action. The suave hidalgo gentleman's airs he affected had been earned on dozens
of battlefields on more than one continent.

"l guessyou'd know if anyonewould. Say, it soundslikethefighting'sover.” Shefet for her medica bag,
which now went everywhere with her; shedd been caught with insufficient supplies once before. "I think
it'stimeto go check on the wounded. Detour on the way to the committee place, | think."

"Thereisnothing | can do to dissuade you?' Ruy hardly paused for an answer before looking up to
check wherethe sun was. "Thereisabright side, by dl the saints. We shdl arrive at the Freedom Arches
intimefor lunch, and | shal findly discover what apizzamight be."

Sharon wiped her hands on the last of the boiled rags that a nearby tavernaowner had provided to make
up the stock shed carried. "I guessthisdressisruined,” she said. Shelooked down. Both deeveswere
soaked in blood, and the bodice was just as plastered. The condition her skirt wasin didn't bear thinking
about.

The results of the riot were even grimmer. Six horses were deed, two in the fighting and the other four so
badly hamstrung that they had had to be shot where they lay. Out of thirty militiasoldiers, fourteen were
hurt and four were dead. Including, fortunately, their commander, which saved Sharon from having to
drag Ruy away from aduel. From the looks, he had been pulled down and then trampled by hisown
horse. He would have had a chance to escapeif part of histroop had not gotten around the crowd and
penned them in for ashort time.

Ruy laid ahand on her shoulder. "The only order the fool gave wasto charge," he said, in asoft voice.
"And his men were not so well trained that they |eft the crowd away out.”

The crowd had suffered worse. The only soldiersthey had hurt badly were the ones whose momentum
had carried them into the midst of the riot. The rest had surrounded the crowd and hacked away with
sabers. With theflats, at firgt, until they had been forced to fight in earnest. Sharon hadn't even tried to
count how many were dead, but out of maybe a hundred who had been here, there were at |east forty
lying in the street. Sheld been able to patch up haf adozen, others had rendered some assistance, but
shewould not be surprised by afina deeth-toll of thirty.

The rest had fled, for most of the troopers had been backed up behind their fellows at the tail end of the
charge. The few who had gotten around the rioters had penned them in for only afew moments, and
when one was pulled down the pressure had been relieved. Like lancing aboil. The troopers|eft behind,
findly under the command of sergeants with some sense, had begun gathering up their wounded and
dead. One of those sergeants had offered a sword-sal ute, but had said nothing. Now, he came over.

"Dottoressa," he said. "l thank you for your assistance. | fear the magistrate will wish to hear your witness
of today'swork." Hisface was grim. Sharon wondered if he had known, before the order was given, that
he had been ordered to commit an atrocity?

"| can be contacted at the embassy of the United States of Europe,” she said. "I shdl be back there this
afternoon, after | complete the businesswhich thisinterrupted.”

The sergeant nodded. "My thanks," he said. "For what it isworth, Dottoressg, if | had known before the
order was given—" he spread his hands.



He had known, Sharon realized, but too late. Somehow she couldn't bring herself to fed sympathy for
him. "'l hope for your sake," she said, after along pause, "that the death of your officer isenough to
absorb dl theblame.”

He nodded, gloomily, and thanked her again before turning away to organize histroop's return to
barracks.

"It will not suffice," said Ruy. "Like every militig, they are officered by gentry, and such asthey do not
alow their own to be blamed.”

Sharon snorted her agreement. "Not my problem.” Then, after amoment's thought. "What is my problem
iswhét the hdll garted thislot off, Ruy.”

Ruy smiled. "Y our perceptivenessis yet another of your fine qualities. It isclear evento asmple Catdan
soldier such as mysdf, the very byword of rusticity.”

"Knock it off, Ruy," shesaid. "A rented crowd is one thing we need to look into. Everything in thistown
ispolitical in someway or other. Thefact that it turned into amassacre only adds to the mayhem. Weve
been hereless than amonth, and things are—might be, at any rate—turning ugly. | want to know what it
meansfor the USE."

"If it meansanything a al,” Ruy chided. "Y ou are not a Cadtilian, to be seeing plotsin every shadow,
Sharon.”

"No, I'm not. But we've got powerful friendsin thistown, the USE has at any rate, and if thingsare
changing around hereit could affect us." She chuckled. "I'm gtating the obvious, aren't 17?7

"Mog ingghtfully, my love™

"Well see what the spooks have turned up when we get back. If anything. It al seemsto be Cardina
Whatshisface saysthis, and Monsignor Whoozit is maneuvering for the other.”

Ruy cocked hishead on one side. "In truth, these things are the very life of politicsin Rome," he said.

"I think I may have heard atrace of sarcasm there, Ruy," Sharon said, looking down ruefully at her ruined
dress. "And I'm wearing the reason | think they're missing something.”

Ruy nodded. "Although | could wish that you had not rushed on to this scene so quickly, it speaksina
voice like thunder of the finest qualities my intended possesses” he said. "But, indeed, thisis an unusua
politica maneuver for Rome. Did we not have areport that Borjaisjust outsde the city, receiving a
sream of distinguished guests?'

"Wedid. Y ou think there's a connection?' It was Sharon's turn to raise her eyebrows.

Ruy shrugged, an expression into which he could put more meaning than most people Sharon knew could
manage in an hour-long PowerPoint presentation. Thistime he was giving off | am hypothesizing wildly
with overtones of But | wouldn't be surprised with aside order of | really think we should gather
mor e information.

"In an infinite universe, Sharon, dl things are possble. Even the possibility that | am mistaken. | would
wager my three most expensive swords that that display was called for the precincts of some notable
who has not curried sufficient favor with Cardina Borja."

Sharon saw the sensein that. Borjawas plainly, even blatantly, Up To Something. The USE'sintelligence



apparatus was expertly wielded, but still very much under construction. The best that they'd been ableto
turn up was the possibility that he was seeking to undermine the pope. Turn him, for a least sometime,
into a"lame duck™ pontiff. A low trick, and atraitorous one, but &l too common in politics down the

ajes.

Stll, if the USE's newest and most surprising not-quite-ally was under attack in hisown capita city, it
would be purdly negligent not to try to find out what was going on. And the fact that Sharon had had no
advance warning that this sort of thing was to happen—assuming that thiswas only thefirst incident, or
just thefirst to have such unhappy consequences—meant that there wasn't anyone covering this end of
the problem.

That was, shefélt, typica of the way they thought in this day and age. Maneuver, infight, factiondize, go
to war. No one stopped to think about what the hell happened to the ordinary folks. Armieswere sent to
"live off theland" asamatter of course, apolite way of saying go rob the peasants blind, we don't care
about them. She looked around her. There were, even this shortly after the killing and with the soldiers
only just about to depart, people about on the stret.

Mostly people who wouldn't ever count for much in an account of the Great and the Good, except by
implication. When "the mob" was mentioned. Or "popular discontent.” Or "civilian casudties.” When
those even got mentioned in these times.

They were, of course, looking at Sharon in away she'd gotten kind of used to. First of al, she could
afford good clothing, so they assumed she was some kind of nobility, even without the exotic gppearance
she had for thistime and place.

But then they saw her getting down in the street and helping people. They caled peoplelike that saints, in
thistime, instead of—as Sharon thought of hersdf—ample working stiffswith thetraining to help.

The fact that she provided medica assistance wasjust theicing on the cake. Most of them probably had
never even seen knowledgeable medica personnd, let aone professonas. That was something she
genuindy liked about the Committees. They weretrying to makethat kind of attitude athing of the past.
People mattered. And that reminded her of why they were out in the first place.

"Right," she said. "Let'sgo see how Frank's getting on. | think it might do somegoodto gojust asl am,
aswdl. That boy's landed himsdlf right in the thick of this, and | can't think of a better way to warn him to
be careful.”

"Indeed.”
"And on theway," Sharon said on impulse, "we can discuss your new job. Spymaster.”
Ruy hated. "Spymester?

"Spymadter. Well, intelligence andys, if you prefer. | want some holesfilled in the information I'm getting.
| want to know wha's hiring rented mobs, Ruy."

"Thismay bealittle more difficult than you imagine, Sharon," Ruy said, histone unusudly serious.
"Surely not," Sharon said, teasing him. "I thought cloak-and-dagger stuff was most of your career?

"Oh, the skills | have in abundance, let no man say heisthe better of Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortizin
that regard. But there isthe small matter of my being asubject of hismost Catholic Mgesty, asis
Cardind Borja | foresee difficulty with Don Francisco, supple-minded asthat man is by reputation, and
no end of difficulty if the authorities of my own country hear about it."



"WEell, collecting alittle local color for your intended can't hurt, surely? Speaking to peoplein barsand so
on. | just want to know what the common folk are hearing and thinking. Gossip. Rumor. Surely no one
who'd care about what you get up to would care about what people like that think?"

Ruy laughed, gently. "And to think | joked about your tepidity, woman. There are some subjectson
which you wax pogtively Catdan. | assure you, the more intelligent of the servants of the princesand
kings of Europe do concern themsalves very much with popular sentiment. Alfonso in particular, snce he
was very much on thereceiving end of it once.”

Sharon nodded. Ruy had been Cardina Alfonso Bedmar's right-hand man, back when hewasplain old
Marquis of Bedmar and intriguing in Venice. The pair of them had gotten out of Venicejust ahead of a
mob of arsenalotti who'd have had tar and feathers handy if they'd heard of the practice. And been
willing to get that much closer to civilized behavior than what they'd actudly intended to do to the
members of that conspiracy.

"Still," shesaid. ™Y ou could maybe write the cardina and ask to be formally released from service, and
get on with laying the groundwork in the meantime.”

"Y our very whims are as the commands of God Most High, Dofia Sharon. |, Ruy Sanchez de Casador y
Ortiz, shal spare no effort in this matter.”

He paused amoment asthey strolled off toward the Borgo. "Did | mention, earlier, something about
habits of obedience?’

Chapter 10

Rome

Frank groaned to himsdlf. Thetwo idiots who were inssting on afight were heading for the door. He
heard Giovannas voice a his shoulder. "Can you stop them?”

"Don't think | can,” Frank said, without taking his eyes off them for asecond. "They seem to be dead set
onafight."

"Thisisthethird time since we opened,” Giovanna hissed. "Someone is bound to notice, and there will be
trouble

Frank nodded. "I just don't think I can stop these guys short of picking afight myself.” The pair were
edging toward the door, neither willing to turn his back on the other. Frank had avague notion that duels
were supposed to be more formal than this, with seconds and meeting placesto go to at dawn. Just



taking it outside seemed to be abit informal to Frank. Although taking it outside proved to be abit
difficult with neither guy willing to turn away from the other for even asplit second. And that door was
none too wide—Frank wondered how they'd negotiate that one. Maybe they'd have the fight right in his
doorway.

Just then the door opened. There were two figures silhouetted against the early afternoon sunlight. One
man, one woman, which camed Frank'sfears of awatch raid. The man stepped insdefird, followed by
the woman, and Frank's guts solidified and sank. Ruy and Sharon. Somehow, hisingtincts for when he
waswell and truly busted started screaming. He was not supposed to be running awild-west saloon.
Pull yourself together, he said to himsdf, thisis your place, not theirs.

Ruy looked from one side to the other, taking in the two lefferti and their crowd of onlookers, and then
settling on Frank. "Trouble, Sefior Stone?' he asked, his gravelly voice even and cam.

"Couple of guysgot aproblem. They weretaking it outside,” Frank said, trying to sound nonchdant.

One of the would-be combatants seemed to take offense at the interruption, and let out afew choice
Itdian oaths. "Mind your own business, old man,” he snarled.

Oops, Frank thought, with adight buzz of guilty pleasure. HEd never seen Ruy in action, but hed heard
the story.

Ruy'sface brokeinto agrin. "But | am minding my own business, sgnor,” hesaid, in fluent Itdian. "There
seemsto be a problem in the place of business of aman my intended is pleased to call afriend. This
makes him my friend also, and afriend of Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz shall have no problem
without my utmogt effortsto solveit.”

The other |efferto, apparently forgetting his quarrd for aminute, turned to point hisknife at Ruy. "Butt
out, old man, or your businesswill beimitating agutted fish."

Ruy sighed deeply, converting the movement into a smooth draw of asword and dagger. Both of them
very, very sharp and, for dl the golden curlicues about the hilts, very efficient looking. "It may be," he
sad, "that you are skilled enough to gut melike afish.”

There was aflash of ablade through the air between Ruy and the | efferto who had spoken, and Frank
could have sworn Ruy—aman in hisfifties at least—had blurred as he moved. Ruy was back on his
gpot, thetips of his blades rock-steady, before the | efferto yelped and dropped hisknifeto grab his
hand and clutch it in pain. Frank could see blood aready starting to seep between the fingers of the

gripping hand.

"But | doubt it," Ruy continued. "And even if you did, my intended is here. | have been present when she
totally disemboweled aman. And you can see that she has dready been busy today."

Frank looked. Sharon's dress wasn't just in some dark pattern. There were definite bloodstains al down
her front. Frank hoped, fervently, that she'd been rendering emergency medical assistance. Hed heard
what she'd donein Venice, too.

The lefferti clearly got the message. The one Ruy hadn't stabbed in the hand very dowly and carefully
sheathed hisknife. "Signor," he said, "if | have caused offenseto you, | most humbly apologize. | shdl go
elsawhere and await the man with whom | truly do have aquarrd.” With which he went to the door,
giving Ruy and Sharon—especialy Sharon—an ostentatioudy wide berth. The other guy snatched up his
knife and scuttled after him.



Therest of the room let out the breath they had al been holding. It came out as a collective sigh. Ruy
sheathed his dagger, flourished a handkerchief to wipe his sword point and sheathed that weapon aswell.
Frank couldn't help seeing abig, mad, feral tomcat, preening after avictory over some lesser moggy.

"S0," sald Ruy Sanchez, grinning and swaggering in away that Frank thought was indecent in aman older
than hisfather, "who do | haveto kill to get lunch?"

"Man, that's gruesome," Frank said, once Sharon had told the full story of her events of the morning and
gotten on the outside of apizza. Not that the bloodstains down her dress hadn't told atde dl by
themselves. Benito had been sent over to the embassy to get her achange of clothes. While she could get
away with waking around the Borgo filthy with someone else's dried blood, she had to go through a
whole other class of neighborhood to get back to her embassy and the stains would cause comment at
the very leadt.

"It might s0 easily have been worse," Ruy said over hiswineglass. "Fortunately, their commanding officer
was killed quickly, before he could compound hiserrors.”

"Frank," Sharon said, "were you involved?’
Frank shook his head.

Sharon gave him ahard stare for a couple of seconds. "Frank Stone," she said at length, "if | find out that
theré's even the dightest hint of you even stretching the truth on this one—"

Frank held up hishands. "No, scout's honor, | swear. For crying out loud, Ms. Nichols, we'relessthan a
quarter-mile from the Vatican here. It ain't much further to Inquisition headquarters. My record isn't
exactly spotless, but jeez, give me some credit for not being totally retarded, hey?"

Sharon seemed to accept that. "I don't want to see you get in trouble, Frank. Not again. And | don't
want to see you mess things up for anyone else around here, least of al me. I'm supposed to be an
ambassador, and | redlly don't want to have to explain away another seriousincident.”

"Not on my account, you won't,” Frank said. "L ook, we serve medls, we serve drinks. We have a
sngers night every Tuesday, and Dino and Fabrizzio are organizing asoccer league. We're getting afree
school organized. Weve got pamphlets on hygiene, basic medica care and technology aswell as political
affairs—and | make sure to keep those alittle on the vague sde. Stress on Itaian unification, run pretty
lightly when it comesto therole of Vatican."

He decided to leave unsaid the fact that Massmo's pamphletsran alot more toward the inflammatory
sde. Frank didn't write those himsdlf, after al. Nor did he see any point in dwelling on the minor
absurdity involved in stressing Italian unification while not directly attacking the Vatican, seeing as how
Frank knew and the pope knew and three out of four urchinsin the treetsin any townin Italy knew
perfectly well that uniting Italy would require dismantling the Papd States. Lifewasfull of quirks.

Hedidn't think Sharon wasredly fooled by the act. But then, Frank didn't think the pope was,
either—yet; so far at least, Urban V111 had chosen to look the other way. Frank was pretty sure that as
long as he kept the appearance of the Committee of Correspondence in Rome reasonably mild
mannered, Urban would figure that the benefit of having them active in the city outweighed the
disadvantages. That was atactic Mike Stearns had recommended to him, in one of the letters he'd sent
Frank.

... aslong as you don't rile them too much, in ways they can't ignore, it's often handy for an
establishment caught in the middle to have a devil to counter balance the deep blue sea—"deep



blue sea," asin "Spanish Armada.” Just don't be stupidly provocative, and remember that timeis
on our side.

Frank had been much impressed by the letters. Partly, because it had never redlly occurred to him that
somebody like President Stearns actually thought about these things. Mostly, though, smply because
Mike had taken the time to write them in the first place. That was as good areminder as any that "Mr.
Presdent,” under the fancy suit and the dick manners, was undoubtedly the most radical politicianin
Europe. Mike Stearns just wasn't dumb about it, the way Giovannas father and uncle were.

S0, he plowed on stoutly, doing hislevel best to exude the aura of responsible reformer rather than
wild-eyed radical . "When we get a bit of astake together we're going to start acredit union, maybe a
groceries co-op. | know the Inquisition'slooking for any excuseto land on us, and I'm not going to give
‘em one. I've had quite enough timein Inquisition jall cdlsfor onelifetime, thanks."

"Most wise, Sefior Stone," Ruy said, "but you are till at risk. It will be said that you were responsible for
the bravos we saw today."

"l can't much help that,” Frank said. "Thing is, I've spent asmuch time as | can hereabouts making as
many friendsas| can. We get agood crowd in here most of the time. Those two idiots you saw weren't
typica by any means. | reckon we've got a couple of dozen character witnesses any day of the week, if
we need 'em.”

"Not of so much useinapoalitica trid," Ruy said. "But you say you know the Inquisition islooking for an
excuse? How do you know, if | might inquire?’

Frank grinned. "Told you, we've got alot of friends here. One of those friends has arelation who's on the
staff with the Inquisition, aclerk or something, and we get passed awarning. They don't want to do
anything this soon after the pope madeit clear he wanted us|left done. | figure aslong as we keep our
noses reasonably clean, they'll keep their hands off."

Ruy turned to Sharon. "Y ou remarked earlier that we might have been looking at only one end of the
problem? It ismy opinion, my dearest, that young Sefior Stoneis|ooking at the other end, and possibly
aso missing something.”

"Well," said Frank, mildly annoyed that Ruy was talking about him like he wasn't there, "I figure since
lunch is on the house anyway, you might aswdl fill mein onwhat I'm missng, hey? And maybethere's
something I've heard down here on the wrong side of the tracks that you'll find useful.”

Ruy nodded. "An offer most nobly made, Sefior Stone. Perhaps there may be some useful exchangeto
be made. With your leave, Sharon?’

"Unlesstheré's some reason why the Committee can't hel p the USE's intelligence network, go right
ahead, Ruy."

"Thefirg thing," Ruy said, refilling hiswineglass, "isthat | will warn you to be circumspect. It may be that
thiswarning is not needed, for you have aready been the victim of an agent provocateur and seen the
chicanery of atrue master of the art of deception. But | will repest it: spycraft isnot atrade easily or
quickly learnt and you should not attempt more than you are confident iswithin your skills"

"I'd figured as much,” Frank said. "So far it's just been listening to gossip and making sure folks know
therésadrink on the houseiif they've got newsfor us. Nothing much, redly.”

"Mogt wisg, if | may make so bold. However, you will not have heard that Cardina Borja has returned to



Rome?!

"I hadnt,” said Frank, puzzling for amoment to remember who that one was, and then—"Spanish
cardind, right? Hewas at Gdileo'strid. He'san Inquigtor, no?"

"Heisindeed. And he was ordered out of Rome last year but came back. Y our local gossip will not have
heard that heisin hisvillaoutsde Rome recelving agreat many vigitors, including many high-ranking
priests, bishopsand cardinas.

"Y ou got ahandle on what he'sup to?' Frank asked.

"Not asyet," Ruy said, gesturing with hiswineglass. "It may be that the worst he can do isto frustrate and
thwart His Holinessin revenge for the dights he suffered and the See of Rome'srefusal to obstruct Don
Fernando's marriage. That i, as you may imagine, causing congternation among the Catholic powers.”

"I can seethat. But why would he be hiring mobsto cause trouble in the street?

"I'm guessing,” Sharon said, ""because someone didn't want to play bal with him. So he organized that
little party just to let 'em know what's what—and if you guys get blamed after last year's fiasco, so much
the better.”

"Just 0," said Ruy. "'l have agreed, if permission may be obtained from my former master, to look into
the matter as it appears on the streets, as dl our existing sources and spies are concentrated among the
notables and prelates of Rome. So if there is anything you might hear, Frank, about who is hiring mobs,
and on behdf of whom they might be doing it, that information would be most welcome. For our part, it
may well be that we will hear sooner than you might if the Inquisition isin danger of growing apair of
cojones. Y ou might need warning to leave town in ahurry, en?'

Frank nodded. "I'll keep an ear out. Just don't expect anything spectacular, okay? | get what comesin
the door and what Giovanna picks up when she's out buying groceries and such. We're not redly
professiona spies, you know?"'

"True," Ruy nodded. "But on occasion the kind of thing you hear will be of more use than what the
professionas gather. Do not underestimate your worth, Sefior Stone.”

Frank grinned. He could recognize flattery when it came hisway, but since he figured he was getting the
better end of thisded, in the shape of a possible warning if things were going to go horribly wrong, he
didn't mind. A warning, he redlized, he might well need quicker than he would otherwise. Sharon and Ruy
coming in al bloody had clean driven it out of his mind, but now was as good a moment as any to crack
the good news.

"Widl, thanks for the compliments, Sefior Sanchez," he said, "but there's something elseinvolved, another
reason why | can't exactly go haring off being aspy and dl, and why I'veredly, redly got to be careful
about staying out of trouble. Y ou see, I'm going to be adaddy.”

"Bravo!" Ruy beamed, leaning over to clap him on the shoulder. "L et me be the firgt, Sefior Stone, to
wish you every joy of this happy event. But whereisyour beautiful wife? 1, Ruy Sanchez de Casador y
Ortiz, must not be found wanting when thereis alady to be congratulated!”

Sharon was dower off the mark. "Frank . . . | mean, when? How soon? Where's Giovanna?'

"Here, DottoressaNichols," Giovannasaid, coming over with aplate of pastries. | see my husband has
findly remembered that we have some dight newsto tell." She gave Frank afriendly pokeintheribs. "l
think perhaps three months? So six to go.”



"You'relooking well onit," Sharon said. "Any sickness? 'Y ou don't seem to be starting to show yet.”

"No, | seem to belucky with the sckness. | fdt alittleill in the morningsat first, but not recently. Anditis
showing, alittle, but not in thisdress. My tits, though!"

If there was one truly disconcerting thing about having married aworking-class Itdian girl, it wasthe
utterly straightforward way she spoke about—

"—and when Frank tried to squeeze them, | nearly punched him. | think | did deafen him, | screamed.
So tender "

"Wdl, that'snormal," said Sharon.

Frank amogt cringed. Acrossthetable, Ruy shrugged and gave him alook that, in international
cross-time Guy Code said, women, eh?

Giovannanodded. "I thought so, | spoke to some of the other ladies around here. But | would know one
thing, Dottoressa." A note of suspicion crept into her voice. "Frank tells me that the up-time doctors say
that a pregnant woman must have no wine. Isthistrue?' She made it sound like they'd recommended she
stop breething.

"Wdl .. ." Frank guessed immediately that Sharon had run in to this particular piece of stunned disbelief
before. "Strong drink isn't good for your baby, no. On the other hand, there's not much else that's safe to
drink, and adose of flux will be worse. How much do you drink, normaly?"

"Normaly? Watered winewhen | eat. From timeto time, beer.”

"Y ou shouldn't be doing too much harm, then. Try drinking cool boiled water insteed, though, when you
can havethat in place of wine." Sharon pursed her lips amoment, then went on. "If we were somewhere
with agood, clean, water supply, 1'd say leave the wine out altogether, but around here you're probably
better off with winein your water if you can't get boiled. But definitely stay off the grappa, you hear?"

"Yes, Dottoressa," Giovannasaid.

"When you've got amoment, drop by the embassy and I'll give you acheckup. I've usually got some
gparetime in the mornings. Shall we say Friday, about nine? We can arrange regular checkups after that.
Make sure you're coming dong well, and dl."

"I could not impose, Dottoressa.”

Sharon held up ahand. "No, Giovanna, it's not an imposition. I've been meaning to hold some free clinics
anyway, build up some good will. Y ou can be my first patient.”

"If youresure. . ." Frank said, dthough it was purely for form's sake. Despite Giovannasins stence that
she was from tough stock and wouldn't "faint like some usdl ess noblewoman,” he got the cold sweats
sometimes, watching her carry on working. And proper up-time medical care was beyond price, asfar
as hewas concerned. Hed had to live without medica insurance for most of hislife, and had discreetly
found out what doctorsin seventeenth-century Rome charged. The prospect of getting an up-time trained
nurse for free was too good to pass up. And it meant they had aregular contact with the embassy as
wall.

"I'm sure,”" said Sharon, in atone that permitted no further protests.

Just then Benito camein, bregthless. It looked like held run al the way to the other side of town and



back. "Hi Frank, Giovanna, Dottoressa, Sefior Sanchez," he said, trotting up to their table with a parcel
done up in mudin under hisarm. "I got the sgnorasfresh clothes.”

"Thanks, Benito," said Sharon. "Frank, if | can have the use of somewhere to change?!
"Sure. Go out back of the bar and pick aroom. Giovannall give you ahand if you need it."
"Thanks." Sharon got up and left for the back rooms.

"Thedresswasnot dl | got," Benito said. "Seel”

He held out a piece of paper. " Someone gave me aflyer. | couldn't read dl of it, but it lookslike
someone eseis garting a Committee.”

"Thanks, Benito," Frank said, taking the paper. "Whered you get it?'

"Some kid was handing them out on the Via Crescenzio. | took oneas| went past." Benito shrugged. "l
didn't recognize the guy, though. Just some kid, probably handing them out for amouthful of bread.” A
year ago, Benito had been that kid, or very much like him.

Frank nodded. "Thanks again. Go get yoursdlf acold drink, you look like you could useit." AsBenito
excused himself, Frank turned the paper over a couple of times—cheap rag paper, smeary
printing—looked at the text and whistled. Then, grimaced.

Thishad the authentic smdll of Problem. "Well, heresyour firgt piece of intelligence from the Committee,
Sefior Sanchez," he said, handing the handbill over.

Ruy looked at it, holding the paper at arm'slength. "I takeit you did not print this?"

"Nope. Although some of the quotes on there are from Massmo's early stuff. Back before we persuaded
him to toneit down alittle.”

Ruy chuckled, but there wasn't much humor in the sound. "Tell me, Frank, how would you go about
proving you did not print this?'

Frank had been annoyed. Edging toward angry, even. Ruy's question made him redlize that he might
have, al unknowing, ended up in serioustrouble. "My word of honor?" hetried.

Ruy had the grace not to laugh out loud. "That might actudly work, you know. The standards of proof
before the Inquisition are quite high, and they have strong rules of evidence. One of which, das, is putting
you to the question to seeif you stick to your story under threst of torture.”

"Can we complain that someone's passing themsalves off as us? Protest now that that stuff—" Frank
waved his hand at the lesflet, which had taken al of Massmo's more inflammatory stuff and combined
them into one absol ute scorcher of abroadside "—is nothing to do with us?' A thought cameto him.
"Maybe if we demand they do something about these frauds?!

Ruy threw back his head and laughed. "Truly, that would be arare jest! Who knows? It might even
work."

Frank grinned back. "Hey, don't knock it. If it'sdumb but it works, it ain't dumb.” Then he pulled hisface
draight. "Serioudy, Sefior Sanchez, | think the main thing in our favor at the moment isthat we don't have
aprinting pressyet. It'sdueto arrive soon, I'm told, but for the time being all the propagandawe've got is
what we brought with us, and we've had to pay printersto get flyers donefor this place.”



"I hope for your sake you areright, Frank. For now, perhaps you might try an indignant protest to the
authorities. If nothing else, they will not be expecting that. Although whoever produced this aso knows
about the efforts of Messer Marcoli in Venice, and can readily send in afew samplesfor them to
compare with." Ruy's tone was serious, too. It looked like he had recognized some of Massmo's choicer
phrasesright off the bat, which left Frank with the uneasy feding that some bright guy at the Inquisition
could easly do the samething.

Frank nodded, and picked the leaflet back up. "Well, maybe| can talk usout of that Stuation. After al,
this stuff is mixed and matched from alot of different broadsides and pamphlets, you know. If | point out
that whoever prepared this edited it to distort our message, we might be able to get away withiit. |
dunno, though. Massmo's pretty fiery inthe origina Venetian aswel.”

Sharon came back just then. "Ruy, if you guys arefinished, I'd like to get back to the embassy. I've got
some meetingsin the later part of this afternoon, and I'd like to see what we've got on file that we might
have missed about what happened today."

"The most pleasurable of duties calls me away, Sefior Stone," Ruy said, rising to hisfeet. "Perhaps|
might vigt you again in afew days and we can compare notes over aconvivid glass of wine?'

"Sure thing, Sefior Sanchez. Don't be a stranger, by any means.”
"Thanksfor lunch, Frank,” Sharon said. "Comeon, Ruy."

After they had gone, Frank rounded up the others from their various chores. "Guys," he said, "Committee
meeting. We have aproblem.. . ."

Chapter 11

Rome
"Theimmediate problem is Quevedo,” Vitdleschi said.

That, thought Barberini, was the father-genera of the Society of Jesusto thelife. Straight to the point, not
aword wasted. Still, there were drawbacks.

"How is he the problem?’ Barberini asked. Hed heard of Quevedo, of course. The man's poetry was
well worth the reading, if one took the trouble to learn Spanish. And he had a history that was equd parts
pure romance and pure picaresque. The man's capacity for getting involved in the hairiest and most
alarming scrapes Europe had had to offer for the last twenty yearswas, to say the least, prodigious.



"Ha" Viteleschi came as close to laughing as the man ever did. One short, sharp, bark, accompanied by
the flash of a amile breaking through theicy clerica reserve that was the man's defining demeanor. "My
agents have nothing but contempt for the man. Flashy, spectacular, prone to overcomplication, and bent
onintriguefor intrigues sake."

"Well," Barberini said, deciding to offer at least some apologiafor the man, "Heis apoet and philosopher
by trade."

"Philosopher?' His Holinessinterjected, turning away from ashrub just beginning to put forth the first
buds of spring flower. This audience was taking place, as Barberini's uncle, His Holiness Pope Urban
VIII, waswont to have them latdly, in the newly laid gardens of Castel Gandolfo. They were looking alot
less rough-and-ready than they had the year before, that wasfor certain.

"Oh, yes" Barberini said. "Hislatest work is on the proper conduct of Christian monarchs, and most
interegting. If Y our Holiness takes afancy to Spanish poetry | can recommend hiswork in that line as
wdl."

"Chrigtian monarchs, you say?' Vitdleschi said, inamusing tone.
"Indeed.” Barberini wondered what train of thought he had sparked.

"Perhaps, Father-Generd," HisHoliness said, "you would venture to define exactly what the problem
with Quevedo might actudly be?"

Vitdleschi coughed, returning from whatever realm of pure reason he had set out to conquer. "My
gpologies, Y our Holiness. | became momentarily absorbed in aline of reasoning | might develop further
directly. Quevedo has been retained by Borjain furtherance of whatever scheme heis currently engaged
in. Quevedo has areputation, well deserved, for a once being effective in such schemes and also being
prone to provoke absolute chaos. Until today, | considered the most probable aim in Borjas schemesto
be to provoke such chaosin Romein order to prevent any interference by Y our Holinessin HisMost
Catholic Mg esty's schemes for Europe. Thereis aso the interesting datum that Quevedo joined Borjas
serviceimmediatdy after Borjabought off Osunaearlier thisyear. Thereisno discernible connection
between the two events, but the possibility that whatever price Osunareceived included the requirement
that he assst in Borjas schemeis one that deserves consideration. There was some suggestion that after
Quevedo fled Madrid in disgrace some months ago he took service with Osuna, much as he had with
Osunasfather."

Barberini fdt hiseyebrowsraising. Vitdleschi gppeared to be actudly growing loquacious. Clearly, he
was utterly entranced by the problem presenting itself to him. Still, the man was staying somewhat in
character; he had fallen sllent again. His Holiness gppeared content to wait for the next communication
from the deeps that were the leader of the Jesuits, but Barberini could not resist the urge to prod. "And
the Father-Generd has changed his mind because?'

"Y our Eminence reminded me of Quevedo's philosophica treatise. And, necessarily, his other works. |
am reminded that the man focusesin no small measure on Brutus as ameans of examining the proper
duties of ruler and subject.”

HisHoliness eyebrows shot up. "Surely he cannot have been ordered to—"

"I would counsel Y our Holinessto at least consider the possibility.” Even by hisusud standards,
Viteleschi had turned grave.

That earned apapa snort. "I doubt it. We are till receiving protests from Naples over Brancaccio, and



over Naplesfrom Madrid, but no sign of the military action they threstened, for al the movement of
troopsto Naples. And, further, if the man was recommended to Borja by Osuna, we need worry less,
not more. It was to Osuna's advantage that we refused the requests of his Most Catholic Mgjesty last
year."

"Brancaccio is till in Rome?' Barberini asked. Brancaccio had been aNegpolitan cardina, and in one of
the more delicious scandals of the last few years had had to flee across the border to the Papal Statesto
escape the displeasure of the Viceroy of Naples. They had loudly and blusteringly demanded his
extradition, but the See of Rome had flatly refused. So far, nothing had come of it.

"Indeed heis," said Urban, "and mildly embarrassng it is, too. However, handing over cardinalsto
secular princes for judgment is a precedent | do not wish to set. For now, at least, they do no more than
bluster. Reasonably politely, asthese things go. However, Father-Generd, you were suggesting that
Borjamight have turned Brutus?'

"I gpeculate only, Y our Holiness. The most likely course of events remainsthat Borja seeksto disrupt the
business of the See of Rome. Y our Holiness will recdl that Spain was most displeased that you stated
that you wereto take no further part in secular disputesin the Germanies. Since Olivaresis sufficiently
smpleminded to reason that he who is not with hisking isagaingt him, disruption of anything you might do
in support of Protestant armsin those warswill be an obvious maneuver for him.”

"But you gtill think thereisarisk to Our person?”
"Inevitably. Y our Holiness would not be the first pope to be arrested or even assassinated.”

Barberini coughed politely. "If | might suggest that there isno need to plan againgt one eventudity
exclusvely?Y our Holiness has guards, after dl.”

"Indeed,” said Urban, beaming at Barberini as at a bright schoolboy who had mastered abasic point.
"Not al assassination plots are as feeble-witted as Camillo's."

"Indeed not," Barberini agreed. Camillo had tried to kill the pope with sympathetic magic, sticking pins
into adoll. He had been tried and found guilty and thoroughly laughed at.

"Thereismore, however," Vitelleschi said. "The Committee of Correspondence has become activein
Rome. Quevedo isusing them."

Barberini had heard about that, and could not suppress a chuckle. "' So that was Quevedo?' Barberini
was, technicaly, an Inquisition cardinal these days, and so received reports. " That young revolutionary
whom Y our Holiness ordered me to marry off to hisinamorata was most incensed about the false
broadsides that have begun to circulatein Rome. He had to be escorted out of San Mateo, | understand.
He demanded an investigation and the perpetrators be punished. It, ah, was what brought those
broadsdesto the Holy Office's attention in thefirst place. Thereis some confusion asaresult.”

"Ha" Vitelleschi laughed for the second time in that meeting. Barberini began to wonder if the old Jesuit
was not becoming addled in his old age: the man appeared to be in danger of developing a sense of
humor. "Indeed it was Quevedo,” he went on. "The printer he went to is one of our informants.”

"And the substance of the printing?' Urban asked.

"A pastiche of revolutionary propaganda, anticlerica and rabble-rousing. Of a piece with the mobs he
has been organizing, to whom his agents have claimed to represent the Committee,” Vitelleschi answered.

"Evenif it wasthe Committee," Urban said, "I doubt We have anything to fear from that direction. | have



met most of them, and they seem quite ineffectud.”

Barberini could see whereit was going, however. "I would predict, Y our Holiness, that within afew days
Borjastame preacherswill be viewing dl thiswith darm from Rome's pulpits. It would not be thefirst
time that more nefarious e ements have used the Committees of Correspondence as a cat's-paw.”

"My assessment ds0,” said Vitelleschi. "However, dmost certainly apure distraction.”

"How s0?' Barberini asked. It had certainly seemed to him, and to his staff, that an accusation that the
pontiff was not in control of Rome would be aserious stick with which to beet on His Holiness.
Whatever could be turned to reducing the esteem in which the pope was held would be of useto Borja,
if hetruly wanted to cripple the papacy for atime, or even pending anew incumbent.

"While atention is e sewhere, more ussful measureswill be taken. It might also be of usein securing
wavering cardinalsin avotein consgory.”

"Y et His Holiness may override consistory votes—" Barberini began.

"Not without political costs, my dear nephew,” Urban said. "It isaready said that | am anepotist and a
bloodsucker. If it were added that | am atyrant <o, | should cometo find it difficult to have my orders
carried out. | have spent much of my politica capital in this past year, | must needs husband what | have
most carefully. Father-Generd," he said, turning to Vitelleschi, "thereisa service which | would have the
Societas Jesu perform for me."

"Your Holiness," Vitdleschi nodded.

"I need travel arrangementsin hand, discreetly as may be, for every sympathetic cardina within two
weeks travel of Rome, and men on hand to get them here at the highest speed possible. | think | should
liketo force avotein consstory and demondtrate | still have aclear mgority of opinion in my pocket."

"Asyouwish, Your Holiness."

"It only remainsto determine the issue. And to ensure that we have amégjority on the day of the vote. |
think we can summon amgjority, yes?' Urban sat down on a stone bench.

Vitelleschi pondered amoment. "Even with the Spanish cardinds al cometo Rome, Y our Holiness, it
can be done. Unfortunately, severa of your partisans are outside Itay at thistime, soit will beaclose
vote"

"The Borghese," Barberini said.
"Indeed,” said Vitdleschi.

"Wewill have trouble wooing them away from the Spanish party if they have dready defected,” Urban
said. "Thereisno love lost between Borghese and Barberini. One wonders whether Borja has promised

them anything?'

"1 have no information on theat matter, Y our Holiness" said Vitelleschi.

"Any intelligence you can develop will be warmly received, Fether-Generd ."
"No effort will be spared.”

There were occasonswhen Vitelleschi outright frightened Barberini. Somehow, asmple promise of
diligence gave him theimpression of cardinas hauled in to lightless rooms and the truth besten out of



them. Of course, the society was—usualy—alittle more refined than that. I note,” Barberini said when
the shudder had passed, "that the esteemed ambassador from the United States of Europe was present
for one of theincidentsin the last week."

"At Monsgnor Grazzi'slodgings? Y es, shewas. Witnesses spoke warmly of her care for the wounded.
Mogt warmly."

"Grazzi isone of yours, | recdl," said Barberini.

"Indeed. Cardinal Borjaisnot well disposed toward melately. Or any Jesuit.” Vitelleschi's tone made
Barberini wonder whether Borjawas not biting off more than he could chew. More than one cardinal
thought the Jesuits over-mighty, and the fear that motivated those thoughts—and the occasiond calsfor
suppression of the order—was well founded. There were limitsto Jesuit influence, but within those limits
no painswere spared if the father-general gave orders. "1 note that he has not ordered action taken
againg any USE interest in Rome, however."

"An attempt to divert suspicion?’ Urban said from his sedt.

"Indeed, abeait only in the minds of the common people. Those of uswith accessto proper intelligence
have quite current knowledge of where Quevedo isand what heisdoing,” Vitelleschi said.

"But no clue asto hisultimate god?' Barberini asked.

"No. Quevedo and Borjasurely know that there are very few secretsin thiscity, and keep their own
counsel about what their ends might be. It must be soon, however. Troop movements to Naples appear
to be nearing completion. My most recent intelligence in that matter istwo weeksold."

"Troops?' Urban asked.

"Troops, Y our Holiness," Barberini said. "It, d ong with the movements of dl of Spain's senior
churchmen, wasthe first clue we had that the game was afoot. Our initial speculation wasthat it was
smply ameasure to crush unrest. Then, the numbers rose beyond any reasonable need for such, and we
received reports that troops were being positioned for amovement againgt France, the movementsto
Naplesbeing largely a sdeshow. However, movements to Naples have gone beyond what might merely
be overspill from winter quartering in Northern Italy. They mean, | most respectfully suggest, to threaten
the Papa States."

Vitdleschi nodded. "Againg that andysisisthe fact that everything to our north isfully marshded aswell,
and spending on condottieri has been liberd in that quarter. It may be that the movement in
contemplation isssimply too large to be mustered wholly in Milan and Genoa. It may dso bethat Smilar
concentrations are occurring on France's southern borders.”

"If my nephew is correct, why the effortsin Romeitself? No amount of political maneuvering will serve
half sowell asatercioin St. Peter's square.”

"With the greatest of respect to His Eminence," said Vitdleschi, and to Barberini's mild surprise he spoke
the formula as though he actualy meant it, "1 incline to the view that the political maneuveringin Romeis
evidencethat an invasionisnot intended, a least in the short to medium term. Againgt that, one might
suppose that disorder in Rome could be taken as a pretext for invasion, but such would take
considerably longer at the present rate of Quevedo's operations than that number of troops can be
quartered in readiness.”

"And if your various sources are missing something?' Urban asked.



"Then thereisarisk of invasion. The best estimates of my brethren are that any such invasion would take
place at the earliest next year, once the businessin Franceiswell in hand, using some reserve of troops
retained from thislarger movement.”

Barberini redized that he and his own staff had been over these points before. "Could it be that we are
smply not seeing what is here because we think the idea of Borjatrying to depose HisHolinessis
unthinkable even for the likes of that man?’

"Possble." Vitelleschi barked the word out. "But unlikely."

"Even with Quevedo assisting Borja?' Barberini pressed. "The manisfond of high-stakes games. Hewas
a Venice, remember.”

"My dear nephew," said His Holiness, "remember that Romeisnot Venice. Thisgameisnot for the
rulership of one merchant state, however rich. We dready hear that Our new insstence on neutrality in
secular disputes has troubled the consciences of some of the Habsburgs adherents. How much more
troubled will their consciences beif Spain places an antipope on Our throne? Or worse, deposes Us by
force?"

"Counterproductive,” Vitelleschi added in areturn to laconic form. "Olivares knowsthis."

"It would not be thefirst time that Borjawent beyond his orders.” Barberini remembered Borjas last
appearance at consstory. The king of Spain had had to send a persond Ietter of gpology.

"That gpology wasfor form's sake," Vitdleschi said. "Borjadid his master's bidding, depend oniit.”
"If only we could be surewho his master wasin this matter."

His Haliness chuckled. "If only we could remind him who hismaster truly is." He dapped histhigh. "But
we are distracted. The ambassador from the United States. My esteemed nephew raised her presencein
al thisafew moments ago. Pray continue, Antonio."

Barberini said "l did?" And then, recovering atrain of thought abandoned moments before, "I did. Yes. |
think the presence of that embassy, and the prospect of its reception by Y our Holiness beyond the
formality of her presenting her credentias, may do much to exacerbate matters. The Spanish have had
many smartsto their pride inflicted by that new nation, | fear, and the novety of their waysisatheme
which recursin much of what they are saying. More than one of my acquaintances has been invited to
sup with one Spanish churchman or another and dl have mentioned this."

"I have noted it dso," Vitelleschi said. "Has your Holiness secretary of state fixed adate for ameeting
with the dottoressa?*

"As| am sure the Father-Genera isaware, thereis no meeting currently planned.” Urban smiled to show
he did not disapprove of Vitdleschi'samost certain knowledge of the matter through unofficia channds.
"Assorted clerks and functionaries have met, you understand, and | believe that the United States is most
graciousin recognizing that it would be politicaly inconvenient for thetime being for thereto be
discussions as between heads of state. Theimpression | gather isthat they fedl that what has been done
to their advantage thus far is quite sufficient, and they are not such ingrates asto pressfor more.”

Barberini nodded. "Does Y our Holiness want me to make any kind of contact? My youth and
inexperience and reputation for flightiness have proven vauable in such contexts before.”

Both his uncle and the father-genera frowned and looked at each other. Barberini could almost hear the
churning of ideas, sense the crackle of intellectsthat routingly thought four, five and six moves ahead.



One day, hethought, | shall have to play at this same table. It was adaunting thought.

After awhile, His Holiness nodded. "Make no business contact,” he said. "I am sure, however, that there
areinnovationsin the artsin Thuringiathese days. By dl means, receive Her Excellency and see what
luminariesyou can patronize.”

Barberini nodded. "There are occasions, Y our Holiness, when areputation for interior design is of great
advantage.”

"Interior desgn?' Vitdleschi asked, clearly able to understand the individuad words but not knowing what
the phrase Sgnified.

"An expression for al the arts of beauttification of indoor places,” Barberini said. "Brought to our times by
the Americans. Y ou see, | have already been in correspondence with acquaintances of Cardinal Mazzare
for the very purpose His Holiness suggested.”

"Ah," Vitdleschi said, understianding immediately.

"Although,” Barberini went on, "1 am less than impressed with their Martha Stewart.”

Chapter 12

Naples

Don Vincente found himsdf missing his company's pikes and halberds sorely. The newfangled bayonets
that had been promised, the onesthat did not plug the muskets, had smply not been provided; the output
of the Toledo factory had gone to the units heading directly for France first. Many of the men had knives
or short swords or other close weapons, but they were going to be of limited use.

The crowd that gethered in the piazza whatever—Don Vincente hadn't been here long enough to learn

the names, athough he could find hisway about—was certainly excitable and unruly but those present

werent actudly rioting yet. A firm and resol ute advance with cold sted would dampen their enthusiasm
without anyone getting hurt. And people getting hurt would be sure to make the next mob thet little bit

angrier and harder for him, Don Vincente, to ded with.

He swore under his breath.
"The men areforming up, Don Vincente," Ezquerrasaid, quietly, from behind him.

"I could wish we did not have to open fire," Don Vincente said, just as quietly. There had been trouble



before thisin Naples, but now it was Don Vincente's company's turn. He wondered if any of the other
captains had had to lead a musket-only company against people expressing their anger? Probably not, or
the grapevine that Ezquerra seemed to be at the root of would have carried the news to him already.
There were agitators galore dl over the kingdom of Naples, and they werethick aslicein the city of
Naplesitself. The place was as ready to explode as Vesuvius, whose glow lit the night sky outside Don
Vincentée's billet window.

If there were anything that might be called amassacre, they would have word of it to every corner of the
kingdom faster than lightning. And Don Vincentetruly, truly did not want to spend the next few years of
his career acting asaglorified constableif the trouble flared up. If nothing e se, the opportunitiesfor loot
would beterrible. "Go and bring the men up, Sergeant. We should get this over with.”

Ezquerra nodded and ambled off to carry out the order. Doubtless he would break into ajog the
moment he was certain his captain's back was turned.

Don Vincente had |eft the company alittle way back down the street and come ahead alone to assessthe
Stuation. There were perhaps four or five hundred people, mostly men of the rougher sort, gathered in
the piazza and shouting dogans. There were afew women, possibly whoreslooking for business, but
Don Vincente did not know what Naples required dress for such women was. Don Vincente's command
of Italian—a necessity for any professond soldier—did not include much intheway of theloca diaect
of the language beyond what he needed to order servants about and other small matters. However, the
tone was clear enough. These people were unhappy about something, and were demanding to know
what the officids and notablesin the huge and gaudy confection of abuilding in front of them were going
to do about it.

"Disgudting,” came aprissy and dightly sibilant voice, and Don Vincente's heart sank.

"Indeed, Father Gonzalez," he said, as smoothly as he could manage, mentaly adding the words"you
pious prick" as he did to everything he said to the man. After trying to police the moras of the soldiers,
Gonzaez had returned to his campaign to find evidence of secret Jewry among the soldiers. Thusfar, he
had managed to completely missthe two actua Jewish veteransin the company. Their comrades had
covered for them completely, and in any event the pair of them were sufficiently unobservant of their
religion that a hypothetical Jewish Inquisition would probably suspect them of being secret Christians.
Hed also ignored the openly Jewish surgeon who accompanied the tercio. He had, instead, given Don
Vincente himsdf ahard time over deeping late the Saturday after their two weeks of enforced training
had ended.

Apparently, not working on a Saturday was evidence of asecret conversion to Judaism, Don Vincente's
certificate of limpieza notwithstanding, and not smply the consequence of having indulged alittle too
heavily with hisfellow officersat asmdl party the night before. Fortunately, the other two inquisitorswho
were assigned to the tercio seemed to didike Gonzalez just as much as everyone else did, and had
smirked and overruled him when Don Vincente had sent runnersto them to come at their earliest
convenience and pointedly esten alarge portion of the loca hamin front of them. Also fortunately, all
three inquisitors had been out of sight when thethick, rich, salty fat on the ham—which ordinarily Don
Vincente was rather partial to—had hit his ssomach. When this mixed with the remains of the previous
night's drinking, he had become copioudy ill. The experience had not made him any better disposed
toward the good father.

"—and, of course, you will open fireimmediately to suppressthis ungodly disorder.” Don Vincente
redlized that the memory of throwing up an otherwise perfectly good portion of ham had distracted him
from whatever the obnoxious priest was bleating about thistime.



"| shdl, of course, take dl proper military measures, Father Gonzalez,” Don Vincente said as smoothly as
he could manage. "And now if you would be so good asto retire, | believe my men are commencing to
advance."

"l am not afraid to bein the forefront of God's work against those stirred to impious revolt by—"

"Indeed not, Father Gonzalez," Don Vincente interrupted, over the sound of his men's booted feet and of
shouldered muskets clanging on gorgets, "and if my words have suggested as much then |, Don Vincente
Jose-Maria Castro y Papas most humbly gpologize. But the good father is standing in the way of what
will likely be my men'sfirg volley of musket fire."

"Ah." Gonzalez tried to scurry to the rear without appearing to hurry.

Don Vincente savagely suppressed the wish that he could have left Gonzalez directly in front of ahundred
soldierswith loaded muskets while he gave the order to fire. Certainly, the sight of aninquisitor being
riddled with bullets would have placated the crowd like little e se; the Holy Office was no more popular
in ltaly than it wasin Spain. But the wretched man's death would doubtless have created yet more
paperwork. Don Vincente sighed, and turned to watch his men approach along the street from where he
had had them form up out of sight of the crowd. " Sergeant,” he caled. " Are the men loaded?"

"They are, Captain," Ezquerracdled back.
"Musician!" Ezquerracdled, "A march, if you please”

Diaz, the company's trumpeter, and the drummer boys struck up something suitably martid, and the
men's pace quickened as they approached where Don Vincente was waiting. The company standard was
drooping in the airless spring sunshine, but otherwise the company made afine sight asthey camein sight
of the crowd. The music got their attention and there were anumber of faces turned away from the
building they were protesting outside, which Don Vincente vaguely recognized as the paace of someone
in the city'sadministration, rather than that of the viceroy. It was good to see that the crowd had noticed
the company early, asit would give them more timeto think.

As, indeed, Don Vincente had taken timeto think. " Sergeant Ezquerra," he called. "Extend to line of four
ranks."

Ezquerragave his captain an odd ook, as did Lieutenant Rojas as he came from his proper positionin
the rear of the company. Six ranks was considered to be the shallowest that gunners could be ranked,
giving each rank time to reload while the otherstook their turn to shoot. Don Vincente knew that he was
taking a chance, but he suspected that rel oading would not be an issue today. In any event with the new
light muskets and the drill he had had the men engage in, he was seeing nearly two shots a minute from
many of hismen, and three shots every two minutesfrom dl of them. Despite the doubt written in their
faces, Ezquerraand Rojas began ordering the men into the required ranks as they fanned out in to the
piazza

"Front rank, level armdl" Ezquerra bellowed, not waiting for the order. Don Vincente stole aglance, and
saw that true to form the man was leaning on his halberd even as he readied the men for action. To the
company's front, no more than thirty yards away, the nearest members of the crowd had shifted from
stupefied curiosity at the interruption to their afternoon's entertainment sounding off at their city's notables,
and were now looking nervous. More than nervous, in fact.

Don Vincente crossed himself, kissed the rosary he wore at his belt, and offered asilent prayer that the
threat would be enough. Honorable deeds on the field of battle were dl very well, and there was oot to
hope for there besides. Giving fire, twenty-five muskets a atime, into apiazza crowded with civilians,



was most definitely not what he had followed His Most Catholic Maesty's colorsfor.
"Why do you not give the order to fire?" The voice came from behind him. Gonzalez had come back.

He paused a moment before turning to address the pompous little—most holy inquisitor . "Because,
good Father, we must permit some little time for the crowd to redlize the error of their ways and repent.”

He hoped that putting it that way would get the wretched priest off his back. For aman supposedly
forbidden the profession of arms, Father Gonzalez was a bloodthirsty little bastard. And doubtlesshe
was abastard in dl waysthat counted. Not even the most loving of mothers would wish to be associated
with the squinty-eyed little runt. The man managed to be as scrawny as agypsy's donkey while il
having the piggy little eyes and puffy face of aglutton long since run to seed. Those eyes were unsettlingly
closetogether and the straggly hair around the priestly tonsure made the effect more that of arabid
polecat than anything which might one day be something as useful asaham.

Don Vincente's belly rumbled at the thought of ham. Thisfiasco had come hard on the heels of morning
drill and he, and dl hismen, were missing lunch.

Gonza ez appeared to consder Don Vincente's words for amoment. While the crab-ridden priest was
dithering, Don Vincente decided to dispense with good manners and returned hisregard to the crowd.
Theinitid shuffle awvay from the soldiers had ended with the near edge of the crowd some ten yards
farther away, at the edge of practica musket range dthough the ballswould still have killing force at that
distance. There was an ugly murmur now coming from them instead of the roar of protest they had been
making before.

The near edge of the crowd seemed to roil like asmmering stockpot asthe fainter spiritsretired into the
safety of numbers and the bolder souls came forward to glare at the soldiers. Some of them looked like
they were weighing the odds, and Don Vincente hoped hell there weren't enough experienced soldiers
among them to come to the correct conclusion. Outnumbering the soldiers who faced them more than
four to one, if the crowd charged with any red spirit, they would run over the company like awave over
beach sand, with only afew losses. Don Vincente began to regret that he had been so vigorousin
arranging that his men should drill and train. Had he not been in possession of the only company mustered
and equipped today, he might have escaped having to do this. And therisk of seeing his command come
to amessy end.

Movement beside him caught his eye. When he saw what it was, he groaned aloud. Gonzalez was
griding forward, in that stupid ass-out, leaning forward waddle he had among his only-dightly-less
irritating characteristics, and hectoring the crowd. Worse, the man wasn't even bothering to address them
inther native tongue, but was haranguing them in Spanish.

Another groan, this one very loud and thegtrica, came from Sergeant Ezquerra.

As Gonza ez was winding up to "—and there is a place gppointed for you, a place of torment and, and,
and"—and otherwise becoming too excited to speak properly, Don Vincente redlized that he had to act
quickly. If he held fire to keep the odious little ti—the most holy inquisitor from getting hurt, hewould
give the more militant members of the crowd ample time to overrun his company and then dismember the
inquisitor at their leisure, proving that it was an ill wind that blew no one any good. Don Vincente
considered smply drawing his pistol and shooting the man down in mid expostulation, but even though
that would save his men from the suggestion that they had killed the priest, it would not solve the current
problem. There was nothing esefor it.

"Lieutenant! Be ready to give the command for afront rank volley," he shouted, and sirode out to grab
the ranting idiot and haul him bodily out of the line of fire.



"And did not Saint Paul ssy—what?" Gonzalez hated in mid-diatribe as Don Vincente seized him by the
shoulder.

"Timeto go, Father." Don Vincente was unable to keep the nasty tone out of hisvoice. "My men are
about to begin shooting.”

"They are?' Father Gonzalez |ooked around. "They are." He turned his back on the crowd. "Asyou can
see, Captain, there was no point waiting. They have not dispersed, no matter the exhortation. Too

deepedin Sn."

Don Vincente took Gonzaez by the elbow and began to lead him to one sde, much as one would an
elderly and rather confused relative. The crowd was il tense, not coming closer to the guns, but the
nearer members were watching them intently. Don Vincente could smell the crowd, the unwashed
clothes, the smells of chegp cooking and chegper drink and the nervous sweet of people who have
redlized that the Situation has escalated. More than one had abillet of wood, aknife, or some other
smple wesgpon. Quite enough to deal with acompany of musketeers at three or four to one odds.

The front rows of the crowd now consisted entirely of men, the women having filtered away to the back.
That would be aload off the conscience, at least. There was preciouslittle to be proud of in firing into a
crowd of civilians, but at least there would be no women hurt.

He got Father Gonzalez back to the edge of the square. It was a standoff, now. The crowd was hushed
and murmuring their discontent. There was no movement toward his men, but likewise no movement to
disperse. Had there been just one more company, preferably apike company, present to ass<, there
would be no problem. A volley into the air, and the pikes would advance and the crowd would have to
run away. A volley into the air now would achieve nothing. A few faint heartswould run, but the rest
would know that that meant a quarter of the musketeers were unloaded.

Something was needed to bresk the moment. Don Vincente very dowly and ddliberately drew his saber,
and held it, low and loose by hisside. Severa of the peoplein the crowd were watching him, not the
musketeers. He began looking for eye contact, staring hard at each manin turn.

Suddenly, with hardly even time for the eye to register it, there was a surge from behind the crowd. Some
of the men at the front nearest Don Vincente staggered forward afew paces as the people behind pushed
into them, but did not come any closer than that. Some of them were nervoudy |ooking behind them, and
those not directly in the front row were facing away from the musketeers and craning their necks, some
on tiptoes, to see what was going on.

"Captain?' Lieutenant Rojas called.

"A moment!" Don Vincente cdled back. He could just about see over the heads of the crowd and—yes!
there seemed to be some mounted troops. There were some local mercenaries who were acavary outfit
who might well have been turned out aswell for this business, Don Vincente did not recal hearing of any
Spanish cavdry arriving in Naples. There was no sound of screaming, yet. If the moment wasto be
broken, now wasthetime. "Lieutenant! Prepareto fire!"

The front rank of musketeers|eveled their weaponsin cadence with the shouted commands of the cabos.
They awaited Don Vincente's command.

Lord God Almighty, forgive me this—

Behind the crowd, the cavdry were forcing their way into the square. They seemed to be just using the
weight of their horses, but the sounds of shouting could be heard, and it was surely only amatter of time



before someone was hurt. Don Vincente raised his sword, the reflection from the blade scattering sunlight
across the faces of the crowd. One or two of them flinched.

He dared to breathe again after amoment, when some of the crowd began filtering away. Between the
musketeers here and the cavary there, many of the Neapolitans present were beginning to fed less
enthusiastic about protest than they had only afew minutes ago. And there were severa routes out of the
square, none of which were blocked.

And then the screams started. Oh, shit—the thought was followed swiftly by the redlization that the
crowd was about to surge toward his men. Without taking further thought, he flashed his sword down.

Asthe powder-smoke and ball belched out and the crowd began faling and dying and milling and
running and trampling its weeker members underfoot, Don Vincente looked on, numbly listening to his
NCOs and Lieutenant Rojas barking the ordersfor the continuing volleys that flayed and hammered the
nearest face of the crowd and drove the survivors away to the other exits. He told himself, over and
over, that it had been the only action he could take. That not to act would have seen al his men dead.
That the cavalry had been sent to the other side of the square had been sheerest bad luck. That surely it
had been the hand of the Devil that caused some poor soul to be trampled by ahorse at just thet
moment.

It was over in minutes. Any thought the crowd might have had of escaping through Don Vincente's
company died under the constant hail of bullets, each volley more ragged than the last as men reloaded at
different rates. Any thought that they might have ressted died as the cavalry brought their sabersinto
play. Some few might have had the courage and the will to stand, but they were tossed on a storm of
panic. The shooting had prevented them acting as a coherent mob, and had turned them into a crowd of
frightened individuals. An ounce of leadership and they would have torn the soldiers apart, but that ounce
waslacking.

When the crowd had cleared, the ground was littered with bodies. Don Vincente's men had, between
them, discharged perhaps three hundred rounds. Many—most, even—would have done little damage.
Missed, or done no more than cause amild scratch. Of the onesthat remained, amusket bal two-thirds
of aninch widedid terrible injury to flesh. The cavary had accounted for far fewer, the horsemen being
limited to what was within reach of their arms. But for those first few seconds, thefirgt fifty or so bullets,
the crowd had been packed tight together, twenty yards away at their nearest. And at that range, a
musket ball is accurate and deadly. Some would have wounded two or more. There was aring of bodies
around Don Vincente, and al of them seemed to accuse him of murder.

"Most commendable,”" Father Gonzaes said, a note of warm approvd in hisvoice.

Sowly, carefully, not making any sudden movements, Don Vincente Jose-Maria Castro y Papas
sheethed his sword without turning on the priest and hacking him into bloody hunks of tainted flesh. It
was, hefound, the hardest thing he had ever donein hislife.



PART THREE

April 1635

Chapter 13

Rome

The mid-morning sun was making the paperwork on Sharon's desk glow in away that was getting close
to inducing eyestrain. Most of it was tedious stuff, but while she would have been happy to delegate,
Adolf was not very good at accepting delegation. Preparing drafts for her approval or signature was as
close ashe was prepared to get. She wondered whether she should just start Signing things without
reading them—approvals of accounts, bread-and-butter correspondence with the embassy's suppliers
and responses to invitations. Nothing earth-shattering. That gave her adightly guilty start, though, and to
befair to her chief of staff he did manage to whittle the admin down to, on the worst days, about an hour.
She sighed, and reflected that if sheld ever actualy quaified as anurse back up-time she'd have had
more paperwork than thisto reckon with.

The state papers, the copies of the intelligence briefingsthat had comein viaradio over night and from
the few USE agentsin Rome who actually reported direct to the embassy viavarious channels, had been
brief today. The twenty minutes of interest they generated hadn't been enough to sustain Sharon through
an uncommonly large stack of, well, crap.

There had been a couple more near-riots. Nasty things were being said in Rome's tavernas about the
way that second one had been handled. More than one informant had heard rumors that the daughter
had been deliberate, rather than the result of outrageous stupidity.

And rent-a-mobs were turning up elsewhere as well. Information on those was sarting to tricklein as
well, and whoever was organizing them—three different descriptions so faa—was claiming to be either
with the Committee of Correspondence or the Sons of Joe Buckley, agroup apparently devoted to
avenging Buckley's desth at the hands of the Inquisition. That had caused Sharon amoment of grim
amusement. The man who had amost certainly murdered poor Joe had, at the time, been amember in
good standing of the Venice Committee of Correspondence. If they wereared group—and so far no
one could say for certain that there wasn't agenuine protest or two happening among the hired
demondtrations—then they were wildly misguided.

And, of course, the references to the Committee were bringing exasperated notes from Magdeburg,
notes that had Don Francisco's style all over them. Sharon had sent back that she had Frank's personal
assurance that he had nothing to do with the disturbances. Even if Frank had wanted to engage in that



kind of shenanigans, he didn't have the cash, with his restaurant-cum-socia club not yet breaking even,
let done turning a profit. Whoever was running these sideshows was spending money like water to get
groups of severa dozen out to each event, gathered in knots of half adozen or so from across Rome.
That suggested that there were whole teams of agitators at work, athough there would be bound to be a
few genuindy aggrieved folksjoining in the fun by now.

Sheredized with aguilty start that she was woolgathering, and not getting through the day's paperwork.
Shewasjus Sgning thelast letter when Ruy camein, not bothering to knock, and grinning with hisusud
swagger. Hewas, of course, indecently cheerful inthe mornings, aert before hisfirst coffee and usualy
up an hour before Sharon to perform avigorous workout with the Marinesin the embassy's balroom. He
was more-or-lessfully recovered from the surgery Sharon had performed on him the year before, and
determined to get, and stay, in shape. As his doctor, Sharon wholeheartedly approved, of course. And
as an unexpected benefit, he was taking the embassy's Marine guard in sword drill, being as proficient
with the saber as he waswith hisusud rapier. The sght of fit soldiersin their twenties emerging red-faced
and blowing from atraining session with aman old enough to be their father was entertainment al by
itself, and gpparently Ruy rdished it.

"Good training sesson, you old goat?

Ruy stroked his mustachios. "Excellent. The woeful lack of stamina of the youth of today was once again
made manifest to my entire satisfaction. Although | will say that one or two of them show promising Sgns
of future accomplishment in la destreza, Sharon. The Scots and Germans are hardy and courageous
breeds. Once schooled in finesse and good footwork they have every promise of being fine swordsmen.

| declare mysdlf pleased with my new pupils.”

"Well, try not to break any of them whileyou doit. | have enough paperwork asitis," she said, ringing
the bell on her desk. Adolf camein and took the finished work away for dispatch to its various
destinations, and reminded her she had an appointment with representatives of Rome's College of
Physcians later that afternoon.

"Anything in particular you wanted to talk about, Ruy?*' she said, stretching in her chair now that Adolf
had gone.

"Indeed, Dofla Ambassadora.” Ruy's face was still cheerful, but he had assumed a position of attention
by her desk. She noticed he had aletter in his hand.

She sat up straight. "In my officia capacity’? And you're carrying aletter? May | presume you've heard
from Alfonso?'

"I have, indeed. His response was as we both predicted, once one disregards the feeble attempts at wit
and pdlid attempts at invective and sarcasm.”

Sharon raised an eyebrow. Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz had served many years asfirst retainer to
the marquis of Bedmar, and later as gentiluomo to the cardinal Bedmar. Sheld seen the close relationship
the two had, marked asit was by constant mockery and barbed insults, while Ruy had first been
convalescing under her carein Venice. "l seemto recall acertain short fat cardinal who gave as good as
he got from a certain uppity Catdan ruffian,” she sad.

"Faugh,” Ruy waved the criticism away. "What can awoman know of such manly pursuits as persiflage
and insult? Besides, thefellow is Andalusian, so what can he possibly know of proper wordplay? The
import of his message isthat he bids me remain in touch, but recognizes that a man should be with his
wife and being there, make himself useful. Once we disregard the vile clumny that | never made myself
useful in hisservice, it seems uncommonly graciousfor the canting little bullfrog.”



"Misshim, don't you?" Sharon redlized she was getting quite good at seeing through the front Ruy kept
up.

He sghed. "Indeed | do. It takes years of friendship to learn what an insufferable, gluttonous prick
Alfonso can be. But the winds of war and the tides of politics mean we must needsinsult each other at
one remove for the nonce. Somehow, it is not the same." Another sigh.

"Y ou think helll be able to come to the wedding? Only we're going to need a—"

"No!" Ruy roared, clapping ahand to hisforehead and crumpling the letter in hishand. "' A thousand times
no! I, Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz, would sooner dit my own throat than hand Alfonso that much
ammunition. Not al the torments of dl the snnersin Hell would match the insufferability of that pompous
buffoon if | once let him perform the sacrament of marriage over me. | say again, No! And thrice! No!"

"So that's settled, then," Sharon said. "I'll write and ask him if he can attend and officiate.”

Ruy collapsed into achair. "Doomed! | am doomed! Twenty years and more | have had the upper
hand! Undone by awoman! It isto weep for the glory that will belost!" He made asif to rend his
clothes.

Sharon lost it, badly. It was aminute or more before she stopped laughing, not helped, in any way, by
Ruy reinforcing success with yet more weeping, wailing and gnashing of teeth.

When she'd gotten control, she asked, " So, did you make a head start on your new job?' This, she
thought, would be interesting. Europe in the seventeenth century was full of spymeasters and intelligence
chiefs, most of them very, very good at their jobs. One of the things the modern age had got in hand very
early on was skullduggery.

It waslikeflipping aswitch. Ruy was suddenly dl business. "Alas, Y our Excellency Dofia
Ambassadora’'—he clearly had the thing neatly compartmentaized in hismind—"1 have little progressto
report. | beg your forgivenessin this matter, and would say thet it is as yet early and my ability to passfor
an Italianisnot greset. | inevitably hear the story that the people tell aman from out of town. Thusfar, my
reasoning isthat we are dealing with someone who istrying to provoke civil disorder. Romeisnot
entirdly ripefor such, but there are dways afew layabouts who can be paid to make small mischiefs.
Whoever isdoing this declares his dlegiance openly, at least, by masquerading as the Committee of
Correspondence. All | know of them isthat there are at |east four men involved, and that they recruit
their idlers and vagabonds around the Borgo and other low nelghborhoods, such asthe Ripetto. | mean
to go there on the morrow, and see for mysdlf.”

"Won't you be recognized?' Sharon asked.

"Almogt certainly,” Ruy said, smiling. "And if | am recognized by the perpetrators, it isthe most certain
proof that Borjaisresponsible.

"Y ou suspect Borja?"!

"Naturaly. He has motive and is close by Rome. Don Francisco's analysis was most cogent, Doria. |
would aso add that the most recent disturbance was outside the premises of the Lyncaean Indtitute,
which aso tendsto suggest Borja. He was, after all, most embarrassed by the Galileo affair, and as such
would want to see everything associated with the man harmed by thistrouble heis causing. The only such
target within reach isthe college of natura philosophersthat Gdileo helped found. The evidence is most
compelling, and | expect to find only confirmation tomorrow, not surprises.”



"W, don't provoke anything worse than what's happening. | want to get approva from Magdeburg
beforewe act, if it turns out we can do anything.”

Ruy frowned. "If we are not directly at risk—and | think Borjais not so great afool asto attack an
embassy directly—what ought we to do? My humble understanding isthat HisHolinessis not an dly of
the United States of Europe. Meddling in his affairs might be counted an affront.”

"Maybe, but hesdone us at least two big favors so far," said Sharon. "I'll find out what the administration
thinks about doing him onein return if we can. Itisn't like we could piss off the Spanish government any
more than we dready have."

"Thereistruthinthat lagt. Cadtilians and Aragonese," Ruy sneered. "Even when offered no offense, they
areasour and crabbed lot at the best of times."

Sharon chuckled. "Tel me, Ruy, isthere anyonein Spain other than the Catdlans you havetimefor?!

Ruy shrugged. "On their better days, the Andalusians. Not that | would not swear on Holy Writ to
Alfonso that | never said any such thing.”

"Of course. Wdll, I'm about done here, and I've a couple of hoursto kill. Suggestions?"

"Luncheon,” Ruy said, with adefiniteair. "I must fortify myself. | am forced, once again, unwontedly, to
work for aliving. I, Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz, am driven under the lash of ahard taskmistress.”

So to lunch they went.

Chapter 14

Magdeburg

"This has to be the most modest cardind's palace anywhere," Mike muttered to Don Francisco as he got
out of the carriage. Lawrence Cardina Mazzare, otherwise known as Larry, newly promoted the year
before, was a cardina without a cathedra asyet. Magdeburg, the capital of the USE with its policy of
freedom of religion, had severd new Cathalic churchesfor the city's Catholic minority, but no grandiose
cathedrd, just an ordinary parish church that served the function when needed. A proper cathedrd,
apparently, took moretime.

Lacking acathedra, Mazzare had apparently decided to do without a palace aswell. He was using his
cardinal’s stipend—which was, Don Francisco understood, substantial—to rent two fine, but not too
grand, townhouses in the middle of the city, one of which he had had fitted out as offices.



They were, however, heading for the one Mazzare lived in, since thiswas purdly asocia cal. Or, a
leadt, as socid asthe prime minister of the USE and his chief spymaster could ever get with the head of
the Catholic church in their nation. Which, Don Francisco reflected as they mounted the stepsto the front
door, was not very socid at al. There was a substantia Protestant propaganda mill—now much more
aboveboard and respectable than it had been—which would make agreat dedl out of the prime minister
formally recelving the cardind or vice versa. Not to mention the USE's Catholic propagandamill, a
Sizegble minority of which waan't hgppy at dl with the latest pronouncements from Rome, il lesswith
the gppointment of an up-timer as cardind over themal.

"M odest? Compared with a prime minister who worksin an office that would humiliate asenior clerk in
the Ottoman Empire?’ Francisco had initidly found the Americans unpretentious ways amusing, but lately
more than a bit exasperating as the shock of their arrival wore off and Europe's power-brokers |apsed
back into old habits of confusing ostentation with authority. Being underestimated was al very well, when
it cameto military strategy, but in diplomacy and espionage an ounce of bluff wasworth a pound of
credibility, to pargphrase one of Mike's sayings.

The staff was efficient, mostly lay personnd, and they hardly had to wait at al for Mazzare to see them.
Long enough, Nas judged, that there would be small wait for coffee and pastries and, indeed, thiswas
the case. "Good evening, Mike, Don Francisco,” Mazzare said when he came to St with them. "Thank
you, Dieter," he said to the servant who brought the tray, "that will bedl for thetime being.”

Once the coffee had been poured—excelent stuff, Nas found, to his surprise, it seemed there was at
least one American who didn't like his coffee weaker than a schoolboy's excuses—Mazzare came
graight to the point. "Well, Mike? What exactly about the Stuation in Rome seemsto be the problem?”

Stearns chuckled. "What isn't?' He waved ahand. "Oh, it's not that it affects us much oneway or the
other. Papal neutrality isabit of ahelp but we managed without it before and no doubt we will again, and
the politica hay Wilhelm isgoing to make over it makes no odds either. It'sjust, well, predicting what
Borjamight do and how the college of cardinasisgoing to react to it. Since you're the nearest cardindl, |
figured I'd comeright out and ask.”

It was Mazzar€'s turn to chuckle. " Second newest cardind, asit happens. Father Joseph got his hat and
ring shortly after | did, Snce my gppointment made His Holiness excusesfor not e evating the man look
pretty thin, and it wasn't like an extra French cardinal more or less makes much difference these days.
And probably about to be the third newest, if rumors about Giulio Mazarini being gppointed in pectore
have any truth to them. And what | know about the internal workings of the cardinalsin Rome, frankly,
you could fit on the head of a pin and gtill have room for atroupe of dancing angels doing a Busby
Berkeley number. Y ou see, I'm not really much of apalitical cardinal. There are afew of uslikethat, you
know."

"Yeah," said Stearns, "l figured you wouldn't be much for the machinations of the fancified folksin Rome,
By the way, where's Father Scheiner?”

Nas took amoment to ensure that his face wasfully under control. The barb was atrue one. Hislast
update to Mike Stearns had been on the whereabouts of the Jesuit astronomer-priest whom Mazzare
had asked for as his senior scientific advisor when he had been gppointed cardina. The man didn't spend
al of histimewith hiseyes on the stars, however. Histravels around the various archbishops and secular
nobility on the fringes of the USE were an itinerary that made interesting reading. Mazzare was, in his
own quiet and understated way, doing some hard politicking of hisown.

If nothing else, ensuring that all of those prelates and princes, weaned on the principle of cuiusregio,
eiusreligio, got regular updates on how well the Catholic church—as digtinct from the Catholic



powers—could do in an areawhere there was freedom of rdligion. Mazzare was meeting regularly with
the upper levels of the German Jesuit hierarchy—Scheiner'sinfluence again—to direct effortsto
prosalytise the Catholic religion. Nas had been including that in his reports on the "good news' sde of
the balance sheet, not least because the Jesuits efforts to get as many schools open as possiblein as
many places as possible were saving the USE atidy sum in education spending. There were public order
problems as well—there were plenty of places where riots against "'popery"” were easy to provoke, and
would be, if Nas was any judge of how Christians behaved, for many yearsto come.

Mazzare grinned disarmingly. "Fine, you've got me on that one. But theresaworld of difference between
smoothing the ruffled feathers of alot of bishopswho think they're about to be forced to turn Lutheran
and knowing what Borjas playing a."

"Soyou think itisBorja, then?' Nas asked. "1 don't have any hard information on that mysdlf. | have,
shdl we say, limits on how much information | can gather on the internal workings of the Catholic

Church. Or any Chrigtian ingtitution, to be completely candid.” It wasablind spot in Nasi's
otherwise—fa se modesty aside—excdlent espionage organization. Commercia and politica rumor he
could have for the asking; the correspondents he had aready had before working for the USE had been
collecting that kind of information for yearsfor their own business. Mailing it to anew address
represented no great change. Devel oping contacts within the religious ingtitutions was going to take time
and effort that Nas smply had not been able to expend, thusfar. Nas was hoping for something to come
of his contact with Mazzare on that account; an exchange of intelligence with someone who was
developing his own contacts within the Catholic church from a position of near-supreme advantage would
beinvauable, given how much stock Europeans had in their competing theologies.

Mazzare nodded. "1 do think it's Borja. And you may be assured that my sources are of the best. What |
get, | get afew weeks behind the times, but dl the thinking as of the last report was that Borjawas up to
no good, and amost certainly behind the attempts to foment civil disorder. | guess you've had reports on
that businessaready?"

Stearnssaid, "Y eah, we have. Sharon saw oneincident right up close, asit happens. Ended up having to
help the wounded.”

Mazzare frowned. " She wasn't hurt? Everyone at the embassy isfine? Any word on Frank and
Giovanna?'

"All unharmed asa my last report, Y our Eminence,” Nas said hadtily. "That waslast night, from Ms.
Nichols™"

"Oh, good." Mazzaresrdief was papable. "All too many of the people | haveto dedl with either don't
know that their little games get people killed, or smply don't care. Y ou will, of course, remind Sharon
from me, and ask her to tell Frank from me aswell, to be careful? From what | gather Borjastrying to
revive an old family tredition.”

"He wants to be pope?’ Stearns asked.

"What cardina doesn't?' Mazzare shot back, smiling. " Serioudy, though, | was talking more about the
way the Itdian branch of hisfamily carried on back in the day. Y ou might remember that they werea
byword for lying, scheming, treacherous manipulators as | ate as the twentieth century.”

"Figures" Stearns said. " So you don't think he'strying to make himsdlf pope?!

"Doubt it," Mazzare said.



"Y ou haveintelligence on that aswell?' Nas asked, intrigued.

"Not redlly. It'sjust that Borja can do the math aswell as His Holiness can. There are only so many
cardinals who can get to Romefor avotein condstory, even now that Borjascaled in every Spanish
cardina he can scrape up from every backwoods cathedra in Spain. Of those, neither the Spanish nor
the Barberini party—of whom I'm pretty much one, by the way, sincel redlly don't like any of the
dternatives, and | like what Urban's doing—can redlly force an issue by themsdlves."

"The college of cardinasistied, then?' Mike asked.

Mazzare rocked a hand back and forth. "On the raw numbers, yes. Normally, though, most of the other
cardinasare out of town and His Holiness can get hisway, with only aminimum of horse-trading. He
only really hasto persuade the cardinalsthat're in town—"

Stearns held up ahand. "Isn't the pope the supreme authority? | thought it was hisway or the highway,
and that waswhat infalibility actualy meant? Did | misunderstand?*

Mazzare chuckled. "Wdll, that's closer than most misconceptions about what infalibility means. But the
doctrines purely for matters of faith and teaching, not the government of the church, and even theniit only
appliesif the pope saysit appliesto something he's said. And when it comes to running the church, the
popesword islaw, except for whereit isn't, if you take my meaning. The cardinds are the governing
body of the church. They were origindly the principa priests of Rome's parish churches, you see, and
selected their bishop from among their number. Whoever was bishop of Rome was aso the popeasa
sort of sde benefit. Anyway, the pope rules but by law some things require the consent of the cardinals.
It'sasystem that seemsto work in spite of the rules, if anyone's asking me. Sorry, | seemto be
lecturing.”

"Mogt absorbing, Y our Eminence,” Nas said. "Do go on.” Behind his polite face, Nas wastrying not to
laugh out loud. Mazzare had ceased to be asmple parochid priest some years ago, but he il
maintained the act. When it dipped, it turned out that there was a shrewd mind behind the facade, amind
that could clam dl day long to be politically naive, but the redity was, well—

Nas redized he could dmost cometo believein the Chrigtian doctrine of the Holy Spirit from watching
Mazzarerise to each new challenge.

"Thank you, Don Francisco,” Mazzare said. "As| was saying, before | so ruddly interrupted mysdif, the
pope does need the cardinas to run the church, and the cardinas are definitely needed if therésan
election for anew pope. Now, if it just comesto throwing a spoke into Urban's government, that's easy
enough for Borjato do. Some of the bribeswill be enormous, but certainly not beyond the means of the
king of Spain. The disruption to civil lifein Rome seemsto meto bejust apretext to let Borjafrustrate
the pope. Plus| know someone who knows someone who thinks he's getting the straight dope from
Madrid, and that's asfar as Borja's orders went."

Stearnswas frowning. "Y ou mentioned needing the cardina s to elect anew pope. Y ou think that'sa
posshility?"

"Unless Urban diesalot earlier thistime around than he did on the historical record, no. | think we can
assumethat his sate of health remainsthe same, so the old boy's got afew yearsleft in him yet, God
willing"

Nas couldn't resist the obvious question. "And if Borja brings about aworsening in the state of the
pope's hedth? Under cover of rioting, say?"



"NO_"

Mazzare was firm about that, at any rate. Nas hoped that whoever Mazzare's source was had that right.
That started Nas wondering who that source was. In away, Nasi hoped it was Vitdleschi: there wasa
mind worth having on one€'s side. The actions of the Jesuits in response to the new opportunity the USE
presented indicated that Vitelleschi was one of those prepared minds whom fortune was said to favor.

Mazzare went on. "As| said before, Borja can do the same math His Holiness can, that anyone can do.
There aretwo big partiesin Romeright now, and one small group who might go either way. There are
the cardinds who'll not stand with Spain, and the oneswho will. If Spain triesto put their own manin,
they'll need the unaligned cardinds, which bascadly meansthe Borghese, to do it. And since the currently
most papabile cardinal isaBorghese, and he can read the encyclopedias as well as the next man and see
who was supposed to replace Urban V111 in afew years time, they're not likely to help anyone into the
Vatican other than one of their own."

"So it'sa competition between two factions as to who can promise the most to the Borghese in return for
loyalty after the event?' Stearns asked.

"Wl yes, but Spain pretty much hasto lose that one. Mogt of the Spanish cardinals are going to haveto
return to Spain eventudly, while everyone else remainsin Rome. Ableto help the new pope alot more.
Pretty much the only way that Borjawould be able to ensure a Borghese cat's paw kept hisend of the
bargain would be to leave troops there. And people remember the Avignon captivity. | don't think having
the pope leaned on to change policy will play that well with alot of the kings and princes and archdukes
and what-not."

Mazzaretook asip of his coffee. "Same goes if Borjamakes His Holiness change policy at the point of a
pike. HE's got to leave troops there to keep Urban's nose to the grindstone, and still alot of people are
going to think their consciences are free of any kind of obedience. Me, for one.”

"So dl hecanredly dois bring Urban's government to a halt and hope Urban sees reason convincingly
enough to keep hisword after Borja stops?' Stearns sounded skeptical.

"No, | think Borjameansto keep this up until the papacy is unable to affect anything. It reinforcesthe
primecy of the king of Spain within the church. Whoever'sthe next pope will have the avful example of
Urban to look back to. If Urban changes policy, then that's a useful bonus, but | don't think that's what
he'sredly looking for. He wants alame-duck pope. Politicaly, &t least.”

Stearns sat quietly for alittlewhile. Nas didn't think there was anything he could add, and Mazzare
seemed content to let him ruminate.

After awhile, and after draining his coffee cup, Stearns said, " There's absol utely nothing we can do to
affect thisone way or the other, isthere?"

"Not that | can think of," said Mazzare.

So you've been thinking about it too, Nas thought to himsdlf. "I must dso wonder what we might gain
from intervening, if there was some way we might?

"Wadll, thereisthe safety of our peoplein Rome," Mazzare said, looking Nas straight in the eye. "And the
fact that if you help, and you're seen to help, then therésavery rea politica benefit. Especidly if you're
helping prevent the kind of messthat Borja seemsto be hell-bent on making.”

"Cardind Mazzareisright, Francisco," Stearns said, sighing wearily. "Troubleis, theres not adamn thing



| can think of to do to help. All the USE hasis one embassy with adozen or so Marines out at the end of
the longest communications link we have. And even then, we'd have to know where and how to act, and
| ain't got clue one. And I'm prepared to guarantee you that neither Gustav Adolf nor Wilhem Wettin
does, either. And your 'smple parish priest, no knowledge of politics act asde, Cardinal,” he went on,
and Nas could hear the testiness building in Stearns voi ce despite the fact that he used the same
stratagem himself, "you haven't got the know-how either. More than I've got, for sure, but sill not

enough.”
"True" Mazzare sad.
"Y ou could maybe ask the father-generd?' Stearns asked, hopefully.

"I could, at that," Mazzare said, and Nas couldn't keep himsdlf from opening his eyeswider and jerking a
little. Surely that was deliberate, he thought. Revealing that his sourcein Rome is Vitelleschi cannot
have been an accident. And Stearns had primed him for it by smply asking the question outright. Truly,
when the smple hillbilly union organizer and the naive parish priest sat down together, what awedth of
subtlety was unleashed!

Mazzare was continuing, "L ook, if you tell the embassy folksto stand by to be of assstance, I'll let
Vitdleschi know that he's got help in that quarter. 1t'll raise both our stocks there and maybe do some

"I will seetoit, Mike," Nas said. "And passthe word to my own people in Rome to take whatever
action they can without compromising their own cover.”

"Mease, Don Francisco,” Mazzare said, "I don't want any more risks run than haveto be.”

"| can assure Your Eminence," Nas said, "that | will order no oneto run any extraordinary risks. | vaue
these people highly, and even were that not the case, thereisthe future to think of. | will need agentsin
Romewhenthisisal done"

"Good," Mazzare said, in the tones of aman who had gotten thoroughly used to being obeyed. " Although
perhaps your people could keep an eye out for Frank Stone? He doesn't have a platoon of Marinesto
get him out of town if things get rougher. And from what | hear, someon€estrying to pin the blame on him.
It could get very nasty, and he's redlly not much more than akid."

Stearns held up ahand. "Already in hand, Cardina. And try to remember that that 'not much morethan a
kid' managed to achieve some quite useful thingslast year.”

"By accident," Mazzare said, histone growing waspish. "Although, yes, fromwhat | hear he does seem
to be doing things sensibly down there."

"Yep." Stearns grinned. "I'd had anotion to get someone down there and teach that boy some tactics,
but it looks like he figured out afew things by himsdlf, once he got settled down. | reckon thet girl
avilized him some."

That produced areaction. Mazzare's eyes widened and his jaw dropped. " Giovanna? Giovanna Marcoli
? Civilized?' Mazzare paused and coughed. "Well, | supposeit ill behooves me of al peopleto deny the
possihility of miracles.



Chapter 15

Rome

The affable smile he had painted on hisface was starting to make his cheeks hurt. He had to force himsdlf
to remember that only those of aproper rank could be called out to adud. If he wasto pick afight with
any of theidiots hed had to dedl with this evening, it would Ssmply be acommon tavern brawl.

That thought was a cheering one. Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz, brawling like avulgar ruffianina
tavern. It would be far from thefirst time. And it just might prevent this expedition from being—what was
that phrase Sharon used?—a"tota bust." And that started another chain of happy thoughts. The English
language had sometruly excellent synonymsfor the dedicated punster.

Ruy picked up aglass of wine—on the better sde of mediocre, and hed paid alittle extrato get it out of
the proprietor of this particular pesthole of ataverna—and looked around again. It wasthe third watering
hole hed visited this evening, and like the othersit was anoisy and boisterous place. Staying in the
middle of the room where everyone could see you meant you got jostled. A lot. Which meant that every
time he recovered his good humor, someidiot would barge past and annoy him again.

It would be different if he had come out in his own proper person, of course. No onewould dare
provoke Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz. That was half the reason for the finery. It kept the idiots at
bay. Tonight, though, he was smply Manudl, in town because held hired on with the traveling
arrangements of cardinal thus-and-so. HE got away with not being specific so far and meant to continue
inthat vein. A smple porter, at aloose end until his master decided to go back to Spain, out for afew
drinks and to seethe Sghts. A complete and utter hayseed who would want anything and everything
explained to him in short words. For thefirst time in years, he felt severely underdressed. And no one
seemed to give a cragp about offending Manue, no matter how impressive the set of kniveshe had a his
belt. He might not be able to arm himsdlf as a gentleman, but without weapons he felt not just
underdressed, but naked.

While he mused, someone was jabbering at him. " Que?" he asked. Manuel, he had decided, didn't speak
Italian well, and was abit smple.

"| said, you're not from around here, are you?' The speaker was an oily looking, pinched-faced fellow
with pox scars on his cheeks who had come and sat on the bench beside Ruy at the scarred, scorched
and splintered table. Ruy made asmall wager with himsdlf that he was about to be offered the services of
whatever tired and ugly drab the wretch was pimping tonight.

"No," Ruy replied, downgrading his command of Italian agood few notches, "I from Barcelona. Just
cameto Roma, yes?' He gave the felow hisbest friendly-country-idiot grin.



"Know your way around the city, yet?' There was acalculating light in the man's eyes, and Ruy
shortened the odds on him being a pimp considerably.

"No' redly," Ruy said. "Moglly | just shift boxes and thingsfor cardind." He shrugged. "First time off | get
intwo weeks. All done now, though, till we go back to Barcelona. Getting paid to do nothing." Ruy
meade hisfriendly-idiot grin good and ingratiating. However odiousthisfellow was, pimps, being idle,
usudly had good gossip.

"'Sthat right?Y ou know, if you're looking for alittle fun, I might know someonewho can help you." The
fellow'sleer got so broad Ruy began to imagineit faling off one side of hisface. And, of course, he
mentaly handed himsdf alarge bag of gold in satisfaction of the wager.

Try the obvious approach firgt, then. "1 don't know," he said, frowning abit asif worried. "I hear of
troublein Rome right now, lots of riots and disorder and things. | figure maybe there's constables
working extra-hard, en?"

The pimp—Ruy noted that like many such, he wasn't going to give his name to anyone he wasn't sure
was acustomer—waved ahand inidledismissal. "Naw, don' worry about nothin' like that. Ain't any redl
riots, except maybe one or two. Mogt of it'sjust guysturning out to cause alittle ruckus and run away
before the militiacome. 'S acouple of guys organizing it, got awhole bunch of money to spend, too."

"Why?' Ruy felt quite proud of the puzzled frown he now wore. He fdlt that anyone seeing him would
expect him to start grazing. And, of course, the effort of pretending to be this stupid was helping cover
the fact that he was delighted to have hit paydirt so quickly. Only four hours of damnably awful wine and
worse tavernas. Just this pox-rotted pimp to endure, and he could cdll it anight and get back to civilized
company such as he had grown used to over the years.

The pimp shrugged. "Who knows? They say they're Committee of Correspondence, but they ain't.
Those guys are dl over by the Borgo, a Frank's Place, and they don't want no trouble, whatever they
say about those crazy folks up in Germany and Venice. Me, I'm in eating money, mostly, so | don't
bother with 'em. Don't go looking for trouble, that's my motto. And the militiacaught onelot of guyswent
out for these other guys, y'’know? Some guys got hurt.”

"Bad?' Ruy tried hisbest to get his eyebrowsinto his hat, made his eyes go big and round. Stop
overacting, Sanchez, hetold himsdf.

The pimp didn't notice. "Some guys got killed. A few more didn't make it after they got hurt. That
American moro from Germany, the one they say is such amiracle-working dottoressa, she was there
and helped some guys. | figureif that's what these folks from the future do, they're okay with me.”

It wasintriguing that the fellow had dropped an American term into the flow of Roman didect, but Ruy
cautioned himsalf not to make too much of it. He'd aready concluded that whatever other changesthe
up-timers were making to history, "okay" seemed certain to infect every language in Europe. The
pestiferous word seemed as contagious as the plague.

"But they arewitches!" Ruy expostul ated.

Pimp blew araspberry. " Merda. Good doctors. Good cooks. Run a clean and sensible tavern, man.
Stuck it to the great and good last year, stuck it to them right in the ass. That makes 'em okay by me.
Nobody believesthey're witches, ‘cept maybe alot of excitable priests. They should get laid, y'know?"

Ruy chuckled. "True, they should. But | keep hearing where they do dl kinds of magic, and burn people
dive" Heredlized ashe said it that held let hisltalian improve, but it didn't look like the pimp was



noticing.
"Burn people dive? | heard the same about your Inquisition, friend." Therewasadightly wary look
appearing in the pimp's eyes now.

Ruy redlized he was probably pushing too hard for areaction from thisfellow, especidly if he wanted to
gtay in character. He held up his hands, spread. "Hey, I'm from Catalonia. The Inquisition'salot of
damned Cadtilians, humiliating decent people. | know plenty of good folkswho're shamed by their family
names being hung up in the church as marranos and moriscos. They complain but nothing is done.™

"That'sthe same dl over, man,”" pimp said, shrugging. "Now, about that good time?"

"What kind of good time?' Ruy wondered how he was going to wriggle out of thisone. It had never been
hisidea of fun to spend money that way, never mind that there was Sharon to think about. Some fellows
he'd known had had no other idea of pleasure, and in away he pitied them more than the poor souls
rotted by drink. And since he'd taken that fateful decision that there was moreto life than was
traditionally offered to country boys from Cataonia, he'd learned that there were ways of getting laid that
were ahdl of alot more fun, too. Hed never wanted for that kind of action, and the pleasures of
romance and seduction were more lasting and moreredl.

The pimp laughed aoud. "What kind of town is Barcelonaanyway?" he asked, sneering the question.
"What you do for entertainment there? Goats? What kind of good time, Christ have mercy, man, what
kind d'you think? Pussy, man, pussy!"

"Oh," Ruy said, "Look, I'm sorry and dl, but I've got awife, you know?"
The knowing leer he got back for that one was pure pimp. "Y eah, sure, man. And where is she tonight?"*
"Uh, Barcdlong," Ruy said. "But | never told her alieyet, you know?"

The pimp's face was a picture of abuilding rant. Ruy had the gloomy suspicion that he was going to have
to hit him to get him to shut up, and that was going to fix him in this man's memory. And that held pumped
the man, none too subtly, for information about "those guys' who were paying for theriots. If he wouldn't
| that information, first chance he got, Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz was no judge of the breed.

Fortunately, just at that moment, someone jostled past. Ruy let the dight nudge spill hisdrink, then rose
to hisfeet and roared " Watch what you are about, you dog-fucked son of an Italian whore! " He
stuck hisfaceright into that of the fellow who'd jostled him, trusting that the sentiment he'd expressed in
Catalan would carry over into Italian.

Truth betold, the fellow wasn't much of athreat to anyone. Weedy, at best. But Ruy needed a
digtraction to get him out of the place with everyone remembering him as an obnoxious drunken
out-of-towner rather than anything more noteworthy. "I—I'm sorry, friend,” the fellow stammered,
flinching back.

"Sorry?' Ruy shouted, switching to Itaian, "I make you sorry, shit-britches” Under the bluster and fury
he was cool and calm and noticed that the tavernahad gone gratifyingly quiet. It had been so long since
he'd done this that he'd forgotten how much fun agood bar-fight could be.

"L ook, if I spilt your wine, I'll get you more,” the fellow said, aready looking pae and nervous. Ruy
redized held not picked avery good target for this, but then held been improvising as he went along.
Clearly thisfdlow didn't know how to stand up to abully.

"Damn right you'll get me more, you fucking coward,” Ruy shouted. "Same asdl Itdians, no fucking



cojones!" He made thefilthiest gesture he could think of, hoping it meant the same here asit did back
home. The circles heéd moved in every other time held been in Rome, no one made gestures like that.
Not out in front where they could be seen, anyway.

Amid the silence, there was the scrape of stools on the floor as—he counted the sounds, two of them
were behind him—four men got up. From somewhere over hisright shoulder, he heard "Watch your
fucking mouth, Spaniard.”

Ruy turned nice and dowly around. "Going to make me, cat-eater?'

This wasmorelikeit. Thisfelow dmost certainly did something that involved lifting and moving heavy
things. And obvioudy liked a good fight just as much as Ruy did. He wastaller than Ruy by haf ahead, a
good dedl wider, and was built like an ox. And plainly wasn't even thinking about buying him adrink.

Beside him, he heard the pimp draw a blade. Something short. Ruy hadn't lived to his mature years by
being dow, however. Without redlly thinking about it or doing more than glanceto hisside, hehad a
diletto againgt the fellow's scrawny throat. "Put it away, little pimp, or | shave you red fucking close.”

He pressed the edge of the blade against the man's Adam'’s apple. It was a stabbing weapon, with no
edge to speak of, but where he was holding it the pimp couldn't see that. The pimp's knife went back into
its sheath, which it had hardly cleared.

Ruy looked back at the big guy. "Y ou want to make something of it?' he said, ostentatioudy returning his
diletto to hisbelt. He didn't want anyone to get the ideathis was aknife-fight. A few bruises and broken
furniture was no one's concern, but if there were dead bodies it would be an effort to clear up.

There was doubt in the big man's eyes now. Ruy knew his speed had that effect on many people.
Nevertheless, and credit the fellow for courage, he took astep forward, curling up hisfigts. "l got no
knife, Spaniard,” he said. "Y ou man enough to face me without?*

Ruy spat in front of his new opponent. Behind him, he heard the fellow he had origindly challenged
backing away and getting the hell out. Good, he thought, fighting the likes of that milksop would be
no fun at all. He heard the others who'd stood up resume their seats, and around the place there were
knowing grins. Clearly thisfellow wastheloca hero. Best to get him good and mad. "I'd face you
without hands, you fat fuck, and beat you with my cock. Y ou ever seen areal cock, bitch?"

That did it. Elegant and flowery insults were wasted in aplace like this. The fellow charged. Ruy's

S destep would have done amatador proud, and it was hardly any effort at al to trip the lumbering mass
s0 hewent into atable full of revelers, scattering their drinks and spilling the two whores who were with

them to the floor. That got them up and advancing on Ruy with blood in their eyes, while Big Fellow got

to hisfeet, shaking his head to clear it.

A quick step forward, and a couple of punches rocked one of them back on hisheels. A space cleared,
Ruy stepped back, grabbed avacant stool and threw it at the others. The rebound cleared another table,
they barged two more tables, and suddenly—the speed at which these things happened was too fast for
even Ruy to follow—aeveryone in the tavernawas on their feet jostling and shoving and shouting and in
the ruckus, and the origina cause of the disturbance was starting to fed quite surplusto requirements.

It was till agood imitation of pandemonium. Fighting hisway to the door, Ruy had to hit another guy
with astool, then two more with the leg of the stool that had somehow come apart in his hand—damned
shoddy Italian carpentry—and finally kicked afourth in the crotch and whacked him in the asswith the
makeshift club as he doubled over.



He paused at the door, waiting histurn in the stream of people leaving before knives came out, and
looked back to survey his handiwork. Complete chaos and mayhem, he felt, quite compensating for the
tedium of the evening so far. And, yes, the pimp was on the floor with blood running from his head.
Accident, or ascore settled in the confusion, Ruy didn't care. Couldn't happen to anicer fellow. He took
one last look around before dodging out, and froze. Then, he uttered awhole stream of swearwords
under his bresth.

"Not him," he murmured, "anyone but him."

There, acrossthe room, flanked by a couple of bravos, holding off the swirling brawl from their corner
table with stools and chairs with unmistakable whores cowering behind him for protection, was Francisco
de Quevedoy Villega, in theflesh. Ruy Sanchez had sat in plain view in the same tavern for nearly an
hour before standing up and picking afight.

"Fuck," hesaid, and |€ft.
"So why'sthis guy such aproblem?' Sharon asked.

"Gah!" Ruy was pacing back and forth like an agitated cat. " Say better how is Francisco de Quevedo y
Villeganot aproblem! Say, rather, isthere any way in which his presenceisnot an omen of the direst
deeds, the most ridiculous catastrophes, the follies most lacking in sanity! The man is born to make
trouble!”

Sharon's mockery waswell placed in reply. "Sounds like afellow you'd get on with then, Ruy Sanchez
de Casador y Ortiz."

"Thedifference, mi corazon, to use your charming American phrase, isthat | know my assfrom my
elbow. | am nat, to pick just one example of many, awvay abasing mysdf in aVenetian whorehouse when
| ought to be organizing a coup d'etat, thus leaving my compatriotsto get out of town one step ahead of
an angry mob."

"Oh," Sharon said, catching the reference. "Y ou think Borjas using this guy?'

"Thereisnothing more certain save my lovefor you," Ruy said. Then, feding more amplification was
caled for, went on. "1 was once pleased to count him asafriend. A younger fellow, just Sarting in the
sarvice of HisMogt Catholic Mgesty, with adight taint of disreputability but aman with fire and soul
nonetheless, forced to be abroad after an unfortunate dud. | taught him much, but he learned rather less.
Since those days, there has not been a botched plot or a bungled maneuver anywhere in Spain's
dominionsin Itay that that whore-hopping drunkard has not had afull hand in making into aworse
disaster than it need have been.”

"So thisisgood news, right?" Sharon asked, "I mean, if they've put acompleteidiot in charge?”

"Would that it were so! God grant that he were mply anidiot. It isworse, Sharon, so much worse. Not
only ishe stupid, heisindefatigable, aforce of nature! He has kills, skillsthat 1, to my shame, taught to
him. He has resources, furnished by that child of adiseased donkey and a dockside whore Borja. He will
mean to achieve greet things, Sharon, and the result will be tragic farce such as Cervantes himsdlf could
not have compassed. |, Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz, and as God is my witness | am no coward, |
tremble a the thought of what he might do.”

"Oh." Sharon said again, thistime quietly. "Do you think he recognized you?"
Ruy shrugged. He had had time to think about that on hisway through Rome's nighttime streets. "It may



be s0," he said, "but | was disguised somewhat. Nothing of great invention, but | was doing my best not
to look or sound like my inimitable sdf, you understand?"

Sharon just grinned.

"And | think the years have changed him less than they have me. Heis, as| recal, some years younger
than | and is not yet embarked upon the full maturity of manhood." He drew himsdlf up. He knew he was
an old man, of course, but he wasin much better shape than many men haf hisage. Activity had been the
key, congtant training and living well. But alittle salf-mockery seemed to amuse Sharon far more than
anything e se he essayed by way of humor, and soit pleased him to indulge for her sake.

"| figure you're about to say we should plan on the basis he did recognize you, | think," Sharon said,
grinning at his comedic posturing, "since you are So astonishingly well preserved. Why, you might pass for
aman of Sxty."

Ruy gave her hisbest bristling affront. "Why, | am not aday over, well, ah"—he made gresat play of
counting on hisfingers—"Fifty-three. | think."

Truth betold, Ruy was not exactly sure how old hewas. All hewastruly certain of from his mother was
that he had been born on the day after Ash Wednesday, afact that did nothing to help fix hisbirthdate,
and if hismother had told him what year that had been, or ever made any mention of precisdy how old
he was, he could not now remember. And it was thirty-eight years since he could have gone back and
asked her. Nearly that long, he redlized with astart, since he had last visited her grave. A practice that
would have immediady exploded his pretense to gentility.

Sharon noticed his sudden shift of mood. "Bad memories, Ruy?' she asked, gently.

He shook hishead. "A meancholy moment. God did not grant that | retain much from—from my earlier
life. And what little therewas | had to abandon to make my way in the world on the best terms| could
secure. That the path led to my present happiness does not prevent me recalling what was lost dong the
way." He sighed, deeply. "For now, though, | have you, my love," he said, and took her in hisarms.

Chapter 16

Rome

"Y our Eminence," Quevedo said, bowing fulsomely.

Borja choked down the firgt retort that came to mind, which would have been an ungracious comment
that the man was at once late and improperly attired. Instead, he nodded in return, proffering hisring for



the formd kiss. " Sefior Quevedoy Villega," he said, "what have you to report?”

Quevedo took a seat amoment after Borja did—without being invited! —and cleared histhroat.
Ferrigno poised his pen. The matter had now gone beyond maintaining full and forma confidence, and
Borjahad taken to admitting Ferrigno into his meetings smply in order to have notes of what was going
on. It was becoming fearfully complicated, between the dedling with the cardinas and other notables of
Rome, receiving updates on His Mg esty's forces in the kingdom of Naples, the reports from the spies
with which Rome was now liberally infested, even more so than usua, and keeping track of Quevedo's
machinations. There was nothing for it but to bear the load, however. Above dl ese, he wasaBorja, and
that was aline that had never been found wanting where scheme and maneuver had been at issue. Still
less could he flinch from the work where, as here, the work in hand was clearly God's.

He fixed Quevedo with hisbest glare. "Pray continue.”

"Asthe Cardind wishes," Quevedo bore the cardina's regard without so much as aflinch. "During the
course of the last week we have ingtigated three incidents of a serious nature, at the Lyncaean Ingtitute,
the Palazzo Borghese and the Palazzo Barberini. Efforts to suborn captains of militia continue and we
hope to provoke another massacre soon. Also in hand is the production of broadsides and handbills
linking the incidents to the Committee of Correspondence. We aso seek to start rumors that the
Committeeislinked to the USE embassy and further that they are also provoking the militiamassacresin
order to destabilize Rome and the Church.”

"Themilitiabusnessisnew," Borjasaid. He still maintained his suspicions of Quevedo, even though over
the last few weeks he had done all that was asked of him. There was aways the danger, however, that
the man would devel op an uncomfortable amount of initiative a some inopportune moment.

"Indeed, Y our Eminence," Quevedo said, "but the discontent that the fortuitous actions outside Grass's
house provoked was most useful. We had volunteers for several incidents theregefter, and we hope to
capitalize on that reaction. In the event that we can provoke full-scale disorder, popular hatred of the
militiawill beto Y our Eminence's advantage.”

"And the prospect of full-scale disorder?' Borjawas, he would admit to himsdlf, impatient to have the
business done with. If for no other reason, the amount of money that Quevedo had spent thus far on
hiring ruffiansfor his busnesswas eye watering.

"Thusfar, Y our Eminence, not much grester than when we began. We face a Situation where the
popul ace was laboring under no great burden of discontent, athough the usua seasond risein food
prices at thistime of year will undoubtedly help usfor afew weeks. Bringing them to amood of
insurrection by spending money on them, Y our Eminence, represents an exercisein futility. What we
hopeto achieveis a sufficiently bad reaction from the civil authorities that popular discontent will develop
naturdly.”

"And the chances of that?' Borja asked, resisting the impulse to remind Quevedo that he had not asked
for alecture.

"The same as the chances of the civil government of Rome doing something remarkably stupid, Y our
Eminence. | fear that Y our Eminence's best chance will beto pay for sufficient public disorder, which |
must remind Y our Eminenceis very much not the same thing as popular discontent, that Y our Eminence
will have apretext for the intervention Y our Eminence hasin prospect.”

"I thank you for your most cogent analys's, sefior,” Borjasaid, fighting to keep sarcasm out of hisvoice.
He had been resigned for some weeks to the fact that smply spending money on agitators would not
produce the anarchy he was hoping for. His instructions from the count-duke were smply to hamstring



the Barberini pope and ensure he could do nothing more to harm the interests of Spain. The promise of
troops from Naples had been extracted by his own efforts, and could not be fulfilled easily beyond afew
months away.

Once matters proceeded against France, Spain's strategic basesin Spain and Italy would be dl but
uncovered save for what was needed to suppress revolt. Troops would be hard to come by for any
purpose, no matter how high and holy. Not to mention that what troops were left in Naples would more
than likely have their handsfull; discontent there was genuine and naturally occurring and the agitators of
it were of afar more sincere character than Quevedo was ever likely to be. Even now that he had
managed to quiet Osunafor awhile with promises of future preferment and afew triflesin earnest of that
preferment, there remained amost pestiferous infestation of malcontents.

"Y our Eminence is most welcome,” Quevedo said. "And | also am most pleased to able to report that the
prospects of an intervention by the United States of Europe are now much improved.”

"What?' Theinvolvement of the heretics from Germany had been no part of hisplans, other than asa
target of mob violenceif the providence of the Holy Spirit should be generous. Borjawould take afrank
and undloyed pleasurein the Sght of that den of vipers being made to scatter with aswarm of enraged
ruffianson their hedls.

"The people of Rome are, like common folk everywhere, suspicious and untrusting of foreigners, Y our
Eminence. The sight of them meddling in the palitics of Rome will provokethem, | am sure of it."

"And what have you doneto bring the United States of Europe into the play?' Borja asked, amost
dreading the answer.

"Nothing, Y our Eminence. It appearsthat Sanchez hasinvolved himsalf of hisown accord. | saw him
questioning apimp lasgt night."

"A pimp?' Borjawas now prepared to admit to himself that he was completely baffled by thisturn of
events.

"A procurer of women for the purposes of prostitution, Y our Eminence. Please accept my apologies for
presuming that achurchman of your standing would be aware of the existence of such men."

Borjastared hard at Quevedo, but could detect no trace of sarcasm. "I am not so unworldly that | do not
know what apimp is, or what one does, Sefior Quevedo. | requested enlightenment asto how it iswe
know Sanchez isinvolved from his conversation with apimp. How do we know, for ingtance, that he
was not transacting the ordinary business of such afdlow?’

"If Y our Eminence will forgive me, | have some prior knowledge of the character of Ruy Sanchez de
Casador y Ortiz. It isthe defining character of the man that he is honorable, amost to excessin certain
matters, and heis engaged to be married to the American moor. If there is one thing he was not doing, it
was engaging the services of aprogtitute.”

"And do we have information asto why hewas actually speaking to this pimp?* Borjaasked. "Did we,
for example, overhear the conversation?”'

"I must ask Y our Eminence's forgiveness," Quevedo said, "but my surmises are based on observations of
Sanchez's character and habits, and of hisactions during thetime | saw him. He was affecting some
rudiments of disguise, sufficient that he would not be readily recognized at adistance by anyone who did
not know himwell. I myself did not pick him out for some considerable time, and was not certain of my
identification of him until he caled atention to himself. Hisvoice, Y our Eminence, isquite diginctive. His



actions, in so far as| observed them, were that he was haunting a popular taverna close to the church of
San Gioacchino, engaging the patronsin conversation. The taverna was too crowded for me to overhear
every conversation, and as | have adverted to Y our Eminence, | did not at first notice Sanchez's arrival.”

Too busy drinking and whoring, Borjathought, but kept the spiteful remark to himsalf. Thiswas
shaping up to be interesting. Sanchez was Bedmar's creature, and Borjahad apersona didikefor the
sarcadtic little Andalusian cardind. Anything that redounded to Bedmar's potential embarrassment was
worth thelistening for entertainment value done.

"Sanchez spent some time in conversation with a pimp known to me asaregular in that taverna,”
Quevedo continued.

And you known to him as a regular customer no doubt, Borjasilently added.

"The pimp in question isalow and uncouth fellow even by the standards of such,” Quevedo said,
obliviousto Borjas silent commentary, "and is apt to grow ingstent on the subject of hisbusiness. |
gather that when he did so, Sanchez picked afight with another patron in order to divert attention from
his departure. The manner in which he did so wastypicaly flamboyant, | must inform Y our Eminence,
and it was a this point that my identification was certain. The resulting disturbance embroiled the entire
taverna, and Sanchez made his exit under cover of the fighting. | did not discern the moment at which he
made good his escape, as the fighting spilled over into the part of the tavernawhere | was sitting and |
was forced to defend mysdf.”

"Am | to presume you spoke to this pimp after the event?' Borja asked, picking up on Quevedo's
obviousinference.

Quevedo smiled dightly, in asmug manner that Borjafound even moreirritating than usud. ™Y our
Eminenceis mogt astute. Thefdlow was stunned in thefighting. It was asimple matter to pick him up
from the floor after the brawl had subsided, revive him with cold water and ply him with strong drink. |
received afull account. Sanchez was posing as a porter from Barcelona, in Rome with the retinue of one
of the cardinas Y our Eminence has summoned on his own business. | identified Sanchez to the man asan
agent of the United States of Europe, and enough people saw the disguised Sanchez that when the rumor
spreads, the sight of him in the company of Dottoressa Nicholswill confirm the rumor that the United
Statesisfomenting discord in Romein an attempt to suborn the See of Rome for their own nefarious
purposes. | suggested as much to the pimp, and | have no doubt that the rumor is aready beginning to
spread. Y our Eminence may depend upon it that | made much of Sanchez's hand in the Venetian

conspiracy.”

Borjaredlized that it would be ungenerous to begrudge Quevedo his smug expression, not least because
therewasadeliciousirony in him, of dl people, exploiting Sanchez'sinvolvement in Bedmar's attempt to
take Venice: Quevedo had been Osuna's man on the ingde of that plot and had done just as much as
Sanchez had, if not more. Irony aside, Quevedo had exploited aprovidentia opportunity in amanner that
would undoubtedly open up further opportunitiesto profit. If it became amatter of general gossip in
Rome that the pope was somehow under the sway of the United States of Europe, for preference at the
hands of that scheming Jew Nas that styled himself a Don, much could be done to undo the harm that the
Barberini had doneto Spain's cause by publicly withdrawing his support. If, after dl, he had been
induced to do so by the machinations of asinister Byzantine Jew . . .

Borjareturned from his musings to ask Quevedo, "And what do you propose to do to further exploit this
opportunity?*

"For the moment, Y our Eminence, | will, with your permission, observe closdly and react to whatever



actions Sanchez undertakes. | would remind Y our Eminence of my earlier remarks regarding the natura
development of popular dissent. It is seldom that attempts to force such matters past their proper pace
prove fruitful. The disorder we are provoking will create asoil in which any seed of genuine dissent may
provefruitful, but it isin God's hands whether any such seedsfall on the ground we have prepared, Y our
Eminence”

Borjanodded. It was aswell to trust in Providence in such matters, for there wasllittle that the agency of
one man, or even awhole combination of men, could achieve. "l shdl pray for the success of your
efforts" he said, and redlized that there was more. "'l shdl aso thank God," he said, "for His having
placed this opportunity in your path.”

"Y our Eminenceismost kind," Quevedo said. "1 only hopethat the Lord God Almighty saw fit to direct
Sanchez'seyetowhere | sat.”

"Truly?' Borjasaid, intrigued, "Why s0?"

Quevedo's smile wasimpish in the extreme. "The man bearsagrudge like no one ese | have ever
known, Y our Eminence. If he believes meto beinvolved in Y our Eminence's business, hewill stop at
nothing to intervene and foil me. It ishisrather rugtic notion of hidago honor. Aswell thefact that heisa
Catalan, a breed notorious for their touchiness. | fed we may depend on Sanchez to worsen hisown
party's position quite unintentionaly.”

Borjadlowed himsdf agmile. "And, of course, heis Bedmar's man. And Bedmar isnow firmly digned
with Flanders, and they in turn are making overturesto the United States of Europe. The opportunities
for placing the blame do rather multiply." He savored the thoughts, for amoment.

"Sefior Quevedo 'y Villega, your work goeswell, and | am indeed pleased. | thank you for your efforts,
and shdl indeed pray most earnestly that God grant you further successes. Y ou may go."

"Thank you, Y our Eminence," Quevedo said, and with the proper formdlities, left.

Chapter 17

Rome
"Wal, thisisagrand house," Giovannaremarked.

"All of 'em are, around here," Frank said. And it wastrue. The USE embassy wasin avery nice
neighborhood indeed, on the outskirts of the huge Borghese estate. That said, there did seem to bealot
of peoplejust . . . hanging around. That wouldn't have been much out of the ordinary down toward the



Borgo on the other sde of the river. Frank was pretty much used to the sight of the street-life being
seasoned with afair few of what you could only cal "colorful characters'—assuming, that is, you didn't
want to cal them bums and petty criminals. He had the feding that seeing more than one around here
would be alittle odd. Comeright to it, afew streets away there hadn't been quite so many specimens of
thelocd wildlife mixed in among the well-to-do.

Itwas. .. odd.

That said, there were guards at the door of the embassy, a couple of big Marine cavarymen looking
relaxed but aert, and generaly very smart and military.

"'Ow do, Migter Stone,” one of them said as he and Giovanna mounted the steps.

Frank puzzled amoment to place the face under the hdmet. "Private Ritson?" he guessed after amoment.
Hed last seen the guy ayear ago at the embassy in Venice. Looked like he'd been assigned here now.
Ritson was one of the Englishmen in the nominally Scots cavalry regiment that had become the Grantville
Marine Cavary, areminder that the regiment were borderers and that the border they came from had
two Sides.

"Aye, but it's Corpora Ritson now, thank you." Ritson grinned, pointing at the stripe on hisarm.
"Oh, right, | didn't notice," Frank said, feding abit foolish. ""Congratul ations.”

"Cheers" Ritson said. "Migtress Nicholsis expecting you and thelady, go right oniin.”

"Thanks," said Frank, nodding to the other Marine—whom he didn't recognize at dll—on theway in.

Insde, it was plain that whatever the USE's other budget problems, they weren't stinting on the rent. The
placewas, if anything, even gaudier than the palazzo they'd rented in Venice. In this case, Roman
standards being a bit different from Venetian ones—they had more space, for one thing—the place was
only accounted alarge house, not a paace. Insde, though, there was marble and carven cherubs and gilt
and agenerd air of real freakin' expensive about the place. Frank found himself looking for somewhere
to wipe hisfest.

Giovannadidn't seem fazed by it one bit. She was hafway to the reception desk before Frank was done
gawking. A few quick wordswith the clerk there—Frank noticed that the seventeenth century had had
its say and there wasn't afemale receptionist, but aguy who'd been stuffed into smart clothesand given a
quill and ledger to sign folksin and out—and she was back. " The dottoressawill betold we are here,
someone will tel uswhenitistimeto goin." Sure enough, Frank could see a messenger trotting off, some
kid who looked maybe fourteen. The seventeenth century was getting itsway on that score aswell,
whatever the folks back in Grantville might have had to say about child labor.

"Hey, guysl" Sharon'svoice called from the turn of the magnificent marble staircase at the other end of
the entrance hall. Frank sneaked alook and saw the receptionist wearing a pained expression at the
manner in which Sharon was trampling over the right way of doing things as he saw it. And then Sharon
cameinto view, traled by the dightly sheepish-looking messenger.

"Hi, Sharon. Arewe early?' Frank wasn't entirely sure. The battery in hiswatch had findly run out the
year before. The timekeegping you got from Rome's church bellswas only good to within ten minutes or
S0 and varied from street to street depending on which church you could hear best.

Sharon waved it aside. "Close enough guys, come on up. I've got an examination room up here a the
back where the light's good.”



Theway to the examination room took them past a door from behind which could be heard the sounds
of afull-on sword fight. Sharon must have seen the looks on Frank and Giovanna's faces, because she
laughed. "Ruy's putting the Marines through their morning sword-drill. Some days you can seethe
testosterone seeping under the door."

"Figures," Frank said, and chuckled. "Jocks, en?"

"Thingis" Sharon said, "Ruy would agree with you. It'sjust that his notion of how ajock ought to behave
would probably astonish most of the guys on your high school footbal team.”

Sharon opened the door to aroom that was, if anything, grander than the entrance hall had been. Big,
and open, and with huge mullioned windows that |ooked out over abig garden that was al straight lines
and angles, the kind Frank had only ever seen in movies. "Nice place you got here, by theway."

"Ain'tit?' Sharon said, with awry grin. "We pretty much have to spend dl thismoney just to get taken
serioudy. Even asadoctor.” She snorted her contempt for the idea. "Not that there weren't plenty of
peoplein the twentieth century who had the same fool idea, mind."

Frank decided to take her word for it. "So, uh, | should go amuse mysdf while you and Giovanna, uh—"

Actudly, Frank wasn't at dl surewhat the hell was going to happen and, redlly, didn't want to. Giovanna
and Sharon were exchanging alook that smply said: "Men." "I'll, uh, go look in on Ruy and the guys,
doing, uh, guy stuff, okay?' He best it before they could mock him any more.

When he opened the door to the training room—apparently abalroom the rest of the time—it |ooked
like the whole room had been turned in to a gigantic human-powered mincing machine. There were about
twenty guysin Marine uniformswith leather vests over them paired off around the room and, asfar as
Frank could tdll, fighting. And in the middle, his back to Frank and glaring at one pair who had
apparently stopped for a breather, was Ruy Sanchez.

"Sefior Faul!" Hewas bellowing. "Therapier for honor, the back-sword for duty, your countrymen say!
Pray you remember it! If Sefior Crombie should open himself to akick in the crotch as he hasjust done,
you will administer him one, with grest force! Duty isto kill the enemy, not treat with him as agentleman!
Now, again! And thistime, Crombie, close your stance because if Faul doesn't smash your ballsfor you,
I, Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz, most surely will!"

The two Marines came to guard positions. Frank thought that was the right word, anyway, although what
he knew about fencing pretty much stopped at knowing the pointy end went toward your opponent.
Therewasablur of sted. Clearly Crombie didn't make the same mistake again because the exchange
ended with Faul yeping, saying something that was dmost certainly filthy in Gadlic, and clutching his
forearm.

"Better," Sanchez shouted. Without turning around: " Sefior Stone! So good to see you! Will you join us?!

Frank looked around—Iike there's another Sefior Stone in here, dummy, hethought. "I, uh, don't have
asword."

"A lack we can remedy,” Sanchez said. "Y ou will find abox of practice sabersto your right, and ajacket
whichwill fit youtheredso."

Frank began to think he should have hung around for the gynecologica exam.

Forty-five minutes later he had afine set of bruises, was gasping for breath, sweeting like aboar hog and
knew how to take guard, stand, advance, retreat, Sdestep, parry to quarte and sixte and and could



perform two smple cuts and alunge. All of them badly. But Sanchez grudgingly alowed that he might
survive as much as thirty seconds of ared fight. On agood day. Againgt an opponent who was
profoundly drunk.

After dismissing the Marines, dl of whom seemed indecently fresh after their own training sesson,
Sanchez came over to where Frank was trying to summon the energy to get out of hisgear. Histhighs
were burning, both arms ached, his ssomach muscles were just on the good side of acramp and hisentire
right sde and arm seemed to be one big bruise.

"Thanks, Sefior Sanchez," Frank gasped, pulling at the buckles of the one-armed, high-necked leather
vest that had saved him from being turned into low-grade hamburger meet, "Maybe | should get mea
sword."

"Perhaps, Sefior Stone," Sanchez said, "But do you have agun?'

"Y eah, arevolver, six-shooter. One of the ones they're making in the USE these days. | redlly should
practice with it more, but | just don't get thetime."

"Find thetime, sefior.”
"Please, cdl me Frank."

"Thank you, and, outside the training room, you may aso address me with familiarity asafriend of my
intended. As | was saying, find thetimeto practice. Y ou performed well for afirst lesson, for you are a
sportsman, yes?'

"Soccer. Lot of running in the game, for ninety minutes.”

"Indeed. It serves you well, and | worked you harder than | would have otherwise. Harder than | did the
Marines, Frank."

"Yeah?You kind of caught me by surprise asking metojoinin, actudly," Frank was starting to get his
breath back, but a couple of galons of ice-cold water were starting to seem like aredly good idea about
now. "Why'd you do that?"

"Dofla Sharon asked meto. Not the ingtruction specifically, but among the matters she has tasked me
with isthe safety of the Committee. The opportunity to ingtill some rudimentary skills presented itsdlf, and
| took it asfurthering the desires of thewoman | love.”

Frank nodded. "Makes sense. By the way, can you teach me to do the thing with the eyesin the back of
your heed?'

"When you camein to theroom?" Sanchez was chuckling. "Frank, thefirst lesson of the destreza, the
onethat is never taught but must be learned most well, isto pay attention and observe. And the uniform
of the Marines, and | ingst they train asthey would fight, includes a cuirass. A very bright, shiny, polished
cuirass”

Frank grinned back. "And there | was thinking your were pulling some kind of Obi-Wan Kenobi schtick
onme."

"Who is Obi-Wan Kenobi?' Sanchez asked, frowning. "A red person of the future or afictiona
Character?'

Frank grinned. "Fictiond, asit happens. A Jedi knight, awarrior and | guessyou'd call him awizard. If



you ever go back to Grantville, ask Sharon to see that you get to see Sar Wars; | reckon you'd likeit."

"Ah, thetelevison | have heard so much about? | shall make careful note of your recommendation,
Frank. But likewise make note of mine. Practice with your gun, please. Beready to useit, aswell. You
have more skill with the siword now than the common run of ruffian, but that will aval you nothing against
aman who has been fighting since childhood, however unschooled he may be.”

Frank felt adight chill, and not awelcome one, however sweaty he might be. Hed seen fencing on the
TV onetime, and it looked like quite asilly sport—two guysin meta masks playing tag with car aerids.
Suddenly he didn't seethe training session held just been shanghaied into as having anything to do with
that game. It was about kill or bekilled. And he dill got nightmares about the Sight of Marius Pontigrazzi's
head bursting from where Gerry had shot him in the face. That episode had calmed Gerry himsalf right
down from his hillbilly-hardass pose, and sent him clear back to Grantville, with sde trips to Rudol stadt
and Jena, to rethink hislifein mgor ways. "Right," he said, when held fought down the shudder. "More
rangetime. | can usethe cdlar, put sometargetsup in there.”

"Y ou do that. Practice at short ranges, point and shoot. Those weapons are excellent devices, Frank, as
good as having six pistolsin one hand." Sanchez's usua good-natured grin was nowhere in evidence
now. Frank felt the conversation was being altogether too seriousfor histaste. Sanchez wasn't letting up,
though. "Practice with your left hand aswell. Practice reloading as swiftly asyou may.”

"You redly think therewill betrouble?' Frank asked.

"There will dways betrouble, Frank. And there is seldom any easy way in which to predict where and
when it will cometo you. For now, | suspect there are those who will use your presence and activitiesfor
their own ends, and while they care little enough to order your deeth, | fed sure that they would issue no
tearswere it to happen. And, |, Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz, say that the way of honor isto prepare
to flee, and cover your retregt with gunfire. Honor liesin doing one's duty, not throwing your life avay."

Frank felt certain that Sanchez was hinting at something, but he couldn't tell what it was. "Understood,
Ruy. I've had my taste of stand-up fighting and | guess I'm not the kind of guy that enjoysit. If it can be
avoided, I'm out of there. I, uh, guessI'm alover, not afighter.”

"Exactly my point, and asyou—Ah!" Ruy straightened in order to ddliver asweeping bow. " Sefiora
Stone, it isapleasure and an honor to see you again. | regret, most sincerely, that | have caused your
hushband some shortness of bresth, but it is certain to pass before you require him for anything.”

Frank grinned ruefully and hauled himsdlf to hisfeet. " Sefior Sanchez let metry out with the saber. He
recommends| practice my shooting.”

"Oh, now, with much study, you would become afine and competent swordsman, Sefior Stone,”
Sanchez inssted. Then, to Sharon: "I felt it would be worthwhile to equip the young cabalero with the
rudiments of self-defense. If worse comesto worst, he should be able to hold off ordinary ruffians. With
your permission, Dofia Ambassadora, if hewill again accompany his most beautiful wife on her next vist,
| will endeavor to impart some moretraining?"

"By dl means, Ruy. Giovannaand | went and had a coffee and a chat after we were done precisely to let
you get on with that." Sharon turned to Frank. "Giovannasin fine form, nothing to worry abott. I've
suggested she start taking it easy as she getstoward her third trimester, just light work from then on.
She'sahedlthy girl and a hard worker, and she complained about it, but those are doctor's orders. No
sensein unnecessary risks, | say. See she doesn't take 'em.”

Frank sketched asdute. "Mdam," he said, "exactly what | was saying. Between me and her family, we



should be able to keep her from doing anything too strenuous.”

After Frank had gotten the long cool drink he was gasping for, Sharon made another suggestion. "Would
you like Ruy to come over and check out your place to advise on things like defenses and routesout in a

hurry?'

"Well, sure," Frank said, frowning. " Sefior Sanchez iswelcome any time. But, uh, between you and
Sefior Sanchez that's the second warning of trouble I've had today. Y ou think theré's moreto it than
leaflets and rent-a-crowds?"

"Wdll, we are and we aren't,” Sharon said, her face a perfect deadpan. "On the one hand, we can't see
where everything we're seeing isleading except for trouble for the Vatican. On the other hand, there's
troublein the streets aswell. And Ruy's seen at least one guy he knowsisared nasty customer, and

apparently he's capable of anything”

Ruy barked alaugh. "Say rather, he will attempt anything, and the results are usually disastrousfor many.
Capable, outsde of doggerd and philosophica musings, heisnot. But in bungling whatever busnessheis
about, heissureto causetrouble. | have had one of my own operations ruined by Francisco Quevedo y
Villega, and been one step ahead of an angry mob asaresult.”

"How will | know thisguy if | seehim?" Frank asked, visons of some sinister Spanish agent haunting his
clubflitting through hismind.

"Likely, you will not," Sanchez said. "It was purely good fortune that | spotted him when and wherel did,
and it beggars belief that heis not working for Cardina Borja, if the evidence of the past few weeks
deedsisof any worth. It is precisely the manner of foolishnessthat he would attempt.”

"So, Frank," Sharon said, "we're taking precautions just in case. And you have responsihilities, not just to
the Committee”

"Dottoral " Giovannasaid, her voice sharp, "Do not suggest that | will shirk any danger!”

Frank gtifled agroan. Sharon had unwittingly pressed the Revolution Button in Giovannas brain.
"Giovanna," hesaid, "look at it thisway. We don't have enough to face these guysin astraight fight. If we
have to, we smply melt away, and come back when their attention moves on. We don't play the game by
their rules, Giovanna, becauseif we do, we lose. We stay until it gets hot, and then we get our heads
down until the trouble passes.”

"Frank—" Giovannabegan, her eyes garting to flash. On this subject, she wouldn't even think about
hesitating to pick afight right in front of Ruy and Ms. Nichols.

Nothing for it, Frank thought, and drew himsdf up. "Enough!™ he said, looking her sraight inthe eye. "l
decide the tactics. WWhen we cannot win, we bug out. No one's going to be a martyr. No one.”

Giovannaplainly didn' likeit, but she had very strong reflexes where some things were concerned. Sheldd
been raised to be adutiful daughter and some day a dutiful wife. Frank hated using that againgt her, but
on some issues—like her probable willingness to stand on a barricade and defy aregiment of cavary
with nothing but cobblestones and raw courage so asto be aMartyr of the Revolution—he figured the
payoff was worth acting like some domineering asshole. Raised as a commune hippie he might have
been, but if it came to a choice between dumping his dad's principlesin the crapper or letting Giovanna
get shot, he didn't really have to think too hard.

Giovanna subsided from the rant she had been building up to. But Frank could tell, from the way her lips



thinned and she glared a him, that he hadn't heard the last of this. Hed dedl with it later. Although, from
the looks, hed gone up in Sanchez's opinion.

"SefloraStone," Sanchez said, "your husband's thinking isin accord with that of aprofessona soldier. |
can find no fault in hisreasoning. Duty is not aways both honorable and pleasant, and is frequently
neither.”

That didn't go over too well with Giovanna either, Frank noticed, but decided that pressing it now wasn't
such agood idea. "We should get back,” he said to Giovanna. "We need to make sure the guys are
reedy for the lunchtime rush.”

They said their good-byes to Sharon, and Sanchez agreed to come over and make astart on the
defenses of the Committee and have lunch with them. On the way out, asthey turned along the street to
head for the bridge that would take them to their own side of theriver, Sanchez leaned over, and in
conversationa tones, said, "Our movements are being reported. One of the people who have been
watching the embassy building for the last few daysjust ran away, doubtlessto deliver tidings of your

departure.”

"You saw?' Frank fought the urge to turn around. He didn't know much abouit this sort of thing, but he
figured letting on that they knew was awrong move.

"A smadl boy, who was standing with agroup of ruffians. Who, | might add, did not accord well with the
character of this quarter of Rome."

"Did you see where he went?' Giovanna asked.

"The opposite way from our present direction,” Sanchez said, pausing amoment to tip his hat to alady
passing them, "running fast. A risk of using street urchinsin thiskind of business, they do not know how
to be inconspicuous.”

"What do we do?"' Frank asked, trying hard to give an air of just chatting with an old friend as we
stroll along.

"Nothing, Sefior Stone," Sanchez said. "L et them believe we do not know we are being watched.”
Therest of the walk back passed without incident.



Chapter 18

Rome

Cardina Antonio Barberini was not, in any measure, ahappy man. He stood at the window overlooking
the square where, money permitting, he would be wheedling his uncle to commisson anew fountain. The
piazzaneeded it, frankly. Something by Bernini, if the man had timeto work on it before he died. The
trouble with Bernini, of course, was that he was so good, he had more commissions than he could truly
keep up with.

Right now though, the problem with the piazza was not so much the absence of fountain, but the very redl
and present presence of what looked like a couple of hundred people. Not, if one wereto betruly
pedantic, amaob. They didn't seem to have agreat dedl to say for themselves, and while there would
certainly be pockets being picked and minor scuffles, the whole scene didn't ook criminal. Or, at least,
not from this elevated and removed vantage.

It was just—untidy. Badly composed. An eyesore. A little while ago, he'd asked that someone be sent to
wander through the crowd and see what had drawn them. Idle curiosity, really. The fellow who'd gone
out—someone had picked out one of the bel ow-gtairs porters as being most likely to blend in, and
Barberini could see the point, the man looked quite charmingly villainous—had come back afew
moments ago saying that the crowd wasn't redly there for much. A couple of the fellows Barberini’'s man
had talked to had been paid to turn up and the rest had hung around to see if anything was going to
happen. That alonewould just have been an amusing oddity of idleness and the beginnings of along, hot
ummer.

It was not aone. There was the paper. That had been handed to the porter, he said, within minutes of
him setting foot in the square. There were street-boys down there giving them to anyone with handsto
hold them. The porter could not read it, but had kept it to show his boss. Barberini had it in his hand
now, read once and then gripped tightly. Naturally, the thing was scurrilous beyond belief. No one who
actually knew himwould believe aword of it. Not |least because the author had at one and the sametime
accused him of Sinsagaingt nature and of patronizing Gentileschi amply in order to fornicate with her. In
itsway, it was quite anusing. And damnably infuriating.

"Your Eminenceis. .." A long pause. "Angered?'
"Father-Generd," Barberini said, not turning away from the window, "I did not hear you enter."

Vitelleschi moved over by Barberini, but did not, the younger cardina noted, stand in the window. ™Y our
Eminence's mg ordomo vouchsafed that you seemedill at ease. | took the liberty of entering
unannounced.”



"To be sure of seeing me helplessin fury? Knowing my weskness?' Barberini drew on every drachm of
civility and manners at his command not to snarl at the father-generd. It would not do for the pope's
nephew to lose histemper with his uncle's most dependable dly. And most useful one, at atimelikethis,

"Y our Eminence recognizesit for thetemptationitis. Wrathisadeadly sin.”" Vitelleschi'sdry rasp had
softened somewhat, Barberini noted, and he found himself al the more angry with the old man.

"I need no catechism from you, Father-General." Barberini took pride in the fact that hisvoice wasicy
cam. Another deedly Sin.

"It isaprovocation, nothing more." For awonder, Viteleschi said it without sounding patronising.
"Similar things have been written about your uncle. Many times, over the years since he was elected.”

"l dso need no schooling in such footling tricks as this," Barberini said, snapping at last. "Did | need such,
there would aready be squadrons of horsein the square, daking my wounded namein blood.” He
redized as he said it that he was losing hiswhite-knuckled grip on his self-control, and had brandished
the paper a Viteleschi.

"| doubt they seek to provoke anything so crude." Barberini noticed for thefirst timethat Vitelleschi had
brought adim brief-walet, and took from it other handbills like the one that was passing in the square
below. Barberini could see that the ones from the case were different, for all that he could not read the
contents from where he was standing. Vitelleschi was silent for along moment, before he went on. Y our
Eminence might perhaps consider the possibility of other hasty reactions which those responsible for this
libel might have sought to provoke."

What little patience Barberini retained was bardly a shred. "' Such as?'

Vitelleschi's glare was as baeful asthe basilisk of legend. "What did Y our Eminence think to do after
dismissing the thought of ordering a massacre of innocents?"

Barberini's urgent desire to dap the father-general across the face parsed the full measure of theinsultsin
that question faster than his sentient mind could. He actually raised his hand before redlizing that the barb
had been a ddliberate goad. The sharp sting of the schoolmaster's cane. Never forget that the Jesuits
are educators as much as they are anything, hetold himsdf and lowered his hand. "Father-Generd,"
he said, bowing his head and folding his hands together, "1 must gpologize most humbly for my unseemly
and unwarranted action,” he said.

"Itisnothing, and till lessto forgive. Y our Eminence will please remember that | am your uncles most
obedient servant, and he and | have grown old in the service of Christ. Y et neither of us has forgotten
what it was to be ayoung man, with ayoung man's passion and impulses.” There was the faintest ghost of
asmile about the Jesuit'slips.

Redlizing how thoroughly he had been stung, Barberini could not help but smile himsdlf. "1 confess,
Father-Generd, that | had not as yet passed beyond the thought of horses slampeding through the piazza.
Except, and | offer thisin the most desperate mitigation, that when you entered | was musing on the
possible themesfor anew fountain in the square.” He smiled again, amore amiable smile thistime. "It
does so0 need it. Far more than it does a carpet of libelous handbills.”

Vitdleschi's smile became dmost discernible. "Come, Y our Eminence. We must discuss more
congtructive suggestions.”

"| fear the Father-Generd will befar ahead of me," Barberini said, till rueful at having been chided likea
dow-witted schoolboy. "We have confidence in our estimates of what mischief Borjaintendsto work,



and | have considerable confidence that the Father-Genera's subordinates have done excellent work in
securing that the cardinals who will vote in His Holiness favor will be present in Rome at or before the
criticd juncture.”

Vitdleschi's smile faded to a mere spectrd hint of earthly pleasure. "The Society attempts as ever to
repay the confidence Y our Eminence and, through Y our Eminence, His Holiness placesin us. | have
every expectation that on this occasion the account will be paid in full measure.”

Barberini felt genuine amusement at that. Vitelleschi must be well pleased in his peoples effortsif hewas
prepared to be that flowery in his description of their success. Barberini clapped his hands together. If
Vitelleschi was prepared to be mildly pleased, it behooved lesser mortasto be demondrative.
"Excdlent,” he cried, "and therefore it only remainsto ensure that there is nothing lurking beneath the
surface of Borjasplot?'

"Therestherub, Y our Eminence." The smile was gone, now.

"No further success?' Barberini asked, turning away from the window at last. "Maddening, to lack
definite ansvers™

"Normd," Viteleschi corrected him.

"For the Father-Genera, perhaps." Barberini looked about for achair. "And, please, rest those bones
that have grown old in the service of Chrigt. | find my fit of childish piqueis quite past, now."

"Very good, Y our Eminence.”

"Now," Barberini said, when they were both seated and he had rung for aservant to bring refreshments,
"we may be no more certain beyond our educated guesses as to what Borjais about, but what is
Quevedo doing?'

"Printing handbills," Vitelleschi said promptly, and Barberini could have sworn there was an impish tonein
hisvoiceashesad it.

Barberini refused to be baited, suspecting the while that he was being taught alesson thereby. "I presume
that there are more handbills than smply these that dur what thereis of my good name?’

"Y our Eminence presumes correctly. We have identified twelve distinct ones, in the course of the last
week aone. Each framed so asto be as barely coherent as the one which | note Y our Eminence still has
inhishand.

"l do? 1 do." Barberini put the offending paper down on the table, grateful for the moment of levity. "Itis
asif Quevedo does not care what rumor he starts, so long as he starts some rumor to the genera
disorder of Rome."

"Jugt S0, Y our Eminence.”

"What isto be done?' Barberini asked. "What can be answered in the one about mysalf does not merit
the dignity of aresponse, | fed."

"Y our Eminence's considered response is commendably temperate. It isusud for the populaceto be
restive at thistime of year when the price of bread isat its highest, seemingly each year higher than the
year before. Quevedo seems, in our estimation, to be casting as many seeds as possible on the ground.”

Barberini caught the biblical metgphor. "And he hopesfor fruit from the stoniest of ground?”



"He does not act done. Borja, directly and indirectly, can exert control over what is preached from a
number of Rome's pulpits. Things are being said from those pulpits, Y our Eminence.”

Barberini thought about that for amoment. In the course of andyzing what Borjawas up to, he'd had to
review the control of &l of Rome's churches. "1 do not believe the Spanish party controls any churchesin
the poorer quarters. Thosethat are in the locdlities frequented by the common folk of Rome aredl inthe
gift of the old familiesof Rome."

"The Borghes=."

That was aconnection that shed agreat dedl of light, Barberini redlized. The Borghese were among the
oldest of Rome's nobility and controlled the benefices of some of Rome's oldest parishes. And the older
parishes tended to be the poorer neighborhoods. And if they were preaching Spain'sinterest—"The
Borghese are definitely againgt us?" he asked.

"Subtly so. Their more popular pul pits spesk againgt the maign influence of the United States of Europe.
Sermons againgt the Strega Nichols have been preached in at least two churchesin the last week, and
much is being said about foreign plots against the Church of Rome. In the more affluent neighborhoods,
they are viewing the discontent of the people with great darm.”

"Stirring up classagaing class?' That wasthe very definition of sedition, Barberini redized, and if the
Borghese had gone that far, then whatever efforts had been made to ensure the Borghese remained at
least loyd to Itdian interests over foreign ones had been in vain. Barberini had not personaly been
involved. Discuss ons between the noble houses of Rome were delicate business at the best of times, and
never left to men in their twenties, however dizzyingly they had been promoted. "Thisgrows grave.”

Viteleschi made no reply.

Barberini thought further. Nothing suggested itself. The report he would give to hisunclewould be an
uncomfortable one. He tried to anticipate the course of that audience. His Holiness would amost
certainly suggest that gpproaching the problem from its fundamentalswould yield results; the schools of
philosophy and theology he had adhered to dll hislifeleft clear imprints on the way he thought. So, what
was a the root of Borjas stratagem?

"They are making alegations about the influence of the United States of Europe on HisHoliness, yes?'
"Yes, Your Eminence." Vitdleschi's face betrayed nothing.

Vitelleschi had received his educetion, if not at the sametime then at least from teacherstrained in the
same tradition as Pope Urban VII1. Their generation wasthe last of the medievds, in truth, where that of
Cardina Antonio Barberini the' Y ounger wasreadlly the first to be untouched by that old way of thinking.
It could make for conversations at uncomfortable cross-purposes, especialy when the older man was
bound and determined to make a Socratic didogue of it. Very well—

"And it remainsthe case that the contact between His Holiness and the United States of Europe since the
conclusion of the Galileo affair has been only of the most perfunctory and formal kind, not such asto
permit any opportunity of influence? And that their time in Rome has been spent making and maintaining
contacts with merchants on the one hand, and learned men and doctors of physic and natural philosophy
on the other, to the amost total exclusion of anyone with red palitica influence?”

"Sofar as| am aware, Y our Eminence.”

"And that has not prevented Quevedo's busy printers from neverthdesstelling anyone who will listen that



HisHolinessiswholly under the spell of these wonder-workers from the future?”
"It has not, Y our Eminence.”

Barberini searched the older man'sface. There was not a clue to be read there. Nary atwitch nor crease
out of imperturbable place. "It therefore follows that there is no harm to be done by opening informal,
socia contact with the Dottoressa Nichol s?*

"Nonethat isnot aready being done in the fullest measure within our opponents power, Y our
Eminence" Vitdleschi said.

"But why would | do such athing?| confess| have not taken any steps since my uncle last spoketo me
of the matter."

Vitelleschi avoided the trap of Barberini's rapid-fire question by mis-parsing it. Y our Eminence needs no
excuseto invite anotable lady of high repute in the medicd arts and sciencesto one of hissalons. Y our
Eminence dready cultivates severd doctors of natura philosophy.”

"I would have us drop the pretense, Father-Genera," Barberini said after ashort pause. "While your
effortsto educate me in matters perquisite to my position are greatly appreciated, in this matter | must
ask that you advise me.”

Vitelleschi's smile returned, for the merest scintilla temporis. The blink of an insect would have sufficed
to missit. "On Friday last in the forenoon Frank and Giovanna Stone, a whose wedding Y our Eminence
was pleased to administer the sacrament, attended the embassy of the United States of Europe in thefirst
of what will be regular meetings. Giovanna Stoneis under the medica care of the Dottoressa Nichols."

"Issheill?" Barberini's concern was genuine. While he had been scared out of hiswits by the gunplay at
Gadlileo'strid-that-was-not-a-trid, he had found them to be a pleasant young couple, only afew years
younger than he was himsdlf, for whom he had heartfelt wishes of every happiness.

"On the contrary. The marriage Y our Eminence performed isto befruitful in the latter part of thisyear, if
God grant there be no complications. The girl isyoung and hedlthy, so as these things go the prospects
must be accounted good."

"Excdlent!" Barberini cried doud, thinking at |east someone is getting good news. "And thisbearson
my contact with the dottoressa—oh."” Now he said it dloud, it seemed obvious. Vitdleschi had scored
againgt him again. Which was, given the man's age and formidable learning, only to be expected. "The
Committee of Correspondence is dedicated to organizing mass action. You believethey ... 7'

"Almogt certainly not in our direct interests. But they have alaudable commitment to honesty in their
dedlings, or so | understand from my brethren in the Germanies. We would find them foes, but honorable
foes" Vitdleschi said.

"l understand, though, that Stoneis, asfar asthe activities of the Committee of Correspondencein Rome
are concerned, careful to undertake his organizational work patiently. Given his history with the
Inquigtion, it ssemswise of him."

"True. But we face many months of Borjas actions, and given time, the presence of an organization
which concentrates the minds of the mob on illswhich can be remedied will prove useful. In the longer
term, we would haveto ded with them more directly."

"Surely such things take time? The reports | have seen on the Committee—"



"We should havetime. The present unrest is sporadic, and smal. There has been little call for the militia
It will taketime to build to a serious problem. By then, with aguarantee of the Inquisition'srestraint, it
may be that the Committee will be working against the machinations of Quevedo's agitators. They do
something very much likeit in the Germanies.™

"I am unconvinced of the value of such astratagem, Father-General .”

"] would ask Y our Eminence to cultivate the contact nevertheless. It will be sometime before | can meset
with His Holinesswithout attracting comment. Please pass to him that thisis my recommendetion also.”

Barberini sghed. "'l fed surethat he, too, will not think well of aplan that involvesinviting revolutionaries,
anticlerica revolutionaries at thet, in to Rome. But, bethat asit may, | shal speak with Dottoressa
Nicholsin any event. Her presence a my salon will be simulating.”

"| thank Y our Eminencefor the consderation.”

Barberini reached for hisdrink again, and saw the handbill on the table. "Of course, | will be accused in
print of inviting her in order to fornicate with her. | had better invite Bedmar's man aswell. Heisher
intended, and | have heard stories about that man.”

Chapter 19

Rome

Frank wasn' liking the atmospherein his club onelittle bit. It wasn't that the place wasrowdy, at dl. If
anything, the number of peoplein the place wasahit light for a Saturday night. It was quiet, too. The
usua pick-up band—some combination of French André, Martino, Andreas and Fabrizzio plus whoever
wanted to join them—weren't in and no one seemed to be ready to take up the dack. And the people
who werein werelargely Stting quietly and talking well below the usud drunken Itaian volume.

"Anyone saying what's up?' he asked Benito when he came back to the bar. " Seems quiet tonight.”

Benito shrugged. "L ooks like we only got the redl regulars, Frank. I'll ask Piero, he usudly knowswhat's
going down.”

Frank looked over, and indeed Piero was there. Usudly he had agirl with him—and usudly adifferent
one each week and one or two of them obvioudy hookers, but Frank figured that wasn't any of his
business. "I'll go over and have achat, actudly,” he said. "Mind the bar for me."

Piero nodded as Frank dragged up astoal. "Y ou've heard, then?" the lefferto said.



"Heard what? | was kind of wondering what was up, like, whereis everybody?'
Piero heaved adeep sigh, and shrugged. "Y ou haven't seen the handhills, then?!
"W, I've seen acouple—" Frank began, and then stopped. " There's another one out today ?*

"Y esterday, actudly. | figured it wasfase, since you denied the earlier one and it just plain doesn't sound
likeyou."

"Don't leave aguy in suspense, Piero, what doesit say?' Frank had asinking feding in hisguts. Hed
thought that whoever was printing the thingswas trying to get him in trouble with the Inquisition, and hed
been going in and making a nuisance of himsdf denouncing whoever it wasto the Inquisition himsdf.

Sharon and Ruy Sanchez were certain it was the Spanish but Frank didn't know enough to be sure. So
he'd been going back and writing letters demanding to know if they'd caught the guy, which heldd thought
was a nice touch, to the point where the junior priest who met him whenever he went over there looked
visgbly darmed whenever Frank showed up. Frank liked that. Turnabout wasfair play, after all.

"| can do better,” Piero said."l kept mine." He dug inside hisjacket somewhere and brought out a
rumpled and stained piece of cheap rag paper.

Frank looked at it. It was badly printed, and the type looked it had dipped a bit, blurring the letters. He
read it closgly. It started with the usual stuff ripped off from old broads des by Massmo—who would
probably be pleased to hear that hed made at least that much impact. Then it went on to—Frank
groaned. "Wed never say any of this stuff, Piero.”

"That'swhat | thought," Piero agreed. "I mean, you don't want to end up injail, right? 1 figure you don't
want to die either. | mean, were allowed to make nasty cracks about the city, but you're still aforeigner.
Asfor the suggestion we dl hold our women in common, well, you could maybe say | don't get too
attached to any particular one, but I—Frank?" Piero looked concerned.

"Sorry, | wasjust reading some more of this. It makesit look like | wanted to insult everyone | know
around here. About the only thing | Ieft out, according to this, isthat | think everyonein Romeisfucking
hisown sster and killed hismother.”

Piero chuckled. "Wéll, if you read it oneway, it'slike you asked everyone to whore his sster out.”
"It an't funny, Piero. We got to do something about this, man.”

Piero cleared histhroat. "Well, actudly, you've got to do something about it. Only reason I'm hereis, ah,
I'm avoiding someone." Heflashed agrin. "I kind of made agtart on the whole holding womenin
common thing last week, and | figured no one was going to come looking here. Maybe things|l blow
over, though.”

"I don't see how they will. Whoever's printing these things till has a printing press and no one seemsto
know who it is. Benito's been asking the street kids, but you know how they areif you ask them
questions.”

"I was thinking more about the husband | pissed off, but you have apoint. Anyway, | heard where the
one thing the Committee of Correspondence dways hasisa printing press. So why don't you just get
your own word out there?"

"We don't have our press yet. Weve only been here a couple of months, and it takestime to get the
things shipped from where they're made in Germany."



"All right, why not use apressin Rome?' Piero'stone was of aman explaining thingsto aniidiot.

"I would, but al the legal ones get watched by the Inquisition. All of the oneswe spoketo flat told us
they wouldn't do any propaganda. They only print stuff for usif it doesn't mention the Committee and isn't
political in any way. Kind of narrow-minded of them, and we sneak some stuff in anyway,
changing-attitudes kind of stuff that doesn't 1ook like politics unless you know what you're looking for,
but—" Frank redlized he was babbling. "L ook, it'sjust impossble right now."

Piero shrugged. "I figureit's not so bad, though. Get around and tell peopleit wasn't you. Get theword
spread. Maybe bribe one of those street kidsto rat out the guy who gives them the handbills. How much
damage can they do before you start answering them?”

"Menty,” Frank said. "And | don't like the ideathat someone's going to seethisasagood tactic; it could
get used againgt the Committee elsewhere. Oh, not back in the USE, | figure. They do nasty thingsto
people who pull shit like this back there.”

Frank was interrupted by the sound of breaking glass and abellow of darm and rage. He spun around
and leapt to hisfeet. "What the—?"

It looked like someone had thrown a brick through the window. Frank saw it bounce and tumbleto a
halt on the floor. He found himself, absurdly, staring hard to seeif it had amessagetied toit. There didn't
need to be. Another window went, and thistimeit didn't just nearly hit someone, and the roar was of
adarm, rage, and pain. Frank winced. The guy it had hit was abig, usudly amiable guy name of Giulio, a
teamster from just outside Rome who had moved to the city afew years before. Hewas ared nice guy
with hardly abad word for anyone, right down to the bottom of histhird glass of wine, at which point he
started getting rattier and rattier until he was afirst-class mean drunk. And held had afew tonight.

Frank figured he had afew seconds before Giulio ran out of siwearwords and did something everyoned
regret, and gill less before the place went into acomplete uproar. "Benito!l" he yelled. " Get the guys
down here, I'll get the shutters.”

He grabbed the shutters for the nearest window and got them closed just as a brick hurtled through the

glass—he sure as hell wasn't going to lean out and close the outer shutters—and banged into the wood,
dapping it painfully againg his hands. Whoever had thrown that had meant it. From the brief glance hed
gotten out in to the street, there wasn't a crowd there, but there was a sizeable gang of what looked like
drunks.

"Frank!" Giovannashouted. She wasn't ashrinking violet, either. Frank could hear her over eventhe
sudden uproar the place wasin. Sheld obvioudy passed Benito on the stairs, and seemed to bein that
date of genera anger she sometimes got in where it could strike to earth anywhere, like lightning. One
timeit had been Frank in the way, but more usudly it was her brothers. Tonight it looked like being
Frank'sturn, athough he didn't have time. He dashed to the next window, and swerved as another brick
camethrough. Thistime hedidn't get awhack on the hands as he shut the thing up, and he got to the third
one and shut it without any trouble. A couple of the regulars had gotten the idea and the other windows
were shuttered before Frank could make another move. Everyone e se was either on their feet and
shouting or crouching under atable and shouting. Dino and Fabrizzio and Benito were back in the room
and shouting, and Giovannaand Giulio were squared off and shouting at each other. That was kind of
funny, if everything e'se weren't so freaking serious, Frank thought. Giovanna, five-five in her working
shoes, and Giulio, six-three and the best part of two hundred and fifty pounds. Not big muscles, but the
kind of fat you get on guyswho load carts and wrestle with balky mulesfor aliving. Giovannawas
actually doing her best to get in the guy's face, which given that she had to crane her neck took some
doing. And Giulio had that ability to bellow back a awoman that comeswith aguy who knows he's not



going to haul off and belt agirl no matter what.

Frank could only catch hits. It sounded like he was going to have to cam things down. "Dino, Fabrizzio,
hold the door closed!" he bellowed. Once he was certain they were heading that way he ducked through
the now-milling crowd to get Giulio and Giovanna apart.

When he got there she was yelling that he was abig dumb ox who should've ducked, and he was | etting
her know that if she ran a decent house this sort of thing wouldn't happen. Better, Frank figured, than
Giulio running outsde to take 'em dl on, but till not helping any.

"Sorry to interrupt this conversation!" he yeled over the noise. The pair of them weren't even ahalf of
one per cent of the racket in the room, and conversation was putting it abit too gently for the business of
the pair of them yelling at each other at the top of their lungs. Neither of them was listening to the other
or, for that matter, Frank.

There was ahammering at the door. Dino and Fabrizzio were holding it shut, and were getting the bolts
in. Frank began to wish held gotten around to fixing those old and balky fasteners abit sooner, but it'd
been easier to persst with afew seconds swearing and jiggling every morning and night.

There was a bright side, though. Everyone shut up.

At the sametime. In aroom full of Romans, that wasamiraclein itself.

Bang, bang, bang. There was shouting in the Street outside, but no way to tell about what.
Frank figured he had to take charge somehow. "Giulio, come with me."

He had no ideawhether or not the big guy was any use in afight, and had no idea how to tell. Once upon
atime, he'dd thought big and strong was the way to tell, but then the one guy he knew who was goodin a
fight—he'd gotten the story from Billy Trumble—was a short, wiry Catalan who was older than Frank's
dad. Still, having abig guy standing behind him would help.

And now he had backup. He hoped that would keep there from being any trouble. " Open the door,
guys”

Dino and Fabrizzio looked at each other and looked at Frank. Frank saw that both of them had brought
the cudgels that were kept behind the bar. Maybe that'd help, too, athough the two Venetian boys
weren't anyone'sidea of hulking goons. Scrawny little guys from the wrong side of the tracks, those two.
Not that they didn't know athing about street-fighting, being from Murano, where it wasthe local sport.
And Frank had seen them pile into agang of muggerswith awill, that first night held visited them a
home. It'sjust that you wouldn't know it to look at them, and that meant someone might try something,
not knowing that the pair of them were pretty handy with those clubs.

They shot the bolts and opened the big double door wide in front of Frank. He stepped out, not letting
himsdlf have any time to chicken out. The street was dark, apart from where light spilled out from the
couple of other buildings that were occupied around here. Frank's first guess had been off. There were
maybe adozen guys out there. All of them at least half drunk; if not more. A couple had been standing
right by the door, and having it open in front of them had clearly come asasurprise. Well, Frank
thought, don't waste it.

"What are you doing, you sons of whores?' he roared, stepping right up to the nearest drunk. The guy
looked like held been stunned. Certainly not about to call Frank's bluff.

Some of the others weren't so taken aback. "Whoremonger!” "Pimp!" and "Pervert!" werethefew cries



Frank could pick out. His grasp of Roman idiom wasn't good enough for more than the basics of the
loca swearing.

"Y eah, sayswho?' Giulio shouted. Bellowed, rather.
"Y egh, show yoursdlf!" Frank shouted.

Hereally wasn't happy about this. The whole stand-up-to-a-bully thing just wasn't his scene. Back down
and take elaborate comedy revenge later, that was his style, but it just wasn't going to work here and
now. Timeto find out if confrontation worked.

A moment'stensesilence. . . Not right away, it doesn't, Frank thought to himself. Aloud, "Come on!
Y ou got a problem with me, step right the fuck up.” He pointed at the ground in front of him. He wasn't
sure why, hejust thought held seenit on TV onetime.

More silence, a couple more shouts from the back of the crowd, cdling him apimp and afew other
things. He looked around. Most of them had drifted closer, and enough windows were opening that
Frank was starting to see facesingtead of just pae, unshaven blobs. He didn't recognize any of them,
and adark suspicion began to form.

Behind him, he heard Dino say, "Y ou want we should bresk some heads, Frank?”
"Y eah, say theword,” Giulio added.

"| shall probably regret this," came Piero's voice, and the sound of something steely dipping out of a
scabbard, "but | do not fed that | can let this passwithout intervening.”

Something about that last bugged Frank alittle, but he wasn't going to worry about it now. "No, guys,” he
said, doing hisbest to imitate his father-in-law doing the mafia-don act he put on for Murano's low-life.
He held up ahand. "1 see how thisis. You guys," he said, waving ahand at the gang in the Street, "'l see
how it is. Y ou got your money, you did what you came for, go collect your pay. It'sover. And next time,
you take the money, you come here and have aquiet drink, and go back and just say you did it, okay?"

There was a pause. "What about dl that stuff you wrote?' came avoice from the back.

There was always one, Frank figured. "I never wroteit,” he said. "And | wouldn't. Only guy getsto fuck
my wifeisme, you hear?"' he shouted, grinning. "If you saw her, you'd understand why | fed red strongly
about that."

That got afew grins. Hey, it'sworking. He decided held strike whiletheiron was hot. "I figure you al
got someone you fed that way about too, and | ain't going to mess with that."

"But you wrote—" said the heckler, and Frank noted that he was staying in back.

" —WROTE—NO—SUCH—THING!" heroared at the top of hislungs. "The bastards are trying to
get you angry a your best hope of getting what's coming you, isall. They've seen what the Committee's
donein Germany and they don't want it happening here! Y ou think some stinking Spanish nobleman
wants to see you doing well? When he's getting fat off your hard work?"

Therewas around of muttered "no's," dthough Frank would have guessed that most of these guys hadn't
done aday'swork intheir lives.

"Right!" he pressed on. "So maybe they want to tell you afew liesand get you mad at us over bullshit!
That'swhat it is. Nothing but fucking bullshit. Now, you guys going to go home, or comein for adrink,



or what?'

In the end, most of them drifted off. A couple of them camein for acouple of drinks, but seemed kind of
embarrassed, and the regulars didn't exactly make them fed welcome. Frank wished he could fix that. If
he could just get afew of these fellows on his side he'd have someone who could tell him what the hell
was going on with al this rent-amob stuff. It wasnt like it was even doing much harm, apart from the
odd rock getting thrown and Frank having ahdll of arepair bill. Asit was, dl he could get out of them
was that some guy had offered them abit of money and a skinful of drink to turn out and throw rocks at
Frank's Place, and some guy had passed around the handbills and gotten quite irate about the whole
sharing-of-women thing. And that wasiit, apparently. Two of them had "worked" for these guys before,
and they were usudly in one of the taverns on the ViaRipetto picking up warm bodiesfor thiskind of
thing. Therewere some guysdl but making aliving at it.

Still, it was more than he'd got up to now, through Benito asking street kids. And he wondered if they'd
be dumb enough to let, say, Dino or Fabrizzio join one of their hired crowds. That would get them alot
more information, assuming he could drill the Marcoli boyswith the absolute necessity of keeping their
yaps shut and not arguing with whatever bullshit they were asked to shout or hand around.

He decided hed deep onit.

Chapter 20

Rome

Sharon had been in the Palazzo Barberini for less than an hour, and was aready feding under sege. Ruy
had wandered off to discuss poetry with someone or other—Sharon sugpected that he almost certainly
had the poor fellow completely confused by now—and she had been, well, mobbed was the only word
for it, by every sngle one of the physicigts, physicians, astronomers and in acouple of cases outright
charlatansthat His Eminence Cardinal Antonio Barberini seemed to have surrounded himself with.

Sheld exchanged maybe ten words with the cardinal, a short, dightly pudgy, bright-eyed little fellow who,
whatever his priestly vows, came off as gay asthe eighteen-nineties. Which was some achievement for a
man born in the early seventeenth century. Doubtless held be around again later; it beggared belief that
thisinvitation had turned up for no good reason after nearly three months of very polite cold shoulder
from his uncle the pope. For now, though, she was having trouble keeping the names straight of the
dozen or so guyswho were literally hanging on her every word. Sheld managed to get through a
blow-by-blow account of the operation sheld done on her fiancé, and made alist of the mistakes sheld
made for them to learn from.



That seemed to puzzle them. She'd read up on the way science operated in thistime after the business
with Gdileo. Half of what would be peer-reviewed journds, in later times, wasfilled with outright
bragging. That was agood part of the reason that scientific controversy reached the levels of venom that
had got Galileo in trouble. Not that, judging from some of the stories her dad told about getting papers
published, it was much different in the twentieth century. 1t was just that the backbiting and nastiness
tended not to end up mixed in with the science.

So when she pointed out that her dad had explained that getting direct sunlight on Ruy'sinnardswas a
bad idea, and that he'd listed awhole lot of other mistakes she'd made, they seemed to decide that as
well asknowing agreat ded more than they did, she was capable of saintly forbearance aswell. Asfor
therest of it, shewastrotting out high-school science, and they were hanging on every word.

That was what was so damn exhaugting. Individudly, they were charming, wouldn't let her move amuscle
to cal for morefood or drink, and were solicitous of her every want and need. Shejust found it hard
work to carry the entire load of the discussion, when what she redlly wanted was whatever gossip they
had about Rome and its notables. On the other hand, she wished it was this easy to get peopleto listen
elsewhere. Of course, e sewhere, she didn't usualy have an audience that conssted entirely of the most
forward-thinking mindsin the neighborhood. Lots of other people consdered themsalves too hardheaded
and practica to believein something that they could neither see nor read about in the Bible. How Stoner
got the results he did when he lectured, sheld love to know. It wasn't like she said anything different. She
supposed it was because where she was smply exotic, where Stoner was otherworldly to these people.
Therewastheair of dien wizardry about him, which just seemed to establish confidence and credibility
the way that the charlatans of achemy and magic did.

As she was winding up an explanation of the difference between bacterid and vird infection, Cardind
Antonio Barberini findly returned.

"Signori," he said, cutting in smoothly as Sharon wound down, "you monopolize the dottoressa, for
shame!” He wagged afinger around at the assembled scientific talent of Rome. "My sdonisfor the
sciences and the arts, doctors. So let me show the dottoressa some of the finer things we have here, eh?”

There were afew rueful grins and flowery apologies.

"Redlly," shesaid, getting in to the spirit of thething, "itisno trouble at dl. | wish every audience | had
wasthis gppreciative.”

Barberini'sgrin wasimpish. "And in some quarters, getting an audience at al would have been ahelp,
perhaps?!

Here it comes, she thought. She and Ruy had discussed the matter, and there had been a couple of
hours of back-and-forth radio traffic with the State Department over it. No oneredlly had aclue why
Barberini had invited her to her salon, except to manage the stunningly obvious conclusion that the pope's
nephew was hardly likdly to invite her over to the family palazzo for an afternoon of wine and chit-chat in
learned company if there wasn't some deeper purpose. If it was purdly for the sake of her scientific
knowledge, entirdy practica and rule-of-thumb by the standards of the twentieth century but
cutting-edge theory here and now, why not earlier?

There had been some change, and she was probably about to find out what. ™Y our Eminence need not
worry," she said, uncomfortable at how gtilted she sounded in the more forma Itdian they used
hereabouts. "The doctors have been most kind, and | in turn have learned far more about their own fields
of expertisethan | have been pleased to help with from my own smal knowledge."

Of course, that brought around of flowery protests from the doctors—why, their own arts were nearly



medieval—the new learning far outstripped their own—the dottoressawas alegend, and deservedly so.
Palitefictions, dl of it, and Sharon redized there was a huge difference between the way in which polite
society functioned and the cut-and-thrust of scientific debate. The conversation she'd had had up to now
had been far more colloquial and informal, more near to what she'd been used to back home. Earlier,
they had, to their credit, been chalenging what sheld said and taken notes when sheld described
high-school 1ab experiments they could do to verify some of it. Not that they needed scientific method
explained, though. That was familiar to dl of these good Lyncaeans, inits practicd termsif not asa
forma methodology.

The flowery protests ran down, and Barberini beamed. "Nevertheless, doctors, | shall claim the privilege
of rank and stedl the dottoressa away from you for atime. Doubtless you will seek to recapture her later,
but for the time being let me show her that this symposium is not of natura philosophers done?!

W, Sharon thought, it's his party. And, truth to tell, she was dying of curiosity aswell. She got to her
feet. "Thank you, Y our Eminence. | should like that very much, if only to repay your generosity ashost in
somesmd| way."

Barberini offered her hisarm. "L et me show you around some of the things we have here, Dottoressa.
Doubtless you have heard the stories of Barberini peculation?' Not waiting for her to acknowledge the
referenceto the principa charge againgt hisfamily'stenure in the papacy, he added, with ady smile, "l
should like to show you whét it has bought.”

"| should like that very much indeed, Y our Eminence," she said, and that wasthe plain truth. The place
had more art about the place than any museum she'd been in back in the up-time U.S., although her
experience in that line hadn't been much. She wasn't agreat connoisseur of art, redly, but she'd tried not
to be acomplete philistine. And Cardina Mazzare had told her that the collection that this man had
assembled was, in the twentieth-century Rome that Mazzare had worked in as ayoung priest, the nucleus
of the Itdian stat€'s nationd art collection, in amuseum housed in thisvery palazzo. So she was getting a
tour of one of Europe's better art collections conducted by one of Europe's leading patrons of the arts
who was d 50, despite being only three or four years older than Sharon hersalf, recognized as one of the
leading expertsin thefidd aswell.

Indeed, it soon became apparent the man was encyclopedic on just about everything in the place, and
there were dozens of rooms packed with beautiful things. The rest of the salon wastaking placein the
huge hall on the ground floor that <till looked alittle bare. Apparently Cortonawas due to begin work on
it soon, athough Sharon hadn't a clue who he might be. But the Palazzo Barberini was ahuge building
with a dozen or more rooms on each floor and even the partsthat were till under construction were
bresthtaking.

At length, she could resist no longer. "Y our Eminence," shesaid, "'l love what you've done with the
place”

He creased up at that. "Yes, it isalittle overwhelming dl in one go, isn't it?1 confess, | am athieving
megpie.”

Hewas looking at her expectantly, and she redlized there was a reference she wasn't getting here. And
there was no guarantee it was even one she could ask about. From what she'd heard, he'd had alot
brought from Grantville and there was every possibility he knew more about twentieth-century art and
literature and music than she did. She decided to brush past it if she could. "Who wouldn't be, if they
could?'

"True. It does not stop my family's enemies upbraiding usfor it." Hisface twisted up in asour expresson



for amoment. "Horseflies, they call us. Still, Cardind Mazzare tells methat one day dl thiswill edify the
multitudes." He waved a hand around.

"Hetold methat, aswdll," Sharon agreed. "He said he found it strange to be staying herein what he last
cameto asamuseum.” She paused amoment to take in the profusion. The décor was remarkablein
every detall, the themes varying from room to room in wild profusion without ever clashing, and dmost
completely hidden with every square inch covered in art and scul pture. Y ou could, sheredlized, lose days
in here. It was awonder that this Barberini, whose enthusiasm seeped out of every pore, ever left the
place.

Asit was, hewas ranging his eyes over the collection. "Mazzare," he said, after amoment, "isaman who
is destined either for great things or to be remembered by history as the worst disaster ever to befall the
Church."

"How s0?" Sharon asked. "The disaster part, that is."

"Itis...hardto explain," Barberini said, after another long stare at the paintings. "I do not, you
understand, pretend to understand | of the palitics. Or the theology. Or how the two go together.”

Sharon looked around, and redlized that, for the first time since they had started on thislittle tour, they
were alone. Barberini had stopped in a spot where, with only alittle effort, easily covered as
contemplation of the surrounding artwork, he could see for quite some distance into the adjoining rooms
whose doors had been thrown open. They would not be easily overheard by anyone. After Barberini's
pause had grown uncomfortably long, she sad, "I don't redlly understand dl of it mysdf. Redly, | just
wanted to beanurse. It wasn't my fault | ended up apoalitician. Asfor theology, well, I went to church on
Sundays and that wasit." She refrained from mentioning which church, since the African Methodist
Episcopa church didn't even exist in thistime and place. Not that Barberini wouldn't have had full reports
on her accompanying Ruy to mass on Sunday.

"There are those that do, Dottoressa. And they have taken decisions | do not pretend to understand, and
cannot see the wisdom of. There are times when | wonder whether we would not be better smply to
denounce everything from your time as witchcraft as some of the older generation want to." He sounded
weary. "It would spare us dl so many complications. After al, everyone understood the world before
the Ring of Fire came, even though some of us affected a certain skepticism. Cynicism, even. Now? My
esteemed uncle seemsto have an ideafixed in hismind that God himsdlf is spesking to himin thismatter
but is not yet convinced he knowswhat heisbeing told.”

Sharon didn't know what to say to that. And so the uncomfortable pause stretched even longer than the
one beforeit. She said nothing, and just waited. What was up with the man? Either he thought she was
going to be offended or he wasn't happy with what he'd been ordered to say to her.

She hoped—no, she wasn't sure what she hoped. She could take offense in stride, she figured. It wasn't
like most of what she saw around here wasn't offensive in some way or other, and after awhile she'd
stopped noticing, most of the time. If he was unhappy about what he had to say, what was the worst of
it? Business as usud, the pope carefully pretending he didn't have one more ambassador in his city, one
who wasn't getting invited to his court. Something that, between any other nations not actudly at war,
would be an insult but which the USE was being very forbearing about since they'd had the bare
minimum recognition that protocol required. So either way there was no need to worry.

Barberini was making it ook like there was, though. After amoment or too more, he turned back to her.
"I must gpologize, Dottoressa. | am being most unmannerly with you. I am uncharacteristicaly unsure of
how to phrase what | would ask of you."



Well, that was easy enough to deal with. It wasn't like a bashful patient wasn't something she had the
training and experience to handle. She shrugged, and summoned up her best bedside manner. " So begin
at the beginning. | promise| won' hit you."

Hesmiled asmall, sad, smile. "For dl that | would extend you every courtesy, Dottoressa, it is not for
your sekethat | hesitate. | am unconvinced of the wisdom of what must follow asit affects the interests of
the Church, nor asit affectsthe interests of the Papa States. | am, | confess, no diplomat, nor yet much
of apolitician, measured againgt those who instruct me. So perhaps| am naive.”

Sharon decided to try firmness. "Please, Y our Eminence, stop beating about the bush. I'm adoctor, for
goodness sake. Y ou can bet I've heard much weirder thingsthan you have in store. And it might be that
I'll haveto say no, and you can heave asigh of rdief.”

"I must apologize once again. So, | screw up my meager courage. Dottora Ambassadora,” he said, and
she caught that he had suddenly started using her other title, which couldn't have been idly done since
hed completely left it out so far, "I must ask what contact you have with the Committee of
Correspondence in Rome? And whether they would follow directionsif you were to communicate
them?'

Well, that was unexpected. "Officidly,” shesaid, "I don't have any contact with the Committee of
Correspondence anywhere, Unofficidly, Frank Stoneisafriend of mine. His ssepmother isavery close
friend and business partner. Hiswife isone of my patients. So if you want amessage passed, | have
plenty of opportunity, athough | can't promise anything. | supposethat ethicaly | have to pass on any
message you want me to pass. Although Frank's his own man these days, not just akid, andit'shimin
charge of the Committee, not me. And if you want to hold adiscussion, I'd rather not act as your
messenger-girl. | can ask Frank to cometalk to you. I'm guessing you can't go haunting low tavernaslike
the one he runs, right?"

"Not that my reputation could get any lower, if the handbills are to be believed,” he said. "But the
Ambassadorais most generous and gracious. A messageiis, indeed, what | would have passed. What,
rather, those instructing me would have passed.”

"l guess| ought to mention that even though you married Frank and Giovanna, neither of themisredly
likely to take any message from any part of the Church on trust. Not after their last experience of you
included aspdl in one of your jals.”

Barberini laughed doud. "And ours of them included them shooting up one of our churchesin the middle
of amogt solemn occasion! Monsignor Mazarini might have bent his considerable talents to making that
particular outrage disappear, but | need hardly say that such things are not readily forgotten, whatever the

public appearance.”

Sharon shrugged. "Well, with bad blood on both sides | guess asking a diplomat to act as go-between
makes sense, then. What's the message, Y our Eminence?’ Truth be told, she was getting alittle impatient
with Barberini's constant dodging around the point.

"Wewould prefer they wereless solicitous of officia concerns” he said, flatly and without intonation.
"Y ou want them to tart being more—" she groped for the right word "—Revol utionary?*
"Just S0, Ambassadora.”

"Forgive mefor saying it, Y our Eminence, but that soundslike atrap. What'sto say that they won't find
the Inquigition landing on them and getting alittle payback for, as you say, shooting up one of your



churches?' Shefigured alittle annoyance was safe to show. There had to be moreto this, snce surely an
ingtitution aslong-lived and subtle as the Catholic church wouldn't be that smple-minded?

"A promise, which His Holinessingtructed me to make on his behalf." He winced, and Sharon got a
fedling that the meeting a which Barberini had been told what to say by his uncle had not been an easy
onefor him. "The Inquisition will be restrained. We make no promisesin respect of other methods of
opposition. Counterpropaganda, other methods. But the persons of the Committee themsalves will not be
molested.”

"l haveto ask why," she said flatly.

"Because my masterswould rather the Committee fought back openly than et themselvesbe used asa
tool againg us. If people were not being duped about the Committeg, it isfelt that they might not be so
ready to create disorder in the streets.” He sighed deeply. "The disorder they would create if some of
their firebrands from the Germanies come hereis quite overlooked. But | am aman under authority.”

Sharon fdt quite sorry for thelittle cardind, then. Well, dmost sorry. He might be wearing apriest's
robes, but he was redlly every inch the consummate nobleman. A plot by other nobles, he was
comfortable with, and if helost, well, there was no great shaking of the world order asaresult. If Sharon
had to guess, this particular idea came straight from the Jesuits, who were making great strides back in
the USE. Their reasoning was that freedom of religion was freedom to convert the Protestants, one at a
timeif they had to. They were doing alot of good educationa work, and leave it to the Committees of
Correspondence to be brutally pragmatic about working with them on things like setting up schools. Or,
at leadt, to leave them aone. An organization mentaly supple enough to make as many converts asthey
had in Japan, of al places, would regard the USE as easy pickings. And the Committees of
Correspondence as no particular obstacle. Allies, even, in some matters.

Barberini, on the other hand, saw the social and economic consequences for his own classfirst and
foremost. And if there was one thing Sharon had no sympethy for, it was the nohility clinging to their
power and wealth, no matter the consequences.

But she was enough of an ambassador to redlize that rubbing it in wouldn't be agood thing to do, just
now. "Y ou can pass the message back that I'll speak to Frank. | can't speak for his response, and I've no
ideawhat good it'll do you if he starts doing what you want, but | will tell him."

"| thank you, Ambassadora."

"If there's anything further the USE can do to help, again, | can't guarantee what my ingtructions from
Magdeburg will be, but fed freeto ask. And I'm always happy to come to your salon, Y our Eminence.
The company isexcdlent, and your homeisapleasureto vist."

"And for my part, Ambassadora, if thereisany service | can performin apurdly persona capacity, you
have only to ask. Y our presencein my homeis a pleasure and a privilege, and'—the impish grin came
back infull force—"too much of asocid coup for meto resst, when so gracioudy offered.”

"Wadl," she sad, "we should be getting back, or peoplewill talk." Sheredized it was afeeblejoke, but
she felt she had to lighten the young cardinal’s mood.

It seemed to work. "They aready do, Dottoressa," he said, giggling alittle. "Mostly they say that your
honor is quite safe from the likes of me, | am afraid, except when they denounce me asafornicator.”

Sharon couldn't help chuckling. "I could help with that first one," she said, "I could clam you tried to
pressyour atentions, and | had to fight you off . . ."



Hewagged afinger. "Not evenin jest,” he said, mock-serious. "'l have heard stories of your intended,
Sefior Sanchez. A most bloodthirsty devil, it is said, who has | ft corpses on dudling fields from hereto
America Deadly with any wespon and completely without compunction in killing on the dightest
provocation.”

"Oh, true," Sharon said, "but how well squashed those rumorswill be! Who could think aman dain by a
jealous fiancé was anything other than red-blooded?!

"Enough! Before you tempt me, woman. Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz isalucky man, and | would not
deprive anyone of such happiness.”

Chapter 21

Rome
"W, that could've gone better," Sharon said to Ruy after seeing Frank and Giovanna out.

"Frank isnot so young aman as he once was, Sharon," Ruy said, in that rumbling he-man voice he put on
when he thought she wasn't being too smart.

"I know, | know." Shesighed. "And if | wasto be honest I'd say | pretty much expected him not to buy
it. He was pretty okay about it otherwise, though.” Actualy, Frank had doubled up laughing when
Sharon had told him what Barberini had said. At first, anyway. And then held pointed out that even if
Barberini was serious, he knew from his own sources that the Inquisition was apower initsown right
and while the pope could restrain them for atime, they were waiting for an opportunity. And since hed
aready made himsdlf apain in the ass by regularly denouncing the fake propaganda—Sharon had
chuckled hersdlf when Frank described the reaction of the junior priests there whenever he walked
through the door—he wasn't going to put himself where the pope couldn't save him, not for anybody.
And if these people redlly were plotting against the pope, where was the pope's guarantee if he lost?

Frank was quite happy to just keep histoehold in Rome and make sure there was a core of support that
would discount the bullshit that was going around. They had a soccer league going, running more or less
without their help, and numbers had picked up abit at the club he was running. Soon enough, hed said,
he'd have a press of his own and he sure as shit wasn't going to useit to put himsaf or anyone from his
organizationin jail. And if he had to bug out if the popelogt, hed doit, too. They could aways come
back when the heat died down.

And Sharon couldn't disagree with any of it. She wondered, idly, for amoment, how Barberini was going
to react at the salon she'd been invited to in two weeks time. Would he be disappointed, or relieved?



Shed find out soon enough, of course. Enough daydreaming; she had an appointment, right after lunch.

"l shal go out and make more enquiriesin the afternoon,” Ruy was saying. "It may bethat | can find out
more of what Quevedo isdoing. Two of hisdemondgtrationsin the last week have resulted in smdl riots.
The militiagrow heavy-handed, | fear. On which line of enquiry | shal be purchasing drinksfor a
sergeant of horse tomorrow, as| believe that the orders being given arise from more than the usua
incompetence. Furthermore, thereisthe matter of the teams of recruiters heis now using to hire
layabouts for—"

Sharon leaned in close and put afinger over hislips. "Not this afternoon, you're not, Ruy Sanchez de
Casador y Ortiz. Father Maratta and Signora Fontanawill be here for ameeting. It'snot going to bea
big society wedding, but we are going to make a party of it and we ought to have the planning in hand
before Tom and Ritaand my dad arrive.”

"Ah," Ruy said, when shelet him speak. "Truly, my love, | cannot |et you face such things alone. Never
let it be said that Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz flinched from the horrors of matrimonid strategy. Far
be it from meto take the coward's route of espionage and spycraft! | put asde adl thoughts of going forth
and risking mere death and disgrace! | shdl face the dangers of flord arrangement! | shall bravethe
terrors of banquet menus! | shall—what?'

Sharon was going week-kneed with laughter. He was funny enough, but the heroic posturing that went
with it wastoo much. God, shethought, but | love this man. "Stop it," she snorted, "just stop, all right?
It'll take an hour or so, and then you can go lurk in seedy bars and best up on people—"

"It was only oneman, and him apimp,” Ruy said, suddenly dl affronted dignity, "hardly aperson a al.”

"Whatever," she said. "Just try not to make me have to come bail you out of somewhere, okay? Bad
enough at the best of times, but my dad's going to arrive tomorrow or the day after, and that'd be dl |
need, him growling about what ano-good bum his daughter is marrying.”

Ruy shrugged and smiled. "But Sharon, he would beright. Never let it be said that Ruy Sanchez de
Casador y Ortiz is not honest, nor that he believesthat confession is not good for the soul. | have broken
every commandment savethefirst and thelast. Thefirst, because | am no sculptor, whatever my other
tdents. Thelast . .. 7' helet it trail off, and shrugged.

"Why not the last?" she asked, trying to remember what it was, and then realizing shed given him the
draight line.

He grabbed and squeezed. "Why covet my neighbor's ass?'
"Ruy!" she squedled, sounding like a schoolgirl to hersdf, and swatting his hand away. "Not here!™

She glared around at the staff who were in the main hallway, daring any of them to laugh. To their credit,
none of them were. Although every last one had abig grinin evidence, even the normally straitlaced
Adolf. Oh, wdll, fair wasfair. They were dl looking forward to the wedding too, and the searching for
the right people to get the wedding organized had al been done without Sharon having to lift afinger. By
all accounts, Signora Fontana was a battleaxe to beat them al, and Father Maratta was one of that large
minority of Catholic priests who looked like he enjoyed agood party. If he had heard of the ascetic
traditions within Chrigtianity, he wanted no part of them. He even had alist of caterers he could
recommend from personal experience, and seemed to want more input into the reception afterwards than
hedid into the liturgy of the nuptia mass.

Ruy was giving off his best sweet-and-innocent |ook—about as convincing as a party hat on atiger, in



other words—and his eyes were twinkling.

"If you've quite done embarrassing mein front of everyone,” she said, trying to get amad on and failing,
"let'sget lunch.”

But no sooner did they reach the front door to the embassy than their plans got scrambled. The big
double doors were yawning wide before the servant who was preparing to open it for them got within ten
feet.

Through it came Sharon'sfather, MdissaMailey, and Tom and Rita Simpson. Behind them Sharon could
see afew members of the military escort that would have shepherded them to Rome.

"You bumg!" Sharon wailed. ™Y ou're not supposed to be arriving for at least two more days!™

Dr. Nicholssmiled at her. If shelooked redlly close and squinted, Sharon could possibly argue than it
was an "gpologetic’ smile. It'd be a stretch, though.

Ritagrinned. "You idiot. Don't you remember the time, roomie, when you and | sat up half the night in
college and figured out the Three Laws of the Universe. The ultimate ones, not that Slly thermodynamics

Sharon stared a her. Rita clucked her tongue.

"Poor girl'smind isgoing dready. Repesat after me: The First Law isthat you will dwaysbe late whenit's
critical to be ontime. The Second Law isthat—"

Sharon laughed. "—everyone else will always be early when you don't want them to be.”
Then the hugs started.

Rita'swasthe first, and wildly enthusiagtic. Her father's was heartfelt and paternal. Tom Simpson'swas
the genuine but dightly careful embrace ayoung man gives ayoung woman to whom heis neither married
nor related and who possesses avery voluptuousfigure.

Melissas was complex. The sort of hug awoman giveswho s, firgt, not temperamentdly givento
hugging; but, second, went through a prolonged period in her radica and semi-hippie youth where
hugging was more or lessa Socia Mandate and thereby learned the art, however reluctantly; and, third,
happened to genuinely like the young woman whom she sometimes described as her "common law
step-daughter.”

The last one done, and till holding Meissaby the shoulders, Sharon grinned at her and said: "So. Are
you and Dad till shacking up, or have you finaly decided to make him an honest man?’

"He's gtarting to pester me about it,” Mdissagrowled, "but | got my principles.”

Dr. Nichols snorted. "Principles! What she actudly said was. ‘if it ain't broke, don't fix it." And then
added—unkindest cut of all—that it wasn't asif | had any Socia Security she could collect as my widow
when | croaked, so why bother?

And now, it wastime. Sharon had spent months wondering and worrying about how she would handle
the Stuation. But, in the event, it dl came quite easly and naturally.

She turned and placed a hand on Ruy's arm, to bring him forward and to her side. "I'd like dl of you to
meet my fiancé, Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz."



Ruy immediately bestowed abow on the new arrivals. No courtier in Madrid could have doneit better,
even one whose pedigree was genuine. Actudly, they couldn't have doneit aswell, because they
wouldn't have known how to keep it from being too elaborate. Ruy had now been around Americans
long enough to know that the more ornate flourishes of seventeenth-century punctilio were not only
wasted on them but would be viewed as dightly ridiculousin any event.

Sharon il didn't know Ruy'sred last name. But she'd stopped nagging him about it after held told her,
inatone of voice that was genuindy sad, that he would not impart the information until the time came—if
the time came—that he could visit hismother's grave. Openly, and in broad daylight.

Her father's reaction would be the critical one, so Sharon eyed him abit nervoudy. Leaving asde the
normd tension that automaticaly existed whenever aman was introduced for thefirst time to hisfuture
son-in-law, there was the added factor of Ruy's age. Sharon was pretty sure that Ruy was a bit younger
than her father, but "abit" was the operative term. A few years, no more—and he could conceivably
even beasold as Dr. Nichols.

And...

It wasweird. Her father wasn't even looking at Ruy'sface, after aninitial glance. He was studying the
costume, most of his attention on the sword.

Sharon hersalf hadn't even noticed that Ruy was armed. Or hadn't thought abouit it, at least. Being armed
in public was such an ingrained part of Ruy Sanchez—his persona, for lack of a better term—that sheld
long sSince stopped giving it any thought at dl.

She couldn't help it. She burst out laughing, covering her mouth with her hand.
Her father cocked an inquisitive eye at her.

"Sorry," she half-choked. "l wasjust remembering thetime | introduced Leroy to you for thefirst time.
Y ou gave him that very same scrutiny.”

Dr. Nichols chuckled. "No, not really. That time, | wastrying to figure out where the bum might be hiding
some drug pargpherndia”

Then he smiled at Ruy and extended his hand. "A pleasure to meet you, Sefior Sanchez. | will say you
don't quite match Sharon's depictions of you in her letters.”

"Her very long and fulsome depictions,” Mdissaadded dryly.

"Sure don't," added Rita, who was back to grinning.

Now it was Ruy who was cocking an inquisitive eye a her.

"It'snot fair,” Sharon whined. "Y ou weren't supposed to be here yet. I'm not ready for this."
"Yup," sad Ritasmugly. "And theresthe Third Law. 'No good deed shal go unwhined about." "

James Nicholswastrying to hide his genuine surprise a findly seeing Ruy Sanchez in theflesh. Surprise
so great that it bordered on outright shock. The man didn't look at all the way held thought he would,
from Sharon's |etters.

Heredized now, in retrospect, that he should have been prepared. His daughter was the sort of person
who aways responded to problems of a persond nature by what he/d come to think of asthe"Sharon



preemptive strike.”
And if you think THAT's bad, Daddy dearest, lemme tell you what else—

So, naturaly, her letters had emphasized al the possible drawbacks to Ruy Sanchez, as ahusband.
Among those, pride of place had been given to the fact that he was a generation older than she was. By
the time she was done, Nichols had been stoically prepared to greet an ancient mariner, painfully
hobbling about and breathing wheezily.

Instead . . .

James Nichols no longer wondered how a man of such an advanced and decrepit age could have not
only chalenged six men to aswordfight, but pretty much won thething. If you ignored Sanchez'sface,
withitslinesand itsgray hairs, you'd swear you were looking at aman in his physical prime. Somewhere
in hismid-thirties—no older than his early forties—and in superb condition. Not tall, and with awiry
build, except for very broad shoulders. A waist that would be the envy of most teenagers.

From time to time, as a doctor, Nichols had examined both amateur and professiond athletes, including
one memorable instance where awel-known mgjor league basebal player had suffered a car accident
nearby and been brought into the hospita . The man had been an outfielder, through most of his career,
and then once he reached his mid-thirties brought in to play first base to extend hislongevity. HEd lost a
bit of hisrunning speed, but his reflexes were so superb that the team wanted him in the lineup. Batting
clean-up, infact. At the age of thirty-nine, he was dtill averaging thirty to forty homerunsayear, witha
.300-plus batting average.

Nicholswas quite sure that if he gave Sanchez the sort of examination held given that athlete, held find the
same thing. Some men are Smply blessed with a physique so hardy and top-notch that, provided they
maintain adecent diet and arigorous exercise regimen, they redlly don't lose dl that much physicaly even
after they'rewdl into middle age.

Asfor the man'sface, Sharon's|etters had done the same. Gray hair. Lines all over. Weather-beaten.
Etc., etc., etc.

The man was handsome, for Pete's sake! The sort of Latin mae who could age with immense grace and
dignity, theway men of any other ethnic lineages had a hard time managing. He reminded Nichols, more
than anything else, of some Italian and Mexican movie stars once they reached their fifties. Giancarlo
Giannini, for ingtance, or Ricardo Montal ban.

Well, not that handsome. But certainly alot closer than the wizened old geezer Nichols had braced
himsdf for.

It remained to be seen, of course, where Nichols thought Sharon's assessment of her fiancé's other
quaitieswas on the mark. Her letters had been considerably more expansive in their praise of Sanchez's
character and intelligence, and pogitively enthusiastic—very unusud, for Sharon—about his sense of
humor.

But, whatever else, the basic mystery was solved. His daughter had gotten attracted to her future
husband for the same reason women had done so for ages. She had the hots for him, smple asthat.

Sanchez had avery good handshake. Nicholswasn't surprised at al, by then.
"Lunch!" Sharon exclamed.

"Good move, girl," Ritagpproved. "Alwaysagreeat Sdedip.”



Ontheir way out, Sharon took Ritaby the arm and murmured: "I missed you, alot, al that time you were
inthe Tower. Now I'm half-wishing they'd kept you there.”

"Asif they had any choicel We woulda sprung ourselves anyway—don't think we wouldn't—but once
Harry Lefferts and hiswrecking crew got to England, it was adone ded.”

"Not to mention Julie Sims," Melissaadded, shaking her head. "Gawd, a my age, to be having such
adventures.”

"So what happened? I've never gotten any details, dammit!”
But before Rita had gotten out more than two sentences, the carriage had arrived.

"So it'samess at both ends of Europe," her dad said. It was early evening, by then, and they were back
at the embassy enjoying some glasses of wine at the big table in the forma dining room.

"Y es, but not so bad here," Ruy offered. "I think we will see some play madein theinterna palitics of the
Holy See. | cannot believethat dl of thisagitation isan end initsaf, Doctor Nichols. | believethat Borja
seeks to destabilize the Barberini and their grip on the political workings of Rometo further his master's
ends, we have had direct intdligence thet thisisthe end they havein view. While | have taken stepsto
ensurethat al here can get to safety at amoment's notice, and advised the Committee of
Correspondence in the same way, thisis merely a precaution which your daughter has most wisdly
ordered.”

Her dad chuckled. "That's got to be the first time my daughter's ever been described as cautious by
anyone," hesad.

"Compared to him, anyone's cautious,” Sharon said, grinning.

"Wéll, | figure hed have to know no fear," her dad said, before she quelled him with aglare. "Peace. I'm
proud of you, honey. Y ou're a surgeon in your own right now, and—if you don't mind me saying o,
Sefior Sanchez—you've found yoursaf agood man.”

He gave Ruy adly little smile. "Not that I've not worried on that score, before now. Let metell you about
thetime, while shewas a college—"

Sharon groaned and put her head in her hands. There wasn't going to be any stopping him. She quietly
thanked God that the abum of baby photos hadn't come through the Ring of Fire.



Chapter 22

Rome

Frank stood behind the bar and moodily wiped at aglass. That morning's meeting with Sharon at the
USE embassy had been an eye-opener. It hadn't been helped by the fact that held been tired and swesaty
and aching from another punishing session of sword practice with Sefior Sanchez.

The goddamn nerve of the bastards! They needed him, and claimed they would keep their inquisitors off
their backs. They hadn't been able to do that for poor Galileo, and he had been one of the pope's oldest
friends. What chance did abunch of scruffy revolutionaries stland? He wasn't even that safe by being
inconspicuous, and had to dance pretty damn fast to make sure the Inquisition didn't blame him for the
crap that was going around with hisname on it. Comeright to it, they were al but admitting that even that
pathetic little protection was about to dry up like spit on ahot stove.

And it wasthat last part that had Frank worried. It looked like it was going to be along, hot summer,
and he'd heard that there were always at |east some riots when food prices went up. Apparently it was
like summer storms, everyone expected it and provided it didn't go too far, there wasn't much official
reaction. Except thisyear, Frank had heard of at least two groups getting attacked by militia horsemen,
and some of them had been killed. That was pissing people off. And there was aso the rumor that
whoever it was that was claiming to be the Committee was being run by some Spaniard, and that was
pissing people off even more. So, if there wereriots, they werelikely to be bad ones. And sinceriots
tended not to happen in the nice parts of town, Frank's Place was &t risk.

Sefior Sanchez had been round and gone over how to defend the place, but he'd been more focused on
the best ways out. He'd not been too reassuring about that, either. Frank's place was backed in to blind
walls on three sides. Pretty much the only ways out were into the street out front. Frank had been over
the cellar as carefully as he could, and he thought that one bricked-up arch might lead somewhere. But
he'd been afraid to knock it through in caseit turned out that the folks next door had something in there
that they'd be ticked about him getting in to. Like held be, if someone tunneled into the cellar he kept his
stock in. Although, if there was any red trouble, he had a pick and a prybar down there and he reckoned
he could be through any of those wallsinside an hour or so.

Still, despiteit being a hot, sticky night that might have seen everyone get irritable—more so snce they'd
stopped leaving the shutters open at night, to avoid repair billsif nothing e se—the crowd in Frank's place
seemed to be pretty good-natured. The soccer league had had itsfirgt five-a-side tournament, and the
winnerswere drunk and singing while the losers were drunk and, well, singing too. Frank fet abit

peeved that he wasn't redlly ableto get in to the mood with everyone, athough there was arowdy edge
that seemed to have everyone alittle on edge, under the cheerful barracking and singing.



"Why so meancholy, husband?' Giovanna said, coming stand behind him and wrapping her arms around
him.

"Mmmm," he replied, as she began to nuzzle his neck. "Medancholy, me?'

"Mélancholy, you," she said. "Y ou've done nothing but mope since you got back this afternoon.” She
began rubbing his somach in tight little circles. Fortunately, Dino was tending the bar, because Frank was
beginning to think that stepping back from the counter to get anyone anything might suddenly not be so
good an idea. And—he looked—a few of them could clearly see what was going on, and were smirking.

What the hell . He turned around and hugged her too. "Sorry," he said, "it'sjust dl that crap about the
Inquisition. And maybe it's going to come to us having to bug out. | mean leave, thet is. Becauseit might
cometo the Inquisition having afree hand to act against us because Borjas taken him out.”

"Borjastrying to assassinate the pope?' Giovanna said, her eyes going big and round. "The dottoressa
didn't say that!"

"Not nate, maybe," Frank said, "but make him unable to act to protect us. Do something political,
maybe, make him alame duck or something."

"Y ou said the pope is going to be assassinated?' The voice came from behind him. One of the regular
barflies, aguy name of Giacometti, and Frank found it kind of surprising that he'd heard over the hubbub
of apretty raucous night in the club, or was sober enough to follow the conversation. Still lessthat he'd
been able to say something relevant.

"No, Giacometti, | didn't say that. But al the crap you've been hearing about the Committeeis part of a
plot to make the pope ook bad. It's Cardina Borja, he's pissed at the pope.”

"Not going to assassnate him?"

"No, Giacometti. Nobody thinks hell do that. Well, he probably won't. He might, | guess.” Frank
realized that he probably ought to start arumor that the fake Committee was part of a plot to assassinate
the pope. That would piss people off with the rent-a-mob organizers, maybe make things more difficult
for them. It wasjust that Frank was, deep down, too frigging honest. He heaved adeep sigh. "Mostly
folksthink he hasn't got the balls, you see.”

"Cardina Borjasgot no bals?' Clearly that was getting through, athough Frank wasn't sure what sarting
arumor about Cardina Borjastesticleswas going to do to help.

"That's right, Giacometti,” Giovannaadded. "No bdlsat dl. It'swhy he's got guys pretending to be
Committee when they're not.”

"So you don't redly think the pope must die, then?* Giacometti frowned. "Everyone said that didn't sound
likeyou."

Frank frowned back. "What didn't sound like me?'

"Wasin apaper, going around. Heard it today while | was toting some stuff over by Sant’ Angelo.
Committee paper, they said, but it sounded like it was a phony one. Everyone knows you folks got
married in the Sistine chapel, like not even nobles get to do. Y ou wouldn't want to kill the pope, not
when he'syour buddy."

"Not buddy, exactly,” Frank said, "But we've met. And no, | don't want the pope dead. Freedom of
religion and dl that, y'know?'



"Right, let everyone be Catholic how they redly want to be, not like these princesin Germany and
England who make people be Protestant and spit on the body of Christ at mass.”

"I don't think they do that, Giacometti," Frank said, not sure how to follow thisturn in the conversation.
For dl he knew, spitting was part of it. Hed been raised—technically—in ardligion that had smoking as
asacrament, so who knew? It till sounded unlikely.

"No, it'strue." Giacometti leaned over the bar, swaying dightly, and attempted to bellow over the noise
and musicin aconfidentia manner. "They say they're Chrigtians, but it'sall devil-worship in disguise.”
Giacometti seemed pretty sure of hisfacts on this point, although Frank wasn't sure what held do if he
was ever confronted with an actua Protestant. Stay out of spitting range, that seemed certain.

"l wouldn't know," Frank shrugged. "I've never been in a Protestant church.”" He tactfully omitted the
information that hisyoungest brother had taken anotion to become a Protestant minister of the Lutheran
variety. What Giacometti didn't know wasn' likely to hurt him. "But, you know, passthe word. It'snot us
saying the pope should be killed, it's these other guys. The Spanish.”

"Eh?I thought you said they didn't want to kill the pope.”

"No," Frank said, as Giovannawent off to serve another customer. "They'rejust saying that. | don't think
they meanit."

Giacometti sneered. "Frank, you're too good aguy to seeit. Not everyone'sanicefelow like you.
Spaniards, hah! Y ou watch, they wouldn't say athing like that unless they meant it. No balls, Frank. They
got no bals." He made a gesture of grabbing and squeezing apair. "They ain't gonnajust mess around
when they can stab the Holy Father in the back, now." Giacometti sat back on his barstool with the air of
aman who'd completed alogica proof.

"1, uh, guessthat standsto reason,” Frank said, athough he wasn't sure exactly what Giacometti was
saying. He'd only had one drink himself tonight, so he wasn't ableto follow the beer logic.

"'Sright, Frank it does," Giacometti said, waving his glassfor another drink.

He wasjust pouring Giacometti's drink and wondering where the man put it all—abar could stay open
just with him as a customer, and held never been in acondition where hedd plainly had enough—when
there was an dmighty crash from somewhere out in the main room. Frank winced.

The room went quiet, as usudly happened, but the ironic cheers Frank was expecting as the usud
response to someone going ass-over-teakettle didn't happen. Instead, there was a hiss of indrawn breath.

Oh, hell. Hed heard that before. 1t was the noise people made when afight was kicking off, but it wasn't
the sound you got when it was a kind-of-fun brawl. This was the sort where people got badly hurt. Frank
put afoot on the shelf under the bar and boosted himsealf up to take a better [ook.

It was pretty clear what the problem was. The two characters involved hadn't even bothered with the
glare-and-insult stage, just gotten straight at it. One of them with aknife. "Oh, shit," Frank murmured.
They had seconds before it spread, crowded as they were, and—he looked—Dino wasn't going to
make it from his bouncer's station over by the door. The place was way too crowded.

Frank watched with afedling of helplessness as the two combatants grappled and staggered out of the
ring they werein. There was shoving and jostling and two more guys, their blood up from watching the
first brawl, started yelling and shoving a each other. Someone shoved one of those guysfrom behind,
and he turned and threw a punch, and—



It was like watching adow reaction spread through areaction vessdl. Roiling alittle at the interface
where the reagent wastitrated in, but it quickly diffused. Frank heard glass break, and then the first
scream of pain, shrill over the roaring. "Get down!™ he shouted at Giovanna. For awonder, shedid.
Probably seen more bar fights than | have, he thought, and then there was abright flash in hiseyes
and a shock ran through him and everything seemed to be red amoment and then black and then hewas
looking at the ceiling and couldn't get his breath.

And then hewhooped air in to hislungs and started hauling himself to hisfeet, taking acouple of triesat it
because he suddenly had to think about moving his arms and legsinstead of just doing it. He could sort of
remember abottleflying at hishead. He must've falen off the bar. Fallen right on his ass—nothing
seemed to be broken, athough his back, somewhere around hisright shoulder blade, felt like one
massive bruise. And the whole bar, it looked like, was throwing punches and swinging furniture. His
vision blurred, steadied. Someone was pulling at him to get down, but he had to see, damniit.

"Fuck!" he shouted, if only to hear himself over the din. Everyone was shouting something, the sound of
splintering furniture was punctuating it and glass was shattering everywhere. The doors had to be open,
both to the street and to the yard; the place was emptying fast leaving only the hard core behind to duel
on. The place was emptying in front of Frank's eyes as people streamed out away from the mayhem.

Whichwasal they needed. A crowd of angry, frightened, haf-drunk peoplein the street outside his
place. Nothing he could do about—oh, double shit. There were bodies on the floor. Two—no, three.
Frank hoped like hell they were just unconscious, the last thing he needed was some magisirate poking
around the place. And—oh, fuck! —one of ‘em was Benito. Dino had spotted him too and was
cautioudy making hisway acrossto try and render some help.

Frank saw that hisway acrosswas clear, too, and began to make hisway, grabbing one of the cudgels
from behind the bar. It wasn't going to do much good—everyone left had either aknife or abroken
bottle or abarstool. He felt agrab at hisjacket—he turned, and Giovannawasthere, her eyesangry,
"Dont," sheydled, "let them finish."

"Benito'sdown," heydled back, and shelet him go. Please, he thought, don't |et her try to follow me.
None of the dozen or so pairs now left grappling and thumping and trying to stab each other looked like
they werein any condition to be chivarous. Although even they seemed to be quieting down astheir
wind gave out. Twicein quick succession someone got hit hard enough to go down, was administered a
quick couple of kicks for good measure and his opponent cleared out.

Dino was dready with Benito when Frank got over there. The poor kid was conscious, but groggy, with
anasty red mark, probably going to be abruise, around hiseft eye and what looked like it was going to
be abroken nose. "Got hit," he said, now just about audible over thelast of the racket, reveding that he
was cut insde the mouth aswell. Sure enough, hislip was swelling.

"Doesn't ook serious,” Frank said, and indeed it didn't. Maybe a punch to the face. In away, Benito was
lucky. He wasn't abig guy, and getting knocked down quickly had probably saved him from worse.

"Momento," Dino murmured and stood up. Frank carried on checking Benito over, and winced dightly
when he heard a solid, wooden thump and Dino growl " Enough. Now go."

Whoever it was didn't think it worth starting in on the guy who'd waded in on his sde—Frank hoped like
hell Dinowas at least trying to bean theright guy in each fight, because there was another—and another
again, someone had had a hard head—and Frank didn't like to think how it would beif they were just
storing up trouble by cold-cocking people who might have helped if they hadn't been half-brained by
Dino.



And then there were none.

"Last of ‘em, Frank," Dino said, heading toward the door to see the last guy went out. Hed added two
more formsto the ones on the floor, one out cold and the other one on his hands and knees and vomiting
impressvely. Head injury, Frank worried silently to himsdf and then, dightly sickened by hisown
cdlousness, aslong as he dies off the premises, we're golden. Although it was morethan likely just a
great ded of drink catching up with the guy. Fabrizzio had finaly gotten downstairs—he must've heard
the ruckus—and was starting to check the bodiesfor life-signs.

"Good work, guys,” Frank said, hel ping Benito to a chair. His eyes|ooked okay, as near as Frank could
tel in the lamplight—oh,damn, the lamps—he checked around hurriedly but there didn't seem to be any
broken lamps that were about to burn the place down. He'd noticed that the previous owner had hung
the lamps and candles up near the ceiling, and now he saw why. When the customers wrecked the place,
they were lesslikely to accidentally torch it aswell. "Dino, get the door," he said, and then looked and
saw Dino was ahead of him.

"Frank, you should see this" Dino said, standing with the door open only a crack and looking out in to
the street.

Frank went over. A whole bunch of rowdy drunks had spilled in to the Street after areally savage brawl
and hit the cool night air full of wine and hormones. There weren't many nice possibilities that suggested
themsdvestohim.

Helooked out through the gap. "Oh, fuck," he said when he saw what was coming up the Street.

"What | thought," said Dino, from over Frank's shoulder. " Anything happens, we lock the door red
quick, you hear me Frank?'

"Right," Frank said. Dino'd know, he reckoned. Guy had grown up in arough neighborhood and must've
seen this sort of thing before. A whole crowd of rowdiesin the street and then amilitia patrol—on foot,
or thiswould've been really bad—just happened along. Frank couldn't see much—the moonlight was
good right outside the club, but farther down the street was shadowed by taller buildings and the fact that
the Street crooked dightly there—but it seemed that they were forming up with halberdsto clear the
revelersaway.

Since when did we get militia patrols around here? Frank had seen the like down toward the Vatican,
quite close by, and afair few acrosstheriver in the nicer parts of town. Here, on the edge of the Borgo?
Let the scum slaughter each other, seemed to bethe officid attitude. Patrols around this
neighborhood, maybe. Insde, there wasn't jack to protect or to serve, so keep 'em in to make sure they
didn't come out to trouble the nice folks.

Frank snorted, softly. Set up! Danger, Will Robinson!

"Who cdled the militia, Frank? Any idea?' Dino asked. Sounded like held been thinking the samething
Frank had.

"Same guy egged on those guysto start thefighting,” Frank said. "This could get ugly.” Not that it was
exactly pretty work right now. It'd only been afew minutes since the fight started, so most everyone was
gill milling about in the street outside wondering whether to go back in, cdl it anight, or go somewhere
else. A few people were squaring up to each other, but the space and lower temperature out here meant
they werelessforceful abouit it than they'd been. And &t the edge of the crowd there were guys shouting
things a the militiamen. Mostly, as near as Frank could tell, about their mothers.



He got an impulse, and opened the door wide. "Folks," he said, speaking camly and evenly ashe
stepped out. Behind him he could hear Dino mutter something about damn-fool crazy Americans, but
there was anote of admiration in hisvoice.

"Folks," Frank repeated, and got some attention. "Let's get insde, hey, before the militiacome? They're
getting ready to oppressusal, let's go inside were were free, eh? Comein, Frank's place welcomes no
militia, passthe word, come on indde, fighting'sover." And on and on, in avoice that he couldn't stop
from becoming sing-song. A few people went insde, and then others. He wasn't trying too hard to get
everyonein. Hedidn't want to get too far from the door himself, and he could see the militiadressing out
into an orderly line. Those halberds looked sharp, and Frank redly didn't want to be out in the street
when they charged.

Others noticed that people were going back in, and followed aong. The militiawere advancing, now, & a
steady walk, halberds leveled. The wicked-looking spikes and axe-blades glinted as they passed the
beams of light that stole through closed shutters. Someidiotswere still shouting insults, probably figuring
they could outrun abunch of militiagoonsin breastplates.

They were probably right, too, but only if Frank could get the street cleared behind them. More came
ingde, and afew drifted off in to the night, or at least into aleys and sSdestreets awvay from the main
dreet.

Good, hethought, since we ain't got too many stools left. Where'd they all sit? Hegrinned alittle. If
he judged that heavy-footed march right, he'd have most everyone out of the way before they charged.

Hefigured that was what the militiawanted, too. They probably didn't like the idea of chopping people
down in the street much either.

And then someone threw a stone. One of the loose cobbles from Rome's badly maintained streets, it
looked like. Frank never saw who did it, but then another cobble flew, and that one hit. A militiaman fell
backwards with ashout and a curse, and apparently without orders the halberdiers charged.

"Everyoneinsgde NOW!" Frank roared and dived for the doorway himsdlf. The charge had started from
maybe thirty yards away, along, long stone's throw with one of those cobbles, but even militiamen could
cover that in seconds. There was a press around the doorway, and people tripping over each other inthe
street, and then screams. And then afrantic heave to get the door shut when the people wedged in it got
themsel ves shaken through.

Frank winced at the sound of something—someone—being chopped with aleaden findity, and looked at
Dino.

Dino stared back. "Oppression,” he said, adight quaver in hisvoice.

The sounds outside went on for maybe aminute. Everyone insde Frank's Place was deethly slent. Just
standing there, looking shocked. A few of them were putting two and two together, aswell. Noway in
hell did those halberds just happen to be in the area. And they'd arrived too quickly to have been called
out to the disturbance. Even if they had, they'd never have come until the morning, any other time.

When it got quiet again, he opened the door a crack and looked out. He could see two bodiesin the
sreet in just the thin dice he could see. HeEd no idea how many they'd killed or maimed, and wasn't
about to go out and see. He could hear orders being barked. He shut the door and, with Dino's help,
barred it. Thistime, the bolts went home quickly and easily.

Right, Frank thought. They want agitation? I'll give 'emfucking agitation.



He got up on atable—one of the few still unbroken and on itsfeet. "People,” he said, into an expectant
slence. "1 think were safe for now. The militiaare just clearing the streets of some people they think
don't matter. People like you and me. That'sdl they think they're doing. | want to tell you what really
went down tonight. Why weve got people—people you al know, peoplefrom this
neighborhood—lying dead out in that street. And I'm going to tell you why it happened. Let metdl you
about Cardind Borja. . ."

He spoke for agood long while, it fdt like. And it was along, long night.

Chapter 23

Rome

It had been an evening for everyone to go out and hear some music. One of the minor Colonnas was
hosting an evening of string recitals by someone who, asfar as anyone could remember, was destined to
be thoroughly forgotten by history.

A hired carriage had been booked and Sharon was busy getting ready. She'd been uncomfortable at first
with theideaof having amaid to help, but Gavridlaand Maria, whom Adolf Kohl had hired as part of
the housekeeping staff for the embassy, had gotten to be friends and ingisted on helping her get ready for
the various functions she held and got invited to as ambassador. And, truth betold, it was kind of funto
have ahbit of agirls pre-party, especidly given the fussiness of some of the dresses that were fashionable
hereabouts. A girl needed help. Not that they weren't, sometimes, gorgeous, and Sharon had enjoyed
playing dress-up as akid as much as anyone.

And, of course, now that Ritaand Melissawere here, there was every possibility of their being
ever-so-dightly late. Not least because Mdissawas approaching the whole thing with adetermination to
have fun that bordered on the grim. "Sharon,” shed said, "'l spent al those months shut up in the Tower.
Y ou think I'm not going to make the most of every opportunity to go out, think again.”

She, too, had been abit chary of having maidsto help. She hadn't said anything, but there was afaint
auraof disapproval until she got into the spirit of thething. It wasn't redly part of either girl'sjob, just a
bit of after-hours fun with the boss. Sometimes, Sharon wondered what the shock would be like for them
if they went back to working for the usual run of Roman gentlefolk. Since Gavriellawas engaged to be
married, her prospects for remaining in work were pretty limited anyway. The USE might not follow the
usual practice of not keeping any but the more senior servants on if they married, but her husband-to-be
would have to be something out of the common run if he was going to tolerate having aworking wife.
Sharon had wondered how to approach the question of getting the guy—he did something with horses,
she wasn't sure what—to take ajob at the embassy in the hopes that with the pair of them sharing



servants quarters hed not fed so publicly humiliated and just take the extraincome. Gavriellawasredly
good, and great fun to have around.

Stll, it wasn't the evening to be fretting over the problems of being aboss. They were getting ready to go
show the assembled minor nobility of Rome how three American gal's could knock 'em deed, even if they
did have to make do with down-time makeup these days. Thank God for Stoner, was all she could say.
His dyes and pigments might not have been up to making lipstick to Revlon's standards, but compared
with the poisons others used down-time, they were a godsend.

The clothes made up for it, though. Ritawas quite voca about dressing up asafairy princess, and she
wasn't far off the mark. Melissamight not be saying anything, but Sharon could tell she wasn't exactly
protesting at the confections of, well, pretty much everything that the local seamsiresses had turned out
for them.

So was that when Captain Taggart knocked and Sharon shouted out "Come in! We're decent—"
—and Ritahad shouted " Speak for yoursdf, girl!"—

He put his head round the door to see a scene that looked like aftermath of atwister ina
cosmetics-and-lingerie warehouse. To his credit, other than his eyes widening briefly, he didnt seem
fazed. "Migress Nichols, you should seethis, out the front.”

Sharon's suite of rooms was a the back of the building. Asthey followed the Captain of Marine Horse
toward the front of the building, she heard the commotion before they saw it. The
ballroom-cum-exercise-hal had the best view of the Street and it was there that he led them. Ruy and
Tom and her dad were there, already ready to go out. In Dad's case, he'd probably been ready for a
while and was ready to complain loudly and bitterly about fema e tardiness—not that that wouldn't stop
him strutting once he had the results on his arm. The three men, dong with one of the Marines, were
peering out the window looking a whatever was making the racket in the street below.

Sharon went over and joined them. The twilit stireet outside was hardly crowded with the group who
were doing all the shouting. They stood back alittle from the entrance, no doubt because therewasa
constant two-Marine guard there with rifle, bayonet and saber. Other than that, they were gathered
around the entrance, reached back maybe halfway acrossthe street and afew yards either side. As mob
protests went, pretty feeble stuff. At arough guess, between the staff and the Marines, the crowd was
outnumbered by the embassy they were picketing. Or, if Ruy was making the estimate, by him alone.

"They arrived dl together afew minutes ago,” Captain Taggart said.
"All together?' Sharon asked.
"Not even the pretence of spontaneous action,” Ruy said, sounding amused.

"This one of the rent-a-crowds you've been telling us about?' Her father addressed his question to no
onein particular.

Melissasniffed. "1 should go out and give them some pointers. In my day, we knew how to protest. |
could start evening classes, I'd clean up.”

Ruy chuckled. "DoflaMdlissg, it is certain that your skillsin these matters would command a higher price
than was spent on dl of these poltroonstogether. | have made enquiries. Thisiswork for those lacking
the skill to shovel dung from the streets. | have spoken with some of the people who have been to such
things, and wit was not much in evidence. | have not spoken to the teams of men Quevedo has organizing



these little parties, but the practice seemsto be that any warm body will do.”

"Hal" Mdissaslaugh didn't have much humor init. "Adtroturf. Stll, on the bright side, it'll bethefirst time
the officia estimate of the crowd will be more accurate than the protestors one."

"Redlly?' Sharon's dad asked.

"Sure. We'd get a couple of hundred thousand marching through Washington. Next day, you'd read in
the paper that 'official estimates "—she pronounced the words the same way most people would
damned lies—"would say that the demonstration consisted of a couple of thousand, most of who had
been paid to be there. | wish we had been paid, I'd have had some money back in those days. Now
here, weredly have got, what, fifty? Sixty? And al paid to be here.”

"Lessthan usud," Ruy said. "Perhgpsthey grow short of funds?' He didn't sound like he believed that.

"I've had t' lads stand to wi' billets, Cap'n, mistress," Corpora Ritson said, in his broad Cumberland
accent, "behind t' door, like as we won't provoke yon shites, beggin' y'presence, mistresses.”

"Thank you, and well done," Sharon said, absently, as shetried to figure out what to do next. Having the
Marines pick afight would probably be quite fun to watch, since they could probably clear the Street
without administering more than afew bruises and broken teeth. Brawling was second nature to most of
them and they were adisciplined lot who'd follow orders. Trouble was, if there was the dightest accident,
the propaganda va ue for someone would be very high indeed. No sort of officid protest would do a
blind bit of good, either.

"Has anyone cdled the militia?" she asked.

"No, mistress," Captain Taggart replied. "Yon'sno job for halberdiers or horse. Shall | send aman
ayway?'

"No, no," she said, taking the hint. "I can't say | wasimpressed last time."

"And some of them are suborned, | am certain of it,"” Ruy growled. There had been reports of militia
turning out to demonstrations and overreacting, athough it tended to be abit murky who exactly had
managed to cal them in time to react so quickly. It was pretty much standard for seventeenth-century
policing that when it went beyond local watch or constabulary—who pretty much couldn't handleriots
worth a damn—then heads got broken, because the militias weren't cops as such but trained bands of
men maintained by the gentry for local defense. Mostly, they were the military hobby of rich menwho
occasionally got used to preserve disorder, to borrow the old Mayor Daey line. Turning them out took
time, though, because most of them had day jobs and didn't keep their equipment handy. Most of them
mustered once ayesr, if that. That first militia squadron Sharon had seen had been, by avery unfortunate
coincidence, preparing for its annua muster and close enough to get to the scene of the disturbance
within haf an hour.

"l think were going to be late to the Colonnaplace,” Ritasaid, into the dightly amused silence.

"Reckon so," said Sharon, following her gaze up the street and seeing what sheld seen. "If we get there at
dl"

"Wewill let thisrabble get in our way?' Ruy said, incredulous. "If you do not desire blood on the Street,
Doila Ambassadora, bid the carriage come to another entrance.”

"Maybewe can, Ruy, but it looks like they had enough money after dl,” Sharon said, pointing. A little
way up the street, just about visible from where they stood, was another crowd. This one was quiet, and



looked like it numbered a couple of hundred. They were gathered around someone who wastaking to
them. "Captain," Sharon said, "have you got aspyglass?’

"Aye, midress," hesad, handing it over.

She was about to open the window and lean out for a better view, but then redized there was a better
way, one that wouldn't draw the earlier crowd's attention to the newcomers. She had a sneaking
sugpicion she knew who it was, and she didn't want to do anything that atered the Situation until she was
aure. "Updtairs,” shesaid. "Thereés abacony up there, right?”

One short climb later—mor e of an effort in one of these skirts than is quite reasonable, she
thought—and a quick look through the good captain’s spyglass confirmed it. "It's Frank," she said.

"Frank Stone?' Mdissas eyes widened. "He's got that many people following him? Tel meit'sout of
morbid curiosity, please.”

"Not fair, Mdissa | don't know what hewaslike at school, athough | can guessif last year was anything
to go by. He'sredly steadied down since he got married and moved to Rome, though.”

"Frank's married?' Melissasaid. Then, pursing her lipsalittle: "Good for him. Those boys, frankly,
needed some security in their lives and I'd been afraid they'd go off therails completely.”

Sharon's dad snorted. "Why, you, you . . . bluenose. MdissaMailey, if | didn't know you better I'd
swear that those were the words of a gen-you-wine conservative."

"Well, Tom Stone's agood man, but hardly what you'd call—"

"A good role model ? Caring? Someone who'd put aroof over their heads and food on their table?
Reckon | probably know Stoner asight better than you do, Melissa. | figure those boys have had their fill
of commune life, but I'm not even alittle bit surprised they turned out to be decent young men. Now, me
being such apillar of the community, given wherel grew up, that's asurprise.”

"Wel. Um. What | meant—"

"Leaveit, Melissa," her dad said. "There's a difference between the wrong side of the tracks and wrong
sgdeof thelaw.”

"It seems the young sefior has marshaled hisforces,” Ruy said. "I have to agree here with Signor Nichols.
Thereisayoung man with ahead on his shoulders.”

The crowd Frank was leading had spread out to cover the street, and was walking dowly forward. The
group a the front of the embassy hadn't noticed yet, being till too intent on their catcalls and jeering.
Plus, Frank's people had been out of their sight from ground leve, what with there fill being afar
amount of traffic in the early evening. It was starting to clear, and carriage drivers and pedestrians and
riders could see what was about to happen and turned down sidestreets and dleys and got into
doorways.

"He's got them moving kind of dow," Ritaremarked.
"Keeping them fresh if thereisafight,” Ruy said.

"Or giving the other guystimeto run away without one," Dr. Nichols said. " Given how Frank wasraised,
I'd put my money on that. And hell not have guyswith knives or swordsin front, either. It'll be sicks and
cubs”



Ruy nodded. "Also sensible decisons. Wéll, perhaps not the clubs. | might have counseled the use of
blades, the better to encourage the enemy to run.”

James Nichols shook hishead. "I don't think Frank thinks that way. He might not object to handing out a
few lumps, but he'sgoing to draw theline & killing."

Sharon couldn't tell who wasright from the second floor, with the dusk gathering, but the folks out front
were starting to spot the oncoming crowd. And the ones who saw what was coming were pedling off
from the bunch they were with and getting away. None too dowly, either. Infact, as Frank'simpromptu
army got closer, the rest redlized they were outnumbered and began to run. Some of the front rank from
Frank's people dashed after them, but Sharon suspected they wouldn't chase far. Down in the Strest, lit
by the light from the embassy's windows, Frank waved up at what, to him, must have been just
slhouettes. Everyone else with him had stopped to shout insults and jeers after the running rent-a-crowd.

When Sharon went down, followed by Tom, Rita, Ruy and her dad, Frank was grinning. "Not bad, for
my first night asarabble-rouser,” he said, once greetings had gone around. " Problem taken care of, and

nobody hurt.”

"Y ou've come along way sincelast we met,” Dr. Nichols said. "Y ou were having abeer in the Gardens,
as| recall. What happened to that soldier you were with?"

"Aidan? He made sergeant, he's still posted in Venice, | think," Frank said.

Sharon remembered the serious-faced Englishman. He'd joined the USE forces after being taken captive
at the Wartburg, learned to read and joined the Marines. Since the V enice embassy was on pretty much
friendly territory now, the guard there had been reduced and Sergeant Aidan Southworth was
second-in-command after Lieutenant Trumble. Which was, unless Sharon missed her guess, doing a
world of good for his career.

"So you're doing what Cardind Barberini wants?' Sharon asked.

"Not from my point of view, no," Frank said, shaking his head. "Although | guessyou could argue the
matter either way. Somebody tried to organize a massacre a my place last night, and nearly did aredl
number on us. Four dead, maybe ten badly hurt but they'll makeit. That kind of got me mad. So we
figured we'd completely cover everywhere they were hiring rent-a-crowds, get someone on theinside,
and passthe word that they were setting people up for militiamassacres, which put afew people off.
And I've got the word that those guys are working for Spain around most of Rome's worst gossips.”

"Good work, sefior,” Ruy commented.
"Y eah, good. What're you planning from here on in?' Sharon asked. "If you can tell me, that is”

"Well keep spoiling this rent-a-crowd crap, where we can. Can't do much about the fake propaganda
for the time being, athough between thefifty or so people who nearly got killed last night, we've now got
acousn'swifesbrother or something like that in every printing shop in town. Well find out what's going
down there, too. I, uh, got alot of new friendslast night.”

"Soundslikeit," Sharon said. "Come by in the morning and tell usthe whole story. Right now I've got to
go and be an ambassador, but this hasto be worth hearing."

"Sureis" Frank said. "Gigt of it isthat they got someoneto start abar fight in my place, and had militia
ready to 'suppresstheriot’ when it spilled in to the Street. We got lucky, to be honest; their timing was a
bit off. We saw it coming intimeto get alot of people insde and safe. Turns out they had some other



guys on the street as a backstop. We'd have lost alot more peopleif they'd been able to stop up dl the
littledleysand such.”

"Why?" Rita.asked.

"Disorder and riot, DoflaRita," Ruy said. "A pretext for politica action againgt His Holiness. Sefior
Stone, ensure you have scouts to warn of militiamovements. | would wager that Quevedo has suborned
militiawhom he positionsto be ready. Many of their officerstruly believe they are suppressing genuine
insurrection, and harsh measures are required. They will not readily see the difference between your
people and Quevedo's hirelings.”

"I figured asmuch," Frank said. "I'm not going to do much beyond spail thiskind of crap. | saw how
trigger-happy they werelast night.”

"Istherelikely to bered rioting?' Dr. Nicholsasked. "Way | heard it, it wasjust stuff like tonight. But
from what you're saying, people are getting pretty pissed.”

Frank rocked ahand. "Maybe. There's usualy some, thistime of year. But like you say, people are
getting pissed. Now that we've got peoplefindly listening to what we're saying about it being the Spanish,
that'sredly got 'em going. What can | say? They don't cotton to foreigners much, when they look like
they might invade. And, uh, no disrespect, Sefior Sanchez, some of the older folks remember what you
didin Venice and are saying something like that's going to happen here."

Ruy chuckled. "A shame, redly, that the elder Osunawas executed. It would be such a pleasure for him
to know that that scheme was till biting Spain in the assfifteen yearslater. | shdl tell Alfonsowhen| see
him; hewill be ecgtatic. At thetime, hetruly believed it wasagood plan.”

Rita spoke up. " Sharon, can you explain dl thison theway? Weredly should be going.”

"Right," Sharon said. "Frank, can you be here at, say, ten tomorrow? We need to talk. | need to make a
report back to Magdeburg about tonight, if nothing else, and your part of the story needsto goinit.”

"Surething, Ms. Nichols" Frank said. "Meantime, I've got abar to run.”

The evening at the Palazzo Colonnawas quiite refreshingly dull.



Chapter 24

Rome

Frank returned from the embassy to find his place full of people, most of whom he'd never seen before,
Pretty much dl the regulars were in, though. And everyone wanted to know if it wastrue that the Spanish
were about to invade. The best Frank could manage was "not right now.” He could tell alot of folks
weren't believing him, but nobody seemed to be calling for barricades and the like yet. In fact, everyone
seemed to have settled in for agoodly long evening of drinking, dancing and generally hanging out.

Dino, Fabrizzio, Benito and Giovannawere moving quickly and dealing with the rush for beer and wine
and pizza. Frank had a moment's unease about whether a crowd like this could drink his bar dry, and
decided he was probably okay for stock—and it looked like some of the guys from the soccer league
were starting to get down with the whole working-together thing they did in Germany's Freedom Arches
and were helping ouit.

Frank had taken aflying leap earlier in the day. Getting people to spread out in the right nelghborhoods
and find the guys hiring rent-a-mobs had been easy. Lots of hisregulars didn't have day-jobs, as such,
being hired by the day, and could afford to take the occasiona day off. And, being as they were pretty
pissed about the whole nearly getting killed thing, and Frank had goosed 'em up a bit by ranting about the
Spanish—he was kind of pissed himself—they'd been pretty enthusiastic about getting themsalves
planted in today's faked demonstration to find out where it was.

What hadn't been quite so certain was that anyone would show, when he asked for volunteersto turn up
and bring friends. Hed timed it for after the usua working hours, since the bad guys had done the same
thing. They were having trouble recruiting, according to a couple of reports. The crowd held got was
gratifyingly large, and not a penny spent. If anything, he'd had more trouble persuading them not to just
chargein and rip the poor dobswho'd taken the money limb from limb. Frank had managed to bring
them round to the idea that it wasn't right to beat up on someone for being so desperate he had to take
Spanish money. And it'd al come off pretty sweetly, so now held just led maybe fifty guys—the others
had peeled off into other tavernas on the way back—into a bar that was already crowded.

Giovannatook onelook and just dedlt with it. It was awarm night, the stable yard was clean and hadn't
been used for stabling in awhile, so she got afew of the soccer playersto drag some tables out there and
break the redlly old furniture out of storagein the stables. Then, with the musicians persuaded to play an
outdoor gig and the dancing moved outside, it was al going smoothly again. Frank took amoment to
open theyard gate aswell. If he could turn thisinto areally good party, that was so many more people
not off somewhere elserioting. And there was thelocal goodwill part to remember too.

Frank found himsdlf playing politician, or a least as near to it as he got. Y es, they'd run those sorry fools



off. No, thiswasn't the revolution, not yet; it was along way off gill. Yes, the beer was good here; they
tried their best. Y es, pizzawas agood idea, wasn't it, and no, he didn't want a bite, he'd aready eaten.

All indl, pretty good-natured, considering, but held seen how that could changein aminute. Wasn't like
he could even spot the provocateurs, either. He had to force himsalf not to act suspicious, in case he set
everyone else off. For al that everyone was eating and drinking and having fun, there was an
undercurrent in the crowd.

Damned Spaniards!

It wasn't so much that the militiawas breaking heads, athough if it had been women and kids, that'd be
different. A lot different. It wasthe fact that they were doing it at the bidding of foreigners. Being
Romans, big-city folk from avery cosmopolitan city, they had a much suppler notion of what congtituted
"foreign” than you got out in the sticks. The year before, Frank had met one old guy who figured foreign
parts started about ten miles from his house, any direction. Romans, though, while they preferred fellow
Romans, were pretty much okay with most other Italians. So the Committee weren't foreigners, much.
Venetians, to be sure, and apt to be abit strange. Frank seemed to be either getting a bye as an honorary
Venetian, or, as an American, they were assuming—until they met him—that he was too weird to count
oneway or the other. Foreign, but an okay kind of foreign. Not trying to be the boss of anyone. Looking
back, Frank realized that he'd probably done himself good by starting out low-key. Hed doneit to avoid
the Inquisition, but it'd probably stood him in good stead with the people he was trying to reach. Let him
earn sometrust and credibility before he tried anything. So now, he had some to spend with his
neighbors, when they were pissed off enough to be buying.

He probably till couldn't lead them to much of anything, mind. Thefolkswho'd nearly gotten killed here
last night had been royally ticked off and looking for someone to beat on good and hard. Frank had just
directed them to the spot they wanted to go anyway. No biggie. Afterward, he hadn't even been ableto
lead them dl to an open bar. Still, he'd work with what heldd got.

Then he heard the cheers. Uh oh.

Frank didn't know where held acquired hisinstinct for trouble, but his chicken-sense wastingling now. It
didn't takelong to find out why.

The news went through the place quickly:

They've goneto the Villa Borja.

Hundreds of guys.

Some of 'em got weapons.

They're going to run that fat son-of-a-bitch Spaniard out of town.

Frank pasted asmile on. Not athing he could do about it, clear over the other side of the city. And trying
to stop anything would just get him ignored.

Insde of five minutes, the place was nearly empty again. Everyone had goneto the VillaBorja, to find the
nearest Spaniard or just to ook for trouble.

Frank sat down and wondered what tomorrow morning would look like.

Ancther long, long night.



"What are they chanting?' Borjaasked Ferrigno. The cardind and his secretary were standing halfway
along the drive of the VillaBorja, just about able to see, at a hundred yards distance, the crowd
gathered about the iron gate. Enough of them had torches and lanterns that it was possible to see them,
and the lanterns at the gatehouse made them quite acceptably visible. Borja's people had roused him at
this late hour—certainly past midnight—in a state of near-panic about amob at the gates. What was
present certainly fit the description well enough. Borja could see, even at this distance and with hisageing
eyes, that the assorted refuse who had come to histhreshold wereill dressed and filthy looking. He
offered asmall prayer of thanksthat he stood upwind.

"Insultsto Y our Eminence," Ferrigno said, without being specific. Roused from bed after midnight,
disturbed at hisrest by amab of ruffians and jeered at and calumnied by utter scum? Not even the most
forbearing master would be in agood humor, and at such times even the most obtuse servant waked
with anervous tread. How wrong Ferrigno was, thistime, athough Borjareflected that it was no greet
folly to decline to repest the dur.

Borjasmiled. It was being chanted clearly enough that he could determine exactly what the dander was.
Exactly what he wanted, in generd, didike the specifics though he might. "And how many would you say
there are?’

"Severd hundred, Y our Eminence.” Ferrigno's tone remained nervous. The estimate seemed about right,
athough the company of mercenary musketeers Borjahad kept on hand for just such an eventudity
seemed, for the moment, to be sufficient threet to keep them from coming over the walls of the estate or
trying to force the gate. Ferrigno seemed to find that nearly as darming as the prospect of the cardind's
displeasure.

Of course, Ferrigno had not heard everything that had gone on. Nor was he privy to everything that
Borjahad compassed in his desgns—much of that was kept only in the secret counsels of Borja's own
heart. The orders he had received from Olivares—who was presumptiousin the extremeto give such to
aprince of the church—had encompassed particular ends purely to Spain's advantage. It was only with
the guidance of the Holy Spirit that Borja had been able to see the best and most effective way to do
that, and at the sametime cut out the rot growing at the heart of Christ's Body on Earth. Ferrigno had
been gifted with no such insight. Nor had he been present a Borja's meetings with Osuna, when the
fullest possibilities of what might be achieved had been discussed between the two men.

Thus, hisbearing of news of the mob at the very gate of the estate had been nervous. Fearful, even. He
could not have known that Borja had prayed for just such asthisfor weeks. Perhaps he was nervous that
the insults being chanted by the crude and ruffianly types at the gate would anger Borja? Not abit. He
welcomed it. Even the part about him having no cojones was, in itsway, mortification of the spirit.

He could 4till fedl nervousness streaming off Ferrigno like swest from alathered horse. The temptation to
make sport of the frightened Italian was dmost overwheming. Almost. Borja heaved adeep and
theatrical Sigh. "So sad, that the Holy Father's misgovernment should cometo this. Have you pencil and

paper, Ferrigno?’

A sound of rummaging. Doubtless while Borja had been being dressed, Ferrigno had been arming himsdlf
for his professiond offices. "Yes, Y our Eminence.”

"Then, to His Excdlency The Viceroy of Naples—fill in the proper protocol and gpologiawhen you
prepare the dispatch for my signature, it isto go tonight—I have the misfortune to report disorder, unrest
and revolution of the most seriouskind, as| have seen with my own eyes a the very gates of my villa."

"...athevery gates. .. of my villa" Ferrigno repeated, his pencil scratching away.



Borjapaused for thought. He had, of course, made arrangements that amodest force, sufficient to every
likely eventuality, had been reserved for just this occasion. They could be herein aweek, ten days at the
most. Any closer deployment than the closest anchorage to the border between Naples and the Pepal
States would have been agiveaway of the most disastrous kind.

At that moment of contemplation, a messenger boy ran up. ™Y our Eminence," the lad gasped. Borjawas
some little way dong the driveway that led to the front gate, and the youngster had clearly hared about
looking for the cardind for some minutes. " Sefior Quevedo y Villegaattends Y our Eminence at the
house. He says he has most urgent news."

"Doeshe?' Borjamused doud. "Preserve that draft, Ferrigno, | may find mysdlf adding to it momentarily.
Let usgo indoors and learn what news Quevedo brings us of riot a our very gate. The boy will inform
Captain Mancini at the gate that my orders are to fire upon the crowd. Scum such asthat must not be
gently handled."

Borjaheard thefirst crackle of musketry just as he reached his front door, and smiled. Hewould haveto
task Mancini with finding more myrmidons of his own stripe to ded with the consequences. A single
company would hardly suffice for the next such assault, dthough the preparations he had had the man
make to resist an assault would help for the time being. The works Mancini had erected behind the walls
had not been cheap—neither carpenters nor lumber were inexpensive—but Mancini had assured his
magter that the saving in the soldiers required to hold the wall would more than pay for it. Borja
dismissed the matter from his mind; the diminishing sound of musketry, replaced asit waswith the
screams of wounded scum, told the tale of how successful the preparations had been.

Within, Quevedo had, to Borjasirritation, retained the street-ruffian attire in which he went about Rome
doing Borja's bidding, and had hisfilthy clogs on the furniture. He made no effort whatsoever to riseon
the cardind's entrance being announced. "Well?' Borja asked, deciding that drawing attention to
Quevedo's loutish behaviour would be undignified.

"Y our Eminence ought to know that there was rioting at the embassy of the so-called United States of
Europe earlier in the evening. Riva gangs brawled in the Sreet outside.” Quevedo smiled thinly. "It
appears that the ambassador isfomenting unrest of her own, and the rivary between the insurrectionary
factionsis spilling into the streets of Rome.”

"Take note, Ferrigno,” Borjasaid. ™Y ou will append afull report on thislatest outrage to the dispatch to
Naples."

"Yes, Your Eminence," Ferrigno said distractedly, his pencil scratching away.
"Isthere more?' Borja asked.

"Much, Y our Eminence, if | might anticipate the contents of Y our Eminence's next dispatch to those set in
authority over him."

"Do go on," Borjapurred. Truly, hethought, the providence of the Holy Spirit is in generous humor
tonight. It was humbling, truly humbling, to be the agent of God'swill in the mortal world.

"Y our Eminenceis dready aware from earlier reportsthat the ambassador from the United States of
Europeisin communication with the anarchist dements of the Committees of Correspondence?

Borjanodded. "Yes, yes."

"The ambassador of the United States of Europe and the sister of the prime minister of that nation were



both seen in conversation with the ringleader of the Committee, following the disturbances outsde the
embassy. That it should be coincidence that there followed the unpleasantness at Y our Eminence's very
doorstep isto strain credulity, | most respectfully suggest. Furthermore, | have reportsthat alarge party
of ruffians departed the very nest of these vipers shortly before | set out to report to Y our Eminence and
warn him of the impending danger. | made haste to outpace those miscreants and bring advance warning.
It seems, however, that these were but reinforcements for an assault aready in hand, and for my falureto
deliver warning of that, Y our Eminence, |, Francisco de Quevedo y Villega, must most humbly

gpologize"

"And, inview of your mogt diligent and excellent work otherwise, Sefior Quevedo y Villega," Borjasaid,
amazed at the man's ability to keep hisface straight, for the provocation of just such an assault had in no
small measure been directed by the agent himsdlf, "I can do no other than accept your most gracious
gpology in the pirit in which it was offered, and tender the forgivenesswhich isby Chrigt'slaw your
merest due.”

Quevedo sketched abow of acknowledgement from where he sat, but did not trouble to disarrange his
footwear from the chair on which hisfeet took their ease. Y our Eminenceis most charitablein
overlooking his most humble servant's many failings.” It was dl Borja could do not to strike hisinsolent
face where he sat.

Hetook adeep bregth. "Isthere anything further that | should include in my dispatch?!

"Only, Y our Eminence, that the Committee of Correspondence, aswell as acts tending to the genera
disorder, areinducing the common citizenry of Rometo acts of immorality. | had agents present earlier in
the evening at their principa den, and | grieveto report to Y our Eminence that the place was the scene of
the most lewd cavortings and intoxication. The corruption of the city's youth seemed to be their principal
end, Y our Eminence. Such lasciviousness and abandon must needs be stopped. | also have afull dossier
of the materid circulated about the city under this organization's aegis and name. Y our Eminence, itis
fomentation of the most disgusting sort, caling for revolution, brigandage and the athelgtic folly of
separation of church and state. Production isin the thousands, and naturally Y our Eminence will be
concerned about an attack on the moras and faith of the best-educated of the common folk—those who
can and do read. Not |least because the Inquisition appear to have been suborned by these wretches. The
felon Stone viststhere regularly, twice aweek it is said, and not once have efforts been madeto arrest
him. The connection is obvious™

"| thank you, Sefior Quevedo y Villega. Doubtless my secretary will take afull report from you in due
course. Ferrigno?”

"Yes, Your Eminence?

"Go and prepare the draft. | want adispatch for my signature within the hour. Ensure His Excdllency is
asked to put in hand the measures aready agreed with al possible haste, and encypher that part. Use
your discretion asto what other parts must be encyphered, but have amind that this matter is urgent,
both here and in Naples."

"Yes, Your Eminence." Ferrigno was dill scribbling as heleft.
"So, Sefior,” Borjasaid when Ferrigno had shut the door, "wasit the stupidity of the civil authorities?”

"Largdly, no. The unpredictable nature of the common folk and a number of useful coincidences were
among our principa advantages. That the matter worked on thefirst provocation was of great good
fortune. The matter could so easily have died away to the status of street-gossip for the next week."



"The hand of the Holy Spirit!" Borjacried doud. "l was surer of nothing elsel”
"Y our Eminence'singght into such mattersiswell known," Quevedo said gravely.

In the end, the dispatch went on afast horse to Naples at two in the morning. The shooting at the gate
had died down an hour before.

Chapter 25

Rome

The drive back from the Palazzo Colonnawas anything but dull, Sharon noticed. Cities being what they
were, preautomobile, sound carried. The cool that came with the Mediterranean spring night let it carry
even further. Somewhere, there was trouble. The roaring of a crowd, somewhere, and the sound of
shoating.

"Soundslikeit'salong, hot, night," her father remarked as the carriage driver trotted histeam dong a
broad street.

"It would appear that the disturbance earlier was not the last,” Ruy added. "It isthe time of year for it."
"Bread prices?’ Ritaasked.

"Indeed. Thisyear'sharvests are not yet in, and last year's are running low, and last year's was nothing
specid. If thereistrouble, it spreads quickly.” Asif to underscore Ruy's words, a column of cavary
came dong the street in the opposite direction, heading toward theriver.

"Wherewill they be heading?' Melissa asked, craning her neck in the open-topped carriage asthe
horsemen went by.

"Probably to the rougher neilghborhoods acrosstheriver," Sharon told her. That sde of theriver had
become run-down during the years the papacy wasin Avignon. Despite the fact that the POPE had been
back in the Vatican for decades, the area had never recovered. The neighborhood right under the
Vatican'swalswasthe roughest of al, and the adjoining parish where Frank had sited the Committee's
headquarters wasn't much better. There were tough neighborhoods on thisside of theriver, the area
around the Ripetto docks for one, but for sheer nastiness the streets within the Leonine wall that was part
of the Vatican's medieval defenses were Rome'slow point.

Dr. Nichols harrumphed. " Always the same. Poor folkswreck their own neighborhood first.”



"I wouldn't be so sure, Dad,” Sharon said. ™Y ou hear gunfire too?"
"lsn't that part of it?" Dr. Nichols asked.

"The preferred weapons in those quarters are knives and cudgels, Sefior Nichols," Ruy said. "'l would
wager that there are bodyguards and the better militia bands attempting to restore order."”

"By killing everyone?' Melissasneered.

"If their officersfed it necessary, yes," Ruy said, plainly not much more impressed than shewas. Sharon
was reminded of something Ruy had once said, shortly after she had met him. If it was my duty, yes.
Not simply because it was ordered.

"We should be safe enough, right?" Ritaasked. "If it's staying in the rougher neighborhoods, we should
be okay, | mean. I'm supposed to be here on holiday."

Sharon laughed. "Rita, honey, if I'd known thiswas al going to bresk out, | wouldn't have invited you.
Everything was quiet two months ago.”

"Perhaps, Sharon," Ruy said, "if these disturbances go on past tomorrow night, we might consider
postponing the wedding. | am uncomfortable with keeping the Doflas Mdlissaand Ritain a Stuation of
danger, and | am certain the Sefior Simpson and Doctor Nichols are being too polite to suggest we

postpone our nuptias.”

"I wouldn't say that, Sefior Sanchez," Tom said, hurriedly. "But if you're offering to do that, | would like
to see Ritasafe. But let'swait alittle longer than just tomorrow before you make that decision. After all,
Ritaand Mdissaand | have been in stickier Stuationsthan this.”

Sharon nodded, then grinned a Ruy. ™Y ou don't get out of standing at the dtar that easy, Ruy Sanchez
de Casador y Ortiz," she said, wagging afinger at him. "We're getting married even if we haveto have
the alde cleared with grgpeshot.”

"Sheld doiit, too," her dad said.

"I well believeit, Doctor,” Ruy said, "for did she not resort to dissmbowelling meto get meinto her
bed?'

Sharon groaned, and looked to Rita for support. " They're ganging up on me," she pleaded, "help me!"
Therewas no help from that quarter. Ritawas smirking.

"l suppose,” Melissasaid to no onein particular asthey drew up to the embassy, "that it'stoo late to
issue any warnings about men and their juvenile senses of humor?”

"Entirdy," Sharon said.

They sat up talking awhile. Tom and Ritafinaly had timeto fill everyonein on the details of their frankly
hair-raising escape from the Tower. Ruy said that he should very much like to meet Harry Lefferts, a
notion that made Mdissago alittle pde.

For her part, Sharon made sure her report had gone with the night's radio dispatches before settling
down with the others. Once Tom and Rita had gotten through a blow-by-blow of the dash out of London
and the wine was going around, Sharon redlized she was pretty much bushed. "I'd tdll you al what you're
missing at the Palazzo Barberini," shesaid, "but | don't reckon | can stay up another minute.”



"Now you mention it,” Tom said, "beauty deepiscaling to me, too. And aguy like me needsdl he can
ot

Just then, Corporal Ritson stuck his head around the door. "Mistress? Theré's trouble out.”
"What?' said everyone at once.
"Brawl in the street outside. Ladsve barred t' door.”

Sharon had to think about that for amoment. Ritson's accent was pretty thick—he pronounced door as
"do-er." "Will we see from the windows?" she asked.

"Best not, mistress,”" Ritson said. "They're hoisting stones at one another. 1've sent alad to waket' cap'n,
mistress, and come t'tell you and the sefior, mistress." He looked worried, which probably meant pretty
much the same from the case-hardened borderer asit did from Ruy.

"| predict you will want to go and seein any event, Sharon,” Ruy said, not bothering to embroider it with
any weary tone of resignation. "l shal accompany you, and | would esteem it agreat serviceif Sefior
Simpson came aso. Y our presence, sefior, will do much to deter the common sort of ruffian and avoid
the need for stedl to be drawn.”

"Begladto oblige" Tom sad.

The embassy fronted straight onto the street, so there was no easy way to defend the building and still
have the door open. The Marines on guard had come inside and barred the big double-leaf main door,
and one of them was looking out of the spy-hatch at the street outside. There were four of them, al with
their carbines at the ready, and Sharon could hear booted feet jogging into other rooms. The windows
were shuttered, but to a determined man with a prybar they were unlikely to be much defense.

"Let me see” said Sharon, dready hearing the sounds of acommotion outside. The Marine at the hatch
stood aside and let her peer through thelittleiron grille. With afour-inch square to look through, she
couldn't see much other than aconfusion of ragged clothes and flying fists. There were hoarse shouts, the
sounds of blowslanding and yells of pain, fear and anger. And, lying in the street, mostly clutching at
parts of themsealves but in one case ominoudly till, people who had been hurt.

"The scunners hae been a each other like that f'r awee while, mistress," the Marine who'd been at the
hatch said. " Two mobs ae 'em come at once, and fdl tae blows. We came within doors, mistress, rather
than be involved wi'oot therest o' the lads, mistress.”

Sharon had the fedling that that was out of an unselfish desire to ensure the fun was shared. "Did you hear
them say anything about why they'refighting?"

"Some a€ emre agin dl foreign folk asthey seeit, mistress" he said, plainly doubtful that a Scotsman
could be called aforeigner by anyone, least of dl someone who was aforeigner himsdf, "and t'othersare
riled aboot yon Spaniard papist.”

The Marines seemed to have afair bit of Itaian between them, Sharon had found. Every single one of
them could order drink, and probably less savory pleasures, within hours of arriving in Rome, and most
of them had aworking vocabulary. Severd of them had spent years, before the Ring of Fire, inthe
notorioudy polyglot armies that fought the warsin Germany, and would have gone back and forth
between the loosaly defined sides as the tides of battle ebbed and flowed. Colonel Mackay, who had
brought most of these cavarymen to Grantville origindly, had adistant cousin whose mercenary regiment,
raised origindly to fight for the Protestant powers, had been on each sde at least twice. "Can you tell



which gangiswinning?'

"Them asisangry at dl foreigners, | think, mistress," he said. " A" wouldnae go oot, midtress, 'tis awfy
rough." Again, adightly wistful tone that he was missng thefun.

Sharon had no intention of opening the door. Therewas at least one pair of fighters not three yards away,
and between the knife one had and the cudgd the other one was swinging wildly, anyone who got near
them wasin as much danger astheir mutual opponents. "Dad?’ she said. "Can you have your emergency
kit ready? Only | think we're going to have casudties. One of you Marines get word to Captain

Taggat—"
"Here, migtress," the captain said, behind her.

"Oh. Well, well want an aid station set up. | think the ballroom will be best. It's at the back and there's
plenty of space” shesaid.

"Asmany lanternsasyou can find," Dr. Nicols added, "and at |east two tables big enough for amantolie
on.

"Aye" Captain Taggart said, "Weve afiedd manua for the such asthat these days, and I've lads here
who assisted the lady doctor in Venice when she mended the guts of the sefior.”

"Good," Sharon said. "Hopefully thiswill—"

Starsflashed before her eyes and she flung herself back from the grille. Shefdlt, rather than heard, the
resounding clang of arock hitting it, and chips of stone stung her face and eydids where they spattered.

Shouts of darm, steadying hands, and she got her eyes open. "I'm okay, okay, redly, I'm okay," she
said, "more surprise than anything. Someone threw arock at the door.”

Therewas avolley of thuds and crashes as more and more rocks hit the front of the embassy.
"Permission to return fire, mistress?' Captain Taggart asked.

"No," Sharon said, hearing her dad, Mdissaand Ritasay it at the sametime. "Not unlessit lookslike
they might get in, please. | don't want any more casualties than we've dready got. | don't think it's safeto
bring in any of those wounded quite yet, but let's have that aid station anyway."

Another series of crashes. "Aye, mistress," the captain said, sounding dubious, and |&ft to give the orders.

"Last thing we want'samassacre,” Dr. Nichols growled. " Surest way to makethislast longer than it has
to. Eventudly they'll get tired and go hometo deep it off."

"Thisismosgt likely," Ruy said.

It was the dawn of adeepless night before the last of the hooligans began to drift away, not notably
pursued by any militia presence. Sharon hoped that that was because they had been busy with worse
trouble el sawhere. No one e se on the same street had been much troubled, from the looks, and certainly
the armed retainersin those houses would likely have alot less compunction about firing into acrowd.
The casudtieswere few in number, in the end, and if there had been fatalities, someone had removed the
bodies under cover of darkness. Those that were | eft were being helped away by others by the time Ruy
and Captain Taggart would let her or her dad open the door and go out, so in the end there was nothing
to do. Sharon wondered if any of them would have refused treatment after anight spent hurling stones at
her residence, and supposed she would never know.



Then she then redlized that the rioting had probably gone dl through Frank's neighborhood, and she had
no way of knowing whether hewas even dive.

Frank shoved the broom across the floor with angry, bashing motions. They'd had maybe half an hour of
quiet followed by the first sounds of trouble. The band had quit—half of them had gone off tojoinin the
so-called fun—and when it was quiet, it was eerily quiet. Everyone who'd stayed behind had gotten a
little bit subdued. Even the lefferti, normaly aboisterous bunch, were hunched over their tables and
conversing in low tones. Frank was making an early start on the cleaning once the patrons had been
persuaded to shift in close to the bar. Some nights like this had been pleasant, convivia even. A few
regulars, up haf the night and putting the world to rights.

Tonight, it was small knots of people around the couple of tables nearest the bar. Frank figured held get
the place near enough that it wouldn't be too much trouble in the morning and call it done. Then heldd pour
onefor himsdlf, seethat Giovannawas getting somerest, and seeif he couldn't get the worry out of his
head. He kind of wished he'd inherited more of his dad's calm approach. Or maybe it was something his
dad had learned; there were a couple of incidents in the early seventiesthat his dad was pretty quiet
about.

Benito wandered over with adustpan just as Frank got the crap into onetidy heap. "It's not agood
night,” he remarked. Frank had been abouit to think of him as akid, and then stopped for amoment.
When held first met Benito, nearly ayear and ahdf before, he'd been asnot-nosed little guy that Frank
had taken for about eight, maybe nine. Since then, with afair chunk of help from Frank's dad, who had
remarked that you couldn't solve world hunger by buying everyone dinner but you could at least make a
gart, Benito and afair few of the other youngsters whom Massimo was more or less bringing up as
Committee cadets had gotten a good deal more feeding. Benito was now nearly astdl as Frank and
occasiondly hisvoice wobbled abit. It would be easy enough to take him for akind-of-short fifteen
now.

Frank caught himsdlf. "Sorry, Benito, | was daydreaming. | think I'm getting old."

Benito shrugged. "Kid on the way, | figure you are old, or will be soon.” He stooped to hold the dustpan
where Frank could make use of it. "Gonnabe weird. Y ou're thefirst guy | know to have akid."

"Eh? Messer Marcoli's got—"

Benito stood up with the pan full of garbage. ™Y ou know what | mean. Regular guys. Guysl, like know .
.." Hetrailed off, expecting Frank to get it.

Hedidn't, of course and he wastrying to think of something to say that would make any sense when
there was a godal mighty bang from the shutters out front. "Shit!" he yelled as he flinched.

"What was that?" Benito said, and there was a chorus of scrapes as everyonein the barroom got to their
fedt.

Then the door flew open, banging back against thewall. Frank didn't get more than asplit second to take
inthe sght of haf-a-dozen guys burgting in through the door, before one of them yelled "There heis—"
The guy doing the shouting was aloca, a short, wide guy who'd been in acouple of times maybe. Frank
didn't know his name, hewasjust one of the neighborhood bums. Some kind of small-time criminal, if
Frank was any judge. The mob with him—there were more coming in the door, maybe fifteen or twenty,
gtarted to move in on Frank.

"Bastal" Frank looked to his right when he heard the word snarled, and saw that Piero and a couple of
his friends had stood up and come over by Frank. All three had the big knives, the nearest the local



cutlers could get to Bowie knivesfrom descriptions alone, that the lefferti tended to favor if they didn't
carry rapiers. Piero, being abit more of ahigh roller than the others, had arapier aswell and was using
his bowie asamain gauche.

Frank hefted his broom, fegling more than abit silly. The crowd came up short, the guysin front
staggering a bit asthe onesin back crowded up behind them. Frank saw clubs, a couple of lengths of
chain and some knivesin evidence. Piero and hisfriends—more were coming over to join them and they
al looked like they werelooking forward to afight—certainly had them outclassed in the blade

department.

That cheerful thought was followed by another that made hisbelly snk. People are going to die,
tonight. Right in my bar . He took a deep breath. He wasn't going to let this happen without he at least
tried—

"Everyone cam down!" he yelled, trying to keep his voice steady, hoping that the various noises behind
him didn't include Giovanna getting tooled up. "Nobody needsto get hurt, just head back on out, okay?"

"Damned foreigner!" That was" Shorty"—as Frank found himsaf mentaly naming thefirst guy to spesk.
"Y ou think you can tell uswhat to do in our own neighborhood?”

Frank took astep forward. "No," he said. Then, with another deep breath and a step toward Shorty, he
ydled, "But in my own damned bar | can! Seeif you get served another drink in here, asshole!”

Shorty seemed abit nonplussed at that. So Frank decided to try and defuse it some more. He let the
broom fall and leaned on it. " Anyone who wants adrink, take a seat. Except you, asshole,” he said,
pointing at Shorty. "Get out of my place.”

That got alaugh. Frank let himself hope that the Situation was about to defuse, when there was another
crash and something smashed through the window and shutters both. A kerbstone, or something likeit,
Frank thought, as he watched it come through and smash achair to kindling.

And then the place just erupted. Frank never did figure out who started it, but there was a sudden swirl
of bodies, he brought up the broom to fend someone off, gave him afaceful of bristles, swayed back as
someone else dashed a him with aknife and missed, ssumbled as someone ese jostled into him from
behind, and flinched again asthefirst shot wasfired.

Oh crap, hethought, now it's really serious. Except that the mob seemed to be retreating, and there
were clouds of plaster dust in the air. Then he heard, dicing through the din, femae shrieks. His heart
tried to snk and soar at the sametime, as That's my girl! tried to shout down It's not safe! inhismind.
Still, he stood up Straighter, and looked around. There were a couple of the crowd on the floor, mostly
gtill moving, and clutching bits of themsdves. And there, coming from behind the bar, eyesflaming and
Vendian invectivein full Marcoli flow, was Giovanna, working the dide on the shotgun.

"Who's next?"' she shrieked. That was followed by comparisons between the crowd and various animals,
all of them greatly to the disfavor of the crowd. But asfar as Frank could see shed only shot holesin the
celling sofar. "Come on? Lackeys of the exploiters! Classtraitord I'll give you ataste of what'swaiting
for your noble masters—"

She punctuated it with another round into the ceiling and the last few diehards turned and bolted for the
door.

Frank let out a breath he hadn't redlized held been holding.



Giovanna handed him the shotgun and a handful of shellsfrom her gpron pocket. The sound of the broom
hitting the floor as he dropped it was the only sound. Into the silence, she said, "Next time, we have
someone waiting for them.”

Frank wondered what to say. What he dared say. In the end, like husbands since the dawn of time, he
settled for "Yes, honey.”

Ten minutes later and it was hard to tell whether or not thered been afight. The lefferti had ordered
more drinks and were congratul ating each other. None of them had had chance to close in on anyone
and hurt him; they were al too well armed for anyone to have tried anything in the few seconds the fight
had lasted. A couple of the other regulars had been hit, and had bruises, and a couple of others had
gottenin afew licks, and left some of the crowd limping asthey left.

Benito was watching out of the door, occasondly orbiting the windows on to the street, and looking
worried. After awhile he came back over. "There are till some guys out in the street, Frank,” he said.

"Doing what?' Frank asked, checking where his pistol was holstered across the back of hisbelt where he
could get at it without looking too threstening.

"Just watching the place,” Benito said, looking worried.

Frank remembered that Benito had grown up in afar, far rougher neighborhood than Grantville, West
Virginia, which while not exactly high society had been aquiet and decent place. He pretty much ought to
know what trouble in the offing would look like.

"Okay," Frank said, thinking about it. They'd been driven out once, they were more than likely pissed
about it, but most of them wouldn't want to come back in and get shot at. After awhile, though, only the
redl diehardswould still be out there. What would they do? A few unpleasant possibilities crossed
Frank's mind. The building was brick, solid brick, but most of theinterna floors and the furniture and

fittings were wood. Extremdy flammablewood. And al the lamps that made the place so bright and
cheery at night were, from one point of view, smply fragile bottles of oil held up where they could shatter
eadly. "l figure we keep watches al night," he said after looking around the place. "Fire watches."

Benito nodded. HEd probably been thinking the same sort of thing.

It was along, hot night. Uneventful, in the end, but long and hot.



Chapter 26

Rome

HisHoliness stood at the open window. Very little of St. Peter's Square could be seen from that
window—there was abuilders scaffold in the way—but the sounds of riot and disorder were very much
to be heard. Much less than they had been in the hours after midnight, but till there,

Cardina Antonio Barberini could just about hear the crackle of muskets, a sound he had only rarely
heard before and never in Rome. Again, there was less than there had been the night before, when every
militia commander and bodyguard captain in the city—and not afew concerned citizens—had shot at
riotersin the streets. There would certainly have been fatdities, and it was too much to hopethat all of
them were of the blackest character and surely guilty of some heinous crime. Barberini had expressed
that hopein the darkest hours, and been told by severd of the gentlemen of his salon, more than one of
whom had been condottieri in one small way or another in the course of their careers, that the chances
of that were dim at best. Ringleadersin riots tended to lead from the rear; those at the forefront were the
young, enthusiagtic, stupid and drunk, and often al four in the same person.

He was not standing so close to the window—even if the pope is one's uncle there isa certain minimum
leve of etiquette to observe—as to see much other than sky. But there were columns of smoke visible,
risng and spreading on the light breeze of early summer.

Barberini looked from the smoke to His Holiness and back again. Suddenly, the serene and dignified
pontiff looked far more like his elderly Uncle Maffeo, who to amuch younger Antonio had seemed likea
kindly old man. And yet he had grown terribly old, without his nephew noticing, and seemed bowed this
morning.

The night had been long and hot, and there had been rioting in the city. Antonio, who was no spymaster
but had the native wit to recognize the need for a corps of paid informers and the contactsto find
someone with the skillsto run such anetwork, had had reports waiting for him before breskfast. And it
had been an early breskfast. Cardind Antonio Barberini waswhat alater age would call "Bohemian,” for
all that hewasin theory asenior man in ahierarchy that vowed poverty, chastity and obedience. On an
ordinary day, hewould rise a aleisurely and civilized hour, on those nights when he took to hisbed at
al. Thisnight past, he had retired late, dept little and risen early. The morning had an air of unredity
about it.

Not least because the reports had been so conflicted, so confused. The rioters were chanting, by
Barberini's rough count, fourteen different sets of dogans, attacking three different groups and were
coming from adozen different parishes. It was almogt asif the citizens of Rome werelooking for any
excuseto engagein disorder. It was surely too much to believe that so many disparate strands of



disaffection had surfaced at the sametime.

Barberini had made hisway to the Vatican as soon as he had decently breakfasted, and found himself
immediately admitted to His Holiness presence. Of course, his uncle had always been an early riser of
habit, but there was usudly at least something of await before one might be seen. In fact, one dmost
expected—

But the pope was speaking. "My dear nephew," he said, "' presume your early appearance betokens
information you have for me on this night's business?' His Holiness turned from the window and smiled at
Barberini. It was the smple smile of an old man for afavored, if somewhat wayward, nephew.

"Your Holiness, it does. But | fear that what | have to report to you does not begin to plumb the depths
of what istaking place outsde—" Barberini began, before the pope waved him to silence.

"Peace, my boy, peace. | am not the first pope to arouse the ire of Rome's mob, nor will | bethelast, |
should imagine. Indeed, | can remember worserioting than this, and over less. During the course of
breakfast this morning some of the older of my retainers regded me with taes of some of the
disturbances they had seen, and assured me that nothing | could remember was more than aminor brawl

by comparison.”

The pope paused to chuckle. "Truly, | remember being your age and being irked beyond measure at the
tendency of old men to reminisce about how everything was bigger and better in their day. Be assured,
my boy, that the phenomenon does not disappear as one ages. There is always someone who can
remember more than you can, and he will dways assure you that what you see now is naught but apale
shadow of the glory that once was."

Barberini found himsdlf amiling. "Y our Holinessfinds metoo trangparent.”

The pope chuckled again. "Come, claim your cardina’s dignity and St in my presence. Summarize for me
what your spiestd| you, and let us compare it with what my spiestell me. It will passthetimewhilewe
wait for aman who truly knowswhét is happening.”

"The father-generd?' Barberini redized ashe said it that he was not surprised. The Society of Jesuswas
considerably lesswell represented in Rome than it was €l sewhere, since the Jesuits were great believers
in being out in the world doing their work rather than intriguing in Rome. It was neverthel ess abody of
men that did not stint in any aspect of information-gathering. That the pope should send for their leader at
atimelikethiswasonly naturd.

Barberini redized, ashe gave aprécis of thelittle he had learned, that it actualy would be a surpriseto
see Vitdleschi here. It was, after dl, civil disturbance. Criminaity, abeit on a scale which was surprising
to Barberini. Why was the Society involved? Were they involved? Barberini stuck to his report and
resolved himsdlf to patience.

Barberini had just completed ligting the incidents which had cometo hisearswhen Vitdleschi arrived.
The formalities of greeting completed, the spare, ascetic old Jesuit came straight to the point. ™Y our
Holiness, Borja sent amessenger south last night. A fast horse, and arider with evident orders not to
garetheanimd.”

His Holiness nodded, his gaze turned inward for amoment, reflecting on the news. "And the most recent
news from Naples?'

"Asit stood when last Y our Holiness was last apprised.”



Barberini frowned. "The Situation in Naples? It has worsened?' He had heard some few small things
about the worsening politics south of the border with the king of Spain's Italian possessions, the part of
Italy that Spain did not rule through locd proxies. It had, of course, been news touching most directly on
Barberini's own principa concerns, those of the arts, music and, recently, natura philosophy, but he had
heard enough to know that matters were growing . . . restive there. Not that there weren't dways at least
some agitators, Campanelafor one had been more-or-less constantly in jail for one sedition or another
prior to hisrecent refugein Paris.

"Y our Eminence may recal that we discussed the reason for Spain's movement of troops to Naples some
weeks ago," Vitdleschi said, the reproof in histone being no more than mild. "1t now appearsto have
been ameasure with no small degree of foresight regarding the Situation in Naples, not Smply
prepositioning for amovement toward France."

"So Borjawill berefused any men he asksfor?' Barberini asked. While Vitdleschi had not reported
what digpatch that rider from Borja's estate had carried—doubtless even the Society of Jesus had limits
to the information they could obtain—that Borja had reacted to Rome's troubles by asking for troopsto
"help quell the disorder” seemed obvious. The man had a hair-trigger temper and would not have given
thought to the smple fact that a message would take at |east two daysto get to Naples and even troops
stationed on the border would take weeks to move back. Bad asthe rioting had been, only the incurably
pessmistic would think that it would not have burned itself out before any "help” could arrive. It was,
Barberini thought, another example of Borjaacting before thinking, ahabit of histhat had caused Madrid
to haveto issue hasty apologiesfor his conduct during hislast sojournin Rome.

"l congder that likely, Y our Eminence,” Vitdleschi said.

"Unlessthe plansfor thiswerelaid ahead of time?' His Holiness suggested. "Borjaknows that he ought
properly to await arequest before providing troops. Perhaps he knows that troops are aready available,
should he find some suitable pretext for summoning them?”

Barberini swallowed, hard. It was not unprecedented that kings should attempt to rewrite papa policy by
samply strong-arming the reigning pope. He himsalf had spent time as legate at Avignon, apapa seat that
existed principally because the king of France had compelled the pope to reside where he could be
controlled. After bringing one popeto hedl by force of arms, the kings of France found that the
Frenchmen subsequently elected as popes were happy to reside a Avignon where, for decades, the
papacy danced to the tune played by a piper paid in French money.

"Your Holiness s, perhaps, too cautious?' Vitelleschi ventured. "1 would suggest that Borjas strategem
remains primarily politica. Such isthe Society's understanding of hisinstructionsfrom Madrid, and a
military action would mean that the movement of every cardind friendly to the Spanish party into Rome
was no more than adiverson.”

"Borjahas gone beyond his brief before,” Barberini interjected, "if the Father-General and Y our Holiness
will forgive theinterruption. And he did stop in Naples before coming here."

The slence that followed that waslong, deep, and embarrassing.

"Antonio," HisHoliness said, "even Spain would balk at setting the precedent of impeaching a pope.
They would certainly stop at ordering me openly killed to make way for amore compliant pope. And too
many of Europe's Catholics already regard their consciences unbound by the See of Rome's palitical
leadership for anew Captivity to be worth their while."

Vitelleschi nodded. " Perhaps afurther embarrassment for Y our Holinessisin view?”



HisHoliness raised an eyebrow. "That | cannot control the city? Perhaps. How do we stand with
arrangementsto bring our party to Rome?"

"In hand, Y our Holiness. Y ou may depend on having every vote we can count on, enough &t least for a
bare mgjority, in Rome within two weeks of your order to begin, at the latest. Y ou will force your
opponentsto ensure they have every cardinal present for every sesson within eight days.”

Barberini could not resist the obvious question. "Why not bring them al in now? The Spaniards are.”

"Better, Antonio, that they should try and fail than that they should be discouraged. | wish them to be
seentofall of their purpose.” His Holiness had a smile that was not even faintly humorous. "1 wish to
makeit plain what happens when overweening cardinals seek to frustrate the workings of Holy Mother
Church. So we must await their first move before reacting swiftly."

Barberini frowned. It was dl very well leading a debating opponent into afase postion in order to
expose hiserror, in the best Socratic tradition. But—

"Y our Holiness, the risk—?" He saw no need to be articulate about what might happen. Even the most
optimistic need spend only asingle quiet afternoon with the histories of the Church to gain aninkling of
that. After anight spent listening to Rome erupt inacrimina carnevale, Barberini wasin no mood to be
even dightly optimigtic. Imagining grew more doleful by the hour.

"Isjudtified.” It was Vitelleschi who had spoken, curt asusud. "If Borjaintends misfeasancein the curia,
afew days dday in assembling the cardindsto defeat him will matter nothing. If he hastruly taken leave
of reason, and has engineered this strife in order to seek anew Captivity or even depose Y our Holiness,
the presence of the cardinalswill make scant difference.”

Barberini nodded. That made sense, at least. And then he caught up with parsing what Vitelleschi had
sad. "Troublewhich Borja has engineered? How?'

"Quevedo." Vitdleschi said the name like it was sufficient explanation dl by itsdf, and inaway it was.
The Spanish soldier-poet was that most paradoxical of creatures, a notorious secret agent. There was
little that Spain had donein the Italian peninsulafor years past that had not had his name floating to the
top like scumin apond.

Oh, for certain the man's writing was excellent; he was truly an ornament of Spanish letters. But he had
taken hisseveral years exilefrom Spain aslicenseto gtir Italy's constantly Smmering stockpot of trouble
whenever it took hisfancy. A good many of Italy's politicians had heaved asigh of relief when, only afew
years previoudy, the man had returned to Spain. Barberini had mentioned the man to Mazarini, very
much the coming man in European diplomacy and every inch the peacemaker and conciliator. Mazarini
had, in the few moments that followed, taught Barberini more obscenitiesin four different languages than
he had learned in hisentire life up to that point.

And yet that tirade of obscenity and vulgar abuse had been tinged with no small measure of respect.
Fiascos like Osunas plot againgt Venice gpart, Quevedo did have ahabit of delivering the goods, even if
ordering them was usually something of adevil's bargain. They had known he wasin the city, of course,
but Barberini had assumed that he had been about the business of suborning senior clergymen. Guiltily he
realized that he had not troubled to set his own people to tracking the Spanish troublemaker, but clearly
the father-general had not been so remiss.

"How hasheachieved . . . 7' Barberini waved an arm at the open window to indicate what he asked
after. The sounds of trouble were il audible, the palls of smoke till smearing the sky.



"It isreported that he began by smply disbursing money to procure crowds at selected places. It may be
that he suborned amilitia officer to overreact, dthough that seems doubtful. Gulled him in some way,
most likely, if ordinary stupidity does not suffice to explain the matter. Certainly the officer in question
seemsto have died in the melee. The resulting ill-feding swelled some of his subsequent performances,
and it appears he has taken painsto ensure astrong militiareaction at severd of them. He maintained this
activity for sometime, until food prices rose, provoking further discontent, and Rome's Committee of
Correspondence made the unwise move last night of breaking up one of the demonstrations.”

Barberini caught the tone with which Vitelleschi had said theword "unwise." Almost . . . gpproving. He
decided to ask—"Unwise how, Father-Generd?"

Vitelleschi smiled. Slightly, and one would have to know the man well to seeit there, but he smiled.
"Unwise, did they wish to continue with apolicy of what the Americanscall a'low profile' Y our
Eminence. A crowd, probably inspired by Quevedo even if not actualy paid by him, attacked the
hostelry they keep. The young Signor Stone, following the disturbance, grew . . . doquent. A
demonstration at the embassy of the United States of Europe last night was chased off without injury to
any person, but the core members of the Committee have been spreading rumors through the Borgo and
beyond that the troubles are Spain's doing. Theworst of the disturbances last night were antiforeigner
sentiment, | understand.”

That accorded with the reports Barberini had had aswell. The worst of the rioting—and the most
shootings—had been at the gates of the VillaBorja. If Borjahad paid for that mob, theimplications
were downright nasty. If it wasn't murder at law, it was certainly murder before God. Barberini
shuddered again, as he had done when he had first heard about Borja's company of mercenary
bodyguards pouring musket fireinto that crowd. They'd even had afiring step erected under the estate
wall, expecting to need it. There ill wasn't acertain count of the number of dead, dthough reports
ranged from twenty to two hundred. One would be too many, Barberini thought to himsdf. Heredlized
he now understood al too well why Mazarini bent so much effort toward making peace wherever he
could. He had seen two wars at close quarters, and the second of those, the war of the Mantuan
successon, had included more than itsfair share of atrocities.

And hefound himsdlf unable to share the comforting logic that his superiors were following. Hed met
Borja Had spent session after interminable sesson with him on the Galileo Commission. He knew,
precisaly, how sdlf-righteous, arrogant and impenetrably stupid the man was. Whatever hisordersfrom
Madrid were, Borjacould be relied on to do something spectacular. Evenif hedidn't intend it, he could
eadly bring about, if not the actua biblical apocaypse, areasonable imitation of it. And in Naples he had
hired Quevedo. And Quevedo had been trying to provoke disorder. Barberini reglized that this particular
recipe for disaster was dready in the oven and the cooks had sent word to announce dinner.

"Has Your Haoliness. . ." he began diffidently, and stopped. While he had been musing, the father-generd
and his uncle had continued conferring, on the subject of what stratagems might be expected once Borja
wasin apaosition to begin his politica assaullt.

They looked at him, both with a patient and forebearing expression on their faces. Hefelt himself color
momentarily, then cleared histhroat. "Please, excuse my impertinence in perssting with asubject which
Y our Holiness and the Father-Genera perhaps had deemed closed, but ought it not to be prudent to
ensure that the See of Rome's military forces are called to their colors? And perhaps make preparations
for adefense of the city?"

HisHoliness nodded. "My dear nephew, your concern for Our safety is quite proper. Commendable,
even. However, the prospects of Spain—whether His Most Catholic Maesty or hisviceroy at
Naples—undertaking anything so rash asto invade Rome at thistime are remote. And therisk of that is



as nothing compared to the certainty of worse disorder if word should spread among the people of Rome
that we were calling out our troops.”

"l see" said Barberini, "and should the worse come to the worst, does Y our Holiness have plansfor
evacuation?'

"It will not cometo that," His Holiness said, with adefinite hint of closing the subject. "And if any such
step should cometo light, the political embarrassment would cause Ustrouble e sewhere.”

Barberini could not, however, stop worrying. He followed the discussion of possible schemesthat Borja
might have in hand, even offered some small suggestions, but could not shake the feding that Borjaredly
was about to attempt something that would leave Romein flames. Surely he would not send for military
assistance if he fully expected to be refused? Was even Borjathat stupid? On reflection, Barberini
redized, he was. On hisworse days, at least.

It wasthat firing step, the waiting mercenaries, that were the worry. That betokened preparation. And
that Borja had set Quevedo to work on the Street disorder rather than the political maneuvers. His
Holiness and the father-generd might affect to have seen it dl beforewhen it cameto fighting inthe
sreets, but Barberini found it worrying. In and of itsdlf, not just for what it provided outsderswith a
pretext for doing. And while Borjamight be a profoundly stupid and ignorant man, he could bring more
brain-power to bear on being afool than most men could exert in the profoundest philosophical inquiry.

Asthe meeting cameto aclose, Barberini redized that while His Holiness had denied the necessity of an
escape plan, he had not forbidden his nephew from seeing that one wasin place. Better that alittle effort
be wasted than that something so vita should not bein place at dire need.

Chapter 27

Rome

Sharon looked at the clock again. Still only haf-past nine. Ruy had risen early and gone for awalk
around town, to get a sense of what was happening. Tak to afew people, pick up on the gossip. Hed
gone out in his other persona, the smple porter from Barcelona, and had promised to be back by
lunchtime, or possibly alittle earlier.

Frank would be adong shortly, she hoped. The night had been broken more than once with the sound of
gunfire, and not just the occasiona shot, either. Volleys, such as Sharon hadn't heard since her first
months after the Ring of Fire. She hadn't done much traumamedicine since those days, what with one
thing and another, but the effects of athree-quarter-inch musket ball on ahuman body were hard to



forget.

Again, the ballroom had the best view of the street. The usual swordplay session had been cancelled due
to press of business, and dl of the Marines were busy about the place. Captain Taggart was making
preparations so he could rapidly fortify the house or organize an evacuation as the Situation demanded.
Although, looking out over the city and listening through the open windows, Sharon wondered whether
or not either would be necessary. There was smoke rising over the river and in afew other places. Not
just the usua fug of cooking fires, but the thick black columns of roiling smoke that came from burning
buildings. A couple of them werein the genera direction of the Vatican, which meant Frank's
neighborhood, and she knew he'd been atarget once aready.

"Penny for your thoughts?' It was her dad.

Sheturned and smiled at him, suddenly realizing how tired she was. She'd tried hard to deep, but shed
been woken three times that she could remember. Ruy, the rat bastard, had been fresh asadaisy a
some ungodly hour. The side effects of alife spent soldiering, she supposed. "Just tired and wondering
what the hdl'sgoing on,” she said.

"Ruy's not back yet, then?'

"No, but he only promised to be back for lunch. | figure hell hear athing or two, one way or another.
Therés nothing in from any of Don Francisco's people ether, yet, athough | reckon they'll be looking
after their own businessfirg."

"l suppose 0. Mogt of 'em are Jewish, aren't they?' He shrugged. "1 figure that's going to be part of it."

Sharon shook her head. "Not here, no. The regtrictions on Jews in Rome are among theworgt in Itay.
Most of our commercia contacts hereabouts are Cavriani affiliates of one sort or another, sdling us
commercia intelligence. | think Don Francisco maintains someonein the ghetto, but they don't get about
much outside the rag trade. Asfor them being targetslast night, | doubt it. They'relocked in at night, and
gpart from some nasty ritualsthey used to do during carnevale they don't tend to get bothered much.
Just ahorrible example of what it'slike not to be Catholic. A lot of im Crow, but no red popular feding
behindit."

Her father nodded. "Y ou think Frank's okay?' He sounded more than alittle worried.

"I don't honestly know, Dad,” she said. "I think Ruy will have gone that way first to see what happened.
If he went there, he got there early; he was out the door by half past seven. If everything was okay, he
didn't think to send someone with amessage. Frank's supposed to be coming by thismorning to let me
know what happened, but | keep seeing smoke from over that direction.”

"Try not to worry, Sharon. Frank's got a sensible head on his shoulders, and isn't fool enough to go
looking for trouble. If I'm any judge, hell have buttoned up tight for the night and waited it out.”

"That wasn't what | wasworried about. | have visions of his place getting attacked and set onfire. You
haven't been there, but it's got no back way out and it'sin area rough neighborhood. Ruy reckonsthey'd
need a pickaxeto get out any way but the front."

"Oh." She could see her father deflating. He'd been trying to keep up a cheerful front, dmost verging on
his bedside manner, but the facts had punctured that.

Just then, there was atap on the ballroom door. It was open, and Adolf was peering in. When Sharon
smiled an acknowledgement of his presence, he said, "If you will forgive the interruption, Doctors, Sefior



Sanchez and young Herr Stone are here.”

Both Sharon and her father heaved asigh of relief. "He'searly,” Sharon remarked, to cover the dightly
weak-kneed feding she was experiencing. "Both of them, comeright to it. Where have you put them,
Adalf?"

"He has put us nowhere, Sharon,” Ruy boomed, from behind him. "When foul deeds are afoot, | stand on
no ceremony."

So saying, he came in to the ballroom with Frank in tow. Ruy looked furious, there was no other word
for it, athough his voice had not betrayed the emotion written in every quiver of his mustachios.

Frank, behind him, looked weary and generdly pissed off. And smudged about the face in amanner that
could only be soot.

"Frank?" she asked, not seeing any obvious place to begin.

"What Ruy said." Frank shrugged. "Everyone back at my placeis okay, though. We had alittle trouble,
but it wasjust afew rowdies and Giovanna saw ‘em off with the shotgun.”

Ruy's face changed like spring wesather, from thunderous to delighted. "Frank isalucky man, Sharon.
Such aone, ah, shebidsfair to match your own marvelous spirit! A woman to daunt the mightiest, not
even dl the e oquence of dl the poets could do justice—"

Frank was chuckling. "Giveit arest, Ruy. Sharon, he's been lecturing me on how I've got to do right by
Giovannaever snceweleft my place, like | couldn't figure out that part by mysdf."

Ruy wasd| affronted dignity in an ingant. "It isthe proper place for those wisein yearsto guard against
thefally of youth."

"Damn graight,” said Doctor Nichols, senior.

Sharon groaned. "1 take it from this display of what passes for wit among the nearly senile that things
aren't too bad?'

Ruy's fury was suddenly back in evidence. "The answer to that, mi corazon, is both yesand no. The
trouble is subsided, Frank's place and the embassy are secure and all seems quiet. But there is news of
foul work, thisnight past. Frank, the rumorsyou have heard?"

"Right," said Frank. "Firg thing we heard after we got back last night was that there was a crowd going
over to Borjas place. Word was they were going to slorm it and run him out of town on arail.”

"It was not s0," Ruy finished for him. "Frank and | went by the villaon our return here, hence our dight
tardiness, for | was certain you would wish earlier news of Frank's well-being than you asked for last
night."

"It wasamassacre," Frank said. "Nothing but.”

Sharon could suddenly see the reason for Frank's weary demeanor. She could guess that he'd been up al
night keeping watch, but Frank was till, in al but name, ateenager. A missed night's deep wouldn't leave
him much out of sortsat al. When held trudged into the ballroom, held looked beaten.

"Itisas Frank says" Ruy said, hisface growing stonier with the recollection. "We arrived to find burid
parties at work. We saw eight corpses, Sharon, and that after those poor souls had been at work for



sometime. We questioned bystanders, and heard of perhapsthirty. They also spoke of Borjasending a
rider for Spanish tercios to suppress the popul ace, and the pope cdling in his own forces for the same
purpose. Such may be accounted wild rumors, but these people witnessed adaughter last night.”

"How many went there last night?" Sharon's dad asked.

"Fifty, Sixty frommy place done," Frank said. "I don't know how many of them made it back. From what
we heard, I'd be surprised if it was less than a couple hundred dl told. Borja's goons just fired into the
crowd, fromwhat | hear."

Doctor Nichols nodded. "And you can figure on three times as many again wounded who got away in the
night. Maybe haf of those will die of their wounds, too." He shook his head.

"The only mercy, Doctor Nichols," Ruy said, "isthat the crowd ran at thefirst shots, and were not so
hemmed in that many would have been trampled.”

"Butit'sworse" said Frank. "Tel 'em, Ruy. | never would've spotted it, not being asoldier and al.”

"That—" Ruy broke off here to snarl afew choice phrasesin broad, rural Catalan. "Quevedo. And his
gtinking swine of amaster, Borja. It isalmost certain that they enticed that crowd with the express

purpose of firing intoit.”

"Surely you don't get that from just rumor,” Sharon protested. While she was quite prepared to assume
many bad things of the Spanish government, cynicaly engineering the murder of civilianswas, she
thought, something they'd left behind with the previous century.

"Not rumor, Sharon,” Ruy said, the gravity of histone not mellowing the fury in hiseyesonebit. "Simple
inference. | saw, with my own eyes, thefiring platform which Borjahad had built behind hiswall. Right
up to the gate, and till manned in broad daylight.”

"Oh." Sharon said. He'd been expecting therioters.

"Indeed,” Ruy said. "I am no doctor of natura philosophy, no student of mathematics, but | can add two
and two and reach the same conclusion as any peasant, haggling in the market. With your permission,
Sharon, | will seek out Quevedo and dedl with him. This cannot go on."

Sharon knew, without having to think about it, that right here and now she could order aman
assassnated, and be sure it was going to be carried out. And, furthermore, that she could refrain from
giving the order, and know that Quevedo would be safe from Ruy. Shetried to think about it. Wasthere
something to be—

She cut the thought off. Horrible as the man's actions had been the night before, the proper way to
proceed waswith an arrest and atrid. Thefact that she didn't think they did thingsthat way around here
didn't affect, not onelittle bit, the fact that she knew what was right and what waswrong. Ruy's vaues
were different, but bless him, he was making sure that he didn't do anything she wasn't happy with. "No,"
shesad. "If you runinto him and can't avoid it, and can't take him prisoner, then | figure helll get what's
coming him. But I'm not going to order an assassination.”

Ruy nodded, and behind her Sharon thought she could hear her dad letting out a soft Sigh of relief.
Somehow, that pleased her immensdly.

"For now," she said, "Frank, we're going to get ahot meal insde you, and some coffee, and you can give
me all the details. And Ruy, we need to get more information. | need to make areport to Magdeburg and
take a decision on whether or not we should postpone the wedding. | want to hear a plan from you."



"And Sharon?' her dad said.
llDw?l

"Seeif we can put out the word that there's free treetment here for anyone who got hurt last night. Maybe
we can save afew lives, build up some goodwill. | brought plenty of supplies down from Germany, o
reckon we could do some serious good on both sides of the ledger.”

Magdeburg
"My sger'sin that mess." Mike Stearns tone was quiet and understated.

"We cannot be sureit isamess quite yet,” Don Francisco said. This message had comein overnight in
time for thismorning's twice-weekly briefing, and Ed Piazza had joined them.

"Fromwhat | hear," Ed said, "the red messisfurther south. Whatever Borjasup to, it'll be asideshow to
what's brewing in Naples. Or to whatever the Spanish are doing to stop it.”

"Just 50," Francisco agreed. "Mike, thereis nothing unusua in there being rioting at thistime of year
anywherein Europe. Borja seemsto have madeit alittle worse, but truly, the political Stuation in Rome
will not support sustained disorder. The people | have reporting to me are natives of the city, Mike, and
they know how it goes.”

"When you say natives, Francisco,” Mike said, histone level, even and, Francisco knew, very angry
indeed, "you're talking about guyswho work as lawyers and bankers and the like, aren't you?'

"With one exception, yes." Don Francisco was determined to stop this before it started. Mike Stearns
was gpt to grow increasingly testy of late, and smal wonder. "Mike, | have worked for you for the best
part of three yearsand | have learned athing or two. Y es, the outlook of peoplein different socid
classesisdifferent, and the view isindeed very different from the street. However, one of my informants
isadigtant cousn who makes hislivinginasmall way in the ghetto, asaddler. And one of thethings
people do in asaddler's shop, Mike, is gossp. Artisans among themsalves and the customers with the
man himself. Heis no maker of fine harnessfor the gentry, he makes work harnessfor other artisans.
Wl regarded for that sort of thing, he tells me. And what he heard was that the disturbances were all
fomented by Spaniardswith money. Thetak was dl over Rome. My last report from him—he sends his
dispatchesin the regular mails, not through the embassy—was dated two weeks ago. All was not quiet
then, and he predicted some such outbreak as occurred last night. His assessment then was that it would
come to nothing. Romeis not acity much given to civic disturbance, Mike."

Stearnsheld up hishands, hisexpression alittlelessicy. "All right, | surrender. So the Turkish nobleman
is getting alittle class-consciousness, good. Won't be the first time we've been caught on the wrong foot
by a popular movement, though, Francisco.”

Ed Piazza chuckled. "Mike, you're just jedl ous because therés arisk of an uprising you can't get up in
front of, and that wasn't your idea."

"Hold onaminute,” Mike said, "which isit? No popular uprising at all, or one | should be jedous of 7' He
wassmilingashesadit.

"Y ou know what | mean, Mike," Ed said. "Happens| think Francisco'sright. Wethat is, the State of
Thuringia-Franconia—have our own sources—"

Don Francisco hazarded a guess—"The Cavrianis?'



Ed nodded. "Useful guysto have around, once you alow for the selection effect— they only report on
what intereststhem. | suppose | could get them to do some more generd reporting for us, but budgets
arekind of tight. That wasn't ahint, by theway," he added hurriedly in Mike's direction.

"Money'stight dl round,” Mike said, "so it wouldn't have done any good if it was." Hissmilewasalittle
rueful. What with trouble breaking out in al directions, the treasury of the USE was starting to look alittle
threadbare as the available credit began to run low. The deficits were alot more managesbl e than those
of other European powers, on the other hand. So when stability came to the USE, it would recover faster
and harder than any of the other powers.

However, in the present, Ed was running through what Spain's mgjor concernsin Itay redly were.
Nothing that was surprising to Don Francisco. He let himsalf muse over what could be happening in
Rome. A coup? Unlikely. The Church hadn't had an antipope in over ahundred years and on the record
of the future history had dready got that particular disease out of its system. In any event, Francisco's
own people had bought good information—confirmed from several sources—that Borjasingtructions
specified smply obstructing the pope's business, not deposing him, whatever that mysterious | etter-writer
had hinted at afew weeks ago. Likewise outright arrest. There were good reports on every mgjor
concentration of troopsin Naples, whichwasadl in dl the only place Borjacould get military help from.
And it would take regiments to arrest the pope. The Swiss Guard were a seriousfighting force dl by
themsdves, and while the various regiments of Rome's nobility were not of the best in the military
field—Italy's better soldiers tended to be condottieri—they would perform adequately in supporting the
Swiss Guard and increase the troops needed for such an endeavour beyond what anyone thought Borja
could shake loose from Naples, which was atercio at most and more likely a couple of companies of
musketeers.

Therisksto the embassy a Rome were of the more ordinary kind. Riots were chancy things, especidly if
the sentiment againgt foreigners that Miss Nichols reported was a genuine popular fedling and not smply
adogan the crowds she had heard had been paid to chant.

"—and so while I'm sure the Spanish would like to be able to commit those troops further north, pretty
much anyone with eyesto see can tell they're going to have a better use for them real soon now, Mike,"
Ed wasfinishing up.

Mike looked to Francisco, "And your assessment?”'

"As| say, it isthe season for domestic troubles. We have been seeing something likeit here. It issmply
that much of itishandled at aloca level if it does not go beyond street-brawling. | think you have been
gpailt by lifein the twentieth century, Mike. The seventeenth century iswhat you would cal arough
neighborhood."

"All right," Mike said, "so | needn't givethem arecal order, then? Because that'swhat it'll take to shift
Sharon away from the job she'sdoing.”

"I reckon not, Mike. Or at least, not right now," Ed said. "Although | reckon shell git if she hasto, and
shélll know way before you will when that timeis™

Don Francisco frowned. "Y ou think it will cometo that?' He couldn't seeit, himsdlf. Rioting was one of
those things that smply happened, and the options Borja had for action that was at least within shouting
distance of rationdity precluded anything worse. His actions so far were of akind to make cardinds and
senior churchmen and Rome's other notables alittle more nervous than they might otherwise be, and
demondtrated a certain looseness of grip on the part of Urban V111, but as a prelude to something more
serious?



"Just covering my ass, Francisco,” Ed said, ™Y ou know and | know that ther€'s probably nothing deeper
tothis. | just get the feding that Borjas playing with fire and even if he doesn't mean to make everything
blow up in everyonésface, well . . ."

"Yeah," Mike sighed, and rubbed a hand over hisface. "Lifewould be so much smpler if we didn't have
all these assholes who played games with other peoples lives. On the other hand, we wouldn't have as
much support as we do, ether. For now, then, welll leave things asthey are. | want to hear about it if
thingsredly start boiling down there, though.”

Chapter 28

Rome

"Your Excdlency," Ruy said, coming in to Sharon's office and dragging up achair, in to which he flopped
dramaticdly.

"It sounds weird when you call methat, Ruy," Sharon said. "'l became an ambassador by accident, and it
dill fedsalittle unred.”

"It isatask you undertake well, and | find that remembering the correct title when we are working helps
meto be clear asto the task in hand.”

"And the newsis?"'

"There are some smd|l changes." Ruy ran ahand through his hair. HEd been out nearly dl day and
Sharon could guess that getting around Rome on awarm spring day would have been more than alittle
wearying. "Quevedo has not been seen, or at least the men he had hired to gather his mobs have not
been seen, since the night before last. There is much tension. | have heard no less than four rumors that
the pope has summoned his papal regimentsin order to suppress dissent in the bloodiest manner
imaginable, and two other men | spoke with said they had heard, at fourth or fifth hand, that the papal
troops arein agtate of mutiny and refusing to muster.”

"Did we get anything that soundslike it might be true?' Sharon asked. Similar rumors had gone around
various parts of Germany while sheld been there; they aways turned out to be so much wind.

"| spoke briefly with a constable on customs duty at the Ripetta. Hisview wasthat if therewasto bea
mobilization he would have heard of it, and that he had heard nothing. And that it would take weeksto
organize the papa regimentsto any kind of action, most of them last having seen action nearly ten years
ago inthe Vdtdline. | think he had theright of it. Also, | learned that this morning's sermons were, by



papa command, of the day of prayer and fasting which His Holiness has decreed in the cause of civic
peace, to be observed this Friday."

"Isthat going to help?' Sharon had to wonder. The people most likely to riot were pretty poor folks, and
asking people who were dready alittle hungry to go alittle hungrier seemed like not much effort.

"It can do no harm, certainly,” Ruy said. "And in truth, the other part of HisHoliness pastora message
was that there were proper means of airing grievances and that petitions would be received and
considered on their merits. If the troubles are as entirdly manufactured as | think we al suspect, thiswill
be of some assstance. Since the dternative for His Holiness is the use of soldiersto quell disturbances,
we may congder it afairly enlightened gpproach.”

Sharon nodded. Put that way, it did seem alittle more sensible. "'l guess getting people to concentrate on
their religion and ded with the palitica stuff in asengble way might well be the way to go about it.” She
thought for amoment. "1 guess we might be able to do something to help. I'll get Adolf to put anotice up
outside saying that the embassy will close that day out of respect for the occasion. Asyou say, it can't
hurt."

"Just s0. | aso called upon young Sefior Stone, although he was out taking the air when | wasthere. His
most charming wife and her brother were there to tell me that matters seem more restful in that
neighborhood, athough there has been an ugly mood at some of the funeras. | aso had the rumor about
the papal regiments coming to daughter everyone from there, and | am pleased to see that Frank is
discounting it and counsgling calmin al directions.”

"That'sgood to hear," Sharon said, deflating alittlein rdief. Seeing Frank a couple of nights ago starting
his caregr as arabble-rouser had, once she'd had time to think about it, made her more than alittle
nervous. "In fact—"

There was aknock at the door. It was Adolf Kohl, sticking his head around the door in his usual
gpologetic fashion. "Y our Excellency? | beg pardon for disturbing you with Herr Sanchez, but thereisa
vigitor who makes much of hisbusiness being most urgent.”

"Whao?' Sharon wasintrigued. If whoever it was had managed to get past Adolf's protective ingtincts
regarding her schedule, he was pretty persuasive or had some genuingly impressive newsto impart.

"A Jewish saddler, Y our Excellency. A somewhat rough fellow, but he has presumed on the name of
Don Francisco." There was atone of distaste amile wide in Adolf's voice. Not, Sharon suspected,
because the man was Jewish, but because he was an artisan.

"Send him on up,” she sad, "If he's one of Don Francisco's relations he's probably got something relevant
tosay."

Thefdlow who camein shortly wasafar cry from what Sharon had imagined when shed heard hewas a
saddler and arelative of Don Francisco. For astart, he didn't look like he belonged in the needle trades
of any kind at al. Had Sharon been asked to guesswhat he did for aliving, shed have said hewasa
blacksmith, maybe, or possibly a professiona prizefighter. She knew quite afew big, powerful men. The
man Adolf had announced as I saac, no other name, was definitely among the top five. He had the big,
scarred hands and rough knuckles of a man who did hard manua work and had grown up in atough
neighborhood, which by al accounts the Rome ghetto was. There was hardly atrace of the festures
Sharon had come to think of as Sephardic in hisface. Had she not known the man was Jewish, shed
have smply taken him for an ordinary, if rather large, Roman. His face was one of those that, under the
thick black hair, was aways frowning with either worry or concentration. Right now, it seemed to be
worry.



The other odd thing about him was that he wasn't wearing any of the clothing that was required by
Roman civic law for Jews. Of course, with his size and appearance, he could clearly get away with not
bothering to do so.

"Signora, Your Excdlency," he sad, clearly alittle uncomfortable at the high-toned surroundings he found
himsdf in. He was, Sharon guessed, rather used to coming to the tradesman'’s entrance and doing
whatever it was saddlers did on a house call without getting farther than the stables. "I have had news that
| think should cometo you aswell as going to Don Francisco.”

That wasimmediately out of the ordinary. Don Francisco was usudly extremely careful of his people's
cover, and unlessthey had cast-iron cover for being a an embassy, like Ben Luzatto back in Venice, the
embassy never even knew they were there. Even Don Francisco's digests were careful not to give away
anything that might betray asource. Don Francisco advised on the running of the embassy’'s own
network, but it was always kept separate from the degper network of agents he maintained himself.
Sharon suspected he planned for the eventua compromise and capture of every single embassy and
assumed that at some point he would be left depending on only his own network.

"It must be serious, Isaac," Sharon said, after she redlized he was waiting for permission to speak. She
mentally chided hersalf. Just because dl the members of the extended Abrabanel and Nas families sheldd
met to date were highly educated people like Don Francisco and Rebecca, she shouldn't assume that
there weren't dso plenty of ordinary working stiffslike Isaac who wouldn't be entirely at their ease if they
wereinvited above gairs.

"Please," she said, hoping her tone was putting him at hisease, "tell us. Sefior Sanchez ismy chief of
intelligence a the embassy. Have a seat, would you? And if you'd like refreshments—"

"Thank you, no, Y our Excellency Ambassadora,” |saac said, Sitting and tarting to gabble alittle. "1 have
the contract for the repairsto the tack at the VillaBorja, Y our Excellency, and this morning the boy who
brings the repairs came to deliver thisweek'swork. | saw to it that he took refreshments and talked a
while. When | make my reportsto Don Francisco, Y our Excdllency, | get most of it from such gossip.

Y ou see, when soldiers or politicians send messages, they away's pass through the stables when the
messenger rides, and so | get to hear much because | dways have some wine, you see?”

"Yes, | see" Sharon said, trying not to smile. "Will you have some here?!
"Oh, no, Y our Excdllency, | wouldn't presumeto—"

"Here," Ruy said, shoving aglassinto the big man'shand. "Take adrink and dow down alittle. Y ou were
talking to the guy from the Villa Borja? Good way to get news, that, by the way, well done."

Sharon noticed, as | saac took a deep gulp of the watered wine—clearly, he was not as observant as Ben
Luzzatto had been—that Ruy's accent and use of Roman loca didect had gotten almost comically broad
as he spoke to the man. Doubtless Ruy hadn't even thought about it, he was just well practiced at putting
informants at their ease. HE' probably never had to resort to beating information out of anyonein his
entire career asa soldier-cum-spy. A couple of drinks and half an hour of casua bonhomie and Ruy
could probably have cracked the head of the KGB, lack of common language notwithstanding.

And, indeed, | saac seemed alittle more relaxed. He no longer seemed to betrying to Sit at attention, at
least.

"Your Excdlencies" hesaid, "'l hear from the boy at the VillaBorjastablesthat on the night of therioting
and other disturbances, when al those poor people were killed outside the Borjas gate—"



Hisface screwed up in something very much like distress at that point. Sharon got the impression that
| saac was one of those big men who had afundamentally gentle nature.

"—that on that night the cardina sent amessenger riding fast to Ngples."
"Did your man know what the message was?' Ruy asked, histone gentle, almost casual.

"No, sgnor. But it wasright after the shootings and there were messengers coming in from al over
Rome. They were busy in those stables that night. And Don Francisco Quevedo wasthere aswell, the
boy remembered him particularly because he dways brings atip of afew bottles of grappato make sure
hishorseisseentowell.”

Ruy snorted. "I taught him that trick. Make sure the stable-hands like you, and your horseis awayswell
cared-for and ready when you need him. It has saved my life more than once."

Isaac chuckled in histurn. "The sametrick isaso good for your saddler, signor. | speak as onewho
knows."

Ruy laughed out loud &t that. "Here, have another drink,” he said, holding out the decanter. "Did the
stable boy have any ideawhat Quevedo was doing there? | can guess he was up to no good, | know him
of old, but was the message from him or the cardind?'

"From the cardind, | think," Isaac said, "We taked it over some and we think that the cardina is sending
for more troops, maybe mercenaries or maybe Spanish troops, to guard hisvillabetter. Or that iswhat
we thought at the time. After the boy |eft, and | was getting to work on parceling out the work to my own
boys, | got to thinking and | wondered what if the cardina was sending for alot of troops. The Spanish
sacked the city in my great-grandfather'stime, you know."

Sharon looked at Ruy. "Doesthat sound likely to you?' she asked, and then redized how it must sound
to Isaac. "Sorry, Isaac," she said, "but Signor Sanchez isa soldier and can probably make a better guess
than either of us whether there might be that many soldiers who can come from Naples.”

Ruy shrugged. "Maybe. | think they have more troubles of their own in Naples than to send the three or
four terciosit would take to do anything worthwhilein Rome. In dl likelihood your first thought wasthe
right one.”

"And if Borjaredly has called for an army?" Sharon asked, and she could see | saac's face grow
especialy concerned at that.

Ruy shook his head. "Even Borjais not that supid, | think. And if heis, unlessthe various rebellions that
are threatening in Naples have suddenly given up the ghost, the viceroy at Naplesis not so stupid that he
might rob himsdlf of his defengve strength voluntarily. | have not met Monterey mysdf, but | recal
Alfonso thought him competent. A perfect bastard, but competent.”

"Bastard? Thisisnot the half of it," Isaac put in, and Sharon was pleased to see that the guy was
unwinding alittle. "1 hear Sories. Even for aviceroy of Naplesthe man isabloodsucker."

"Such was Alfonso's opinion, too." Sharon noted that Ruy was carefully not saying to Isaac who Alfonso
actually was. That was either part of his effortsto keep Isaac at ease or he was carefully not drawing
attention to the fact that hislast employer had been a Spanish cardind.

"So hell want dl those troops down in Naplesto guard his money, then?" Sharon ventured.

"Indl likelihood. Unlessthereis somethingwe are missng,” Ruy sad.



Sharon thought about that. What would they lose if they assumed that there was moreto it than met the
eye? If Borjawas sending for troopsto intervene in Rome, it would mean evacuating the embassy. And
putting off her wedding, which was now lessthan afortnight away. Screw that, she thought. On the other
hand, having the embassy ready for an evacuation, quietly done, would do no harm. "Isaac,” she said,
"thank you for the information. If Borja does bring troopsin force to Rome, will you and your family be
safe? We can help if you need to evacuate—"

Isaac shook hishead. "No, Y our Excellency. The ghetto will survive, asit has dways done. Therewill be
looting, but little, as we are poor. What we have can and will be hidden."

"In the meantime, Signor Isaac,” Ruy said, "I have some old tack you can take away for repair to cover
your visit here, and perhaps the Marines need some small jobs done aswell. | think perhapsit would be
helpful if you aso reported here from timeto time, if it can be done without exposing you?!

|saec agreed to that on hisway out. A few minutes|later, after seeing the man away, Ruy returned.

"Y ou have a contingency plan, Y our Excdlency?' he asked, "Or do you wish one? On the one hand, we
have the source who told us that Borjas plans were solely to destabilize the Holy See, and so far we
have seen nothing that disagrees with this. Borjawas dmost certainly doing no more than report
progress. On the other hand . . ." heleft the question hanging.

"I think we ought to have one. Father Maratta and Signora Fontana are here this afternoon to go over the
detailsfor the wedding, so neither of us can make astart on it today. | think we should dump thisone on
Tom and Captain Taggart, since they're the nearest USE officers.”

"Ah, lesswork for us?l likethis plan aready.” Ruy grinned.
Naples
"We're going where?' Ezquerras dishelief waswritten in every wrinkle of his gap-toothed face.

"Rome, Sergeant.” Don Vincente could hardly believe it himsdlf. " Apparently we are to take ship some
timein the next few days, just as soon as the esteemed quartermasters remove the assorted sticks from
up their asses, and sail to Rome. And, unless| miss my guess, we areto sack it."

"Sack Rome?' Ezquerrahad clearly forgotten hisevery trick of concealing disrespect from officers. Not
that Don Vincente could blame him. As orders went, these were more deranged than most.

"Wel, | say sack," Don Vincente went on, looking again at the written order that was, in an example of
undue haste on the part of the army, dated only the day before yesterday and had therefore reached
company level with blistering speed. "But what it actudly saysisthat following complete breakdown of
civic order in Rome we are to advance on the city viaOstia and subjugeate rebdlion."”

Ezquerra's face went blank at that, aswell it might. As pretexts went, it was thinner than most. Especidly
sncethe actud disturbancesin Rome had been newsin Naples last week, with the renewed peacein that
city the news this week. Order had, if the newswas right, restored itself.

And even the plodding pace of army bureaucracy could reverseitsdf in that time. Especidly if thereverse
conssted of suddenly doing nothing, amaneuver that the army excelled in.

"When must we be ready by, Don Vincente?' Ezquerra asked at length.

"Tomorrow."



That, asit happened, was not what concerned him about this business. Ezquerraand Rojaswould have
the company ready, of that there was no doubt. Rojas had learned to stay the hell out of Ezquerrals way
and let him work aswell as Don Vincente had.

Ezquerrasmply nodded. "We are expecting loot, then?’

"Possibly,” Don Vincente said, Soreading his hands and shrugging. " The rumor isthat Ostiais dready sold
to us, and should fdl with little res stance. Rome has no defenses, and will likely not resist. So agenerd
sack?| doubt it." He decided not to mention that he had long since resigned himsalf to missing
opportunitiesfor plunder by sheer bad luck. It would be just hisluck to get saddled with somefool
mission that kept him away from theloot.

PART FOUR

May 1635

Chapter 29

Rome

Ruy reflected that he ought to be getting used to this by now. Signora Fontana and Father Maratta had
planned—conspired would be as good aword—with Sharon to ensure that the nuptials he was now
awaiting the commencement of were fully prepared for. And, like awe|-drilled soldier, Ruy'sjob wasto
gtand in line and advance on command.

The customs surrounding the ceremonia were alittle different from what he was used to. Or, at least, had
been used to recently. He had, after al, been married three times before, in three countries—counting
Spain's overseas territories as different countries, which they were—on two continents. So theway in
which Sharon had quietly ingsted on some dight departures from what Father Maratta was expecting
was not, in truth, that odd to him. Or, at least, it was odd, but he was comfortable with odd.

The custom of not seeing the bride in her wedding dress until she arrived at the church was odder than
the others, though. Thefirgt time he had been married his newfound in-laws had made sure he and his
intended had had athoroughly good night according to their own, pre-Christian standards before
escorting them dl to the church in the morning. Indeed, he had half suspected that many of the older
members of the family had regarded the pagan festivities asthe real marriage. In fact—



Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz, you are nervous. He took a deep breeth, held it, and exhaled it.
Cam. Nothing had shown on hisface. That much was certain. A lifetime of battles and fields of honor,
and every moment of near-unmanning has happened in the course of getting married. It was not
even asif he had ever not wanted to be there. There was probably some deeper spiritua point to be
made, but for now concentration was certain to elude him.

Helooked at the congregation. An unusua mixture, certainly. Rome's notables were, in the main, not
represented. The wedding of an unregarded ambassador and her intended was not an occasion that
would cause them to turn out. From the Barberini, no one save Giulio Mazarini the elder, Antonio
Barberini's mgordomo. His son, who would doubtless have been present had he not been in Paris about
his masters business, was thus represented as well. More than afew natura philosophers, acquaintances
made by Sharon at the Barberini salons, were present and, indeed, bickering while they waited for the
serviceto begin.

Also, grinning and offering the thumbs-up gesture that meant good luck among the Americansand up
your ass to just about everyone el se, was Frank Stone. He had, it turned out, enough money from his
father for agentleman’s outfit and wore asword, even after only afew weeks tuition, like he meant it.
Today, for certain, purely because it was part of proper dressfor ayoung gentleman, although Sanchez
was pleased to see he had taken advice and obtained arather heavier item than arapier inthe Itaian
pattern. A strong arm, the boy had. A back-sword might not be so suited to the swift kill of |a destreza
but it carried red authority in aclosefight. Asdid, unless Sanchez missed his guess, the crowd of young
near-gentlemen who were present as Rome's Committee of Correspondence. Hed heard the term
lefferti going around. There were alot more of them than turned out at Frank's place, and the sight of
them made him wonder about Harry Lefferts. Did the horde of imitators mean he was afellow worth
mesting or just another charlatan?

Mind wandering again, hethought. I grow senile. On which note, asight appeared in the nave of the
church that caused the yearsto fal away from him—Sharon, in adressthat, truly, he was glad he had not
seen. Nothing should have been dlowed to detract from the impact of this moment, and though he
should live athousand years he should never find the words to expressit truly.

Someindeterminate time later, filled vagudy with the memories of anuptia mass, Ruy Sanchez de
Casador y Ortiz stepped in to the afternoon sunlight of a spring day in Rome with the most beautiful
woman in theworld on hisarm and heard the pealing of bells.

Many bells

Many, many bells.

Infact, the whole of Rome was being deafened with the pedling of bells.
Tocsnbdls.

"Mierda," hesad, with feding.

Frank had the confetti improvised and ready to throw. He'd briefed the guys on the proper use of the
stuff and given them positionsto take. Digtributed it fredly. Damn it, his own wedding had been atruly
strange affair, surrounded by Swiss Guards, in aworld heritage monument, conducted by abemused guy
in cardina's robes who wasn't much older than Frank.

Thisone, he'd decided, was going to go off just like the oneson TV, and the party that followed it was
going to be ablast or he, and every other regular member of Rome's Committee of Correspondence,
wasgoing to dietrying.



Just as held gotten the guys out in position, and just as Ruy and Sharon were heading down the aide
toward the door into the sunshine, the pealing bell of the church was joined by another bell, from a
nearby church.

That's nice, Frank thought. Perhaps they all join in when they hear good news. And then some guy
came running into the church, skidded through a hard |eft toward the belltower and waslost in the gloom
ingde the church porch. A few seconds after that, the bells of this church changed to asingle, constant
note.

Frank realized that the same sound was being repeated from every direction. He looked around at the
other guysthere. All of them were either native Romans or a least Italians, and dl of them looked
concerned. He realized that while held learned to recognize many of the other signasyou got from church
bells, from funera-in-progress, as he thought of it, to the angelus, he'd never heard this one before. And it
was making even the tough-but-cheerful Piero look alittle worried.

Then Ruy and Sharon stepped into the sunlight and Ruy's face instantly went from beaming-fit-to-burst to
an iron soldier's mask, the face of aman who's about to face death and doesn't want to betray any
weakness. He was worried too.

Thelittle voice at the back of Frank's mind said the word you're looking for is"Tocsin."
"Crap," he murmured.

Shefdt Ruy'sarm on hers stiffen. She heard him mutter something, but couldn't tell what it was over the
sound of the bells. Lots of bells. Sunday mornings could be good and loud in Rome, but at alittle
distance from the belltowers the noise was bearable. They were standing right under the belltower here,
of course, and for some reason the whole of Rome seemed to beringing its bells.

Sharon put two and two together. "Back to the embassy, everyone!" she said loudly, and tugged on
Ruy'sarm to get him moving again.

Beside her, Ruy cdled out to Frank. " Sefior Stone, go by your place and seethat it is secure. If you hear
word of—"

He broke off as someone came out of the belltower behind them and dodged around to run into the
dreet. Ruy's reflexes were smply unnatura for aman his age. Sharon had seen him with wegponsin hand
many times—once againgt a'med opponents and repeatedly in training sessons with the embassy's
Marine guards. Reaching out to snag hold of the runner, he dl but blurred.

"What news?" he barked as the guy was pulled up short. He was not much more than a teenager, now
that Sharon got alook at him.

"Invasion!" the messenger panted. " Spanish troops a Ostia on thismorning'stide. Signor, please, let me
go, | must spread theword.”

Ruy let him go. "Borja," he spat, "Quevedo. How stupid?’
"Very?' Sharon answered, trying to lighten hismood alittle.

Ruy'slaugh wasllittle more than abark. "There will be fighting, Sharon. Hard fighting. His Holiness may
not command many troops, but there are militiatroops al about Rome. If given timeto organize, they
may be able to mount a spirited defense.”

"Should we evacuate’?!



"For acertainty. Let Captain Taggart begin the preparations.” Ruy turned back to Frank. "Signor Stone,
seethat dl is secure with you and yours. | would counsel that you withdraw outside the city as soon as

you may."

"Figures," Frank said. "l heard what the messenger said. Good luck, Ruy, Sharon.” He et off at afast
walk, collecting Giovannaon hisarm as he went and trailed by the small crowd of genid ruffianshed
brought aong.

Tom, Sharon's dad, Ritaand MelissaMailey were next out of the church. Tom spokefirst. "What's up,
everyone? Why the long—oh," hetrailed off, as he caught the sound of the bells.

"What kind of trouble?' Sharon's dad asked.
"Those bellsare atocsin, aren't they?' asked Méelissa.

"You cut it too fine with the nuptids, girlfriend,” Ritasad, grinning. "Looks like neither of us could get
married without trouble brewing.”

Sharon chuckled. That was true enough. Ritahad been married lessthan haf aday before the Ring of
Fire dumped them dl inthe middle of the Thirty YearsWar. "Y eah, well," she said, "thisisonelot of
trouble we can bug out of. Ruy and Captain Taggart are organizing the evacuation.”

She turned to where those two were conferring. The Marines, who had been drawn up ready to form an
arch of swords outside the church, had aready spread out to form awatchful perimeter, and their captain
nodded some final confirmation to Ruy and turned to Sharon. "The coaches are ready, mistress," he said,
"and I've sent alad back to the embassy at best speed to get things stirred about there. Happen welll be
ready to go before dusk."

"That'sardief,” Tom sad. "Thisdl hasthe authentic fed of somebody else's problem.”

"True enough,” Sharon's dad said. "Glad to see there's some sensein that man of yours, Sharon,” he said,
amiling.

"Sense?' Ruy interjected with awry amile, "1 shdl have you know that | have dain men for less offensve
suggestions. Senseisfor Cadtiliansand other like dullards, Doctor Nichols."

"Whatever. We're getting out of town, then?" hereplied.

"Certainly. | would propose that we withdraw into Lazio for the time being and seek lodgingsin one of
the smaller towns or villages. With those under our protection safe, we can assess the possibility of
returning when the fighting has died down. For now, though, as Sefior Simpson o aptly putsit, the
fighting in this city is somebody e se's problem.”

Sharon saw the carriages pulling up, the Marines directing theminto aline. "Wdl," she said, loudly, "It'll
be our problem if we don't move. Everyone who wishesto join us on the road out of town, be at the
embassy in two hours. We won't wait, but if you're there then, you're welcometo join us.”

More than afew of the notables who had been following her and Ruy out of the church looked at her and
gave noncomittal nods. Most of them, she suspected, would stay put, or would have placesto go in the
defense of the city.

Adolf was running around in a state of what looked like barely controlled panic. Captain Taggart and two
of hismen were out securing extra transport; the embassy had two carriages and acart, but it was
garting to look like the entire staff would want to come with the evacuation party.



Sharon suspected that most of them would be safer—far, far ssfer—to Smply get to relaives houses
and hole up until the fighting was over. The USE nationals, on the other hand, had no such option. On the
drive back to the embassy, she had thought for aminute about staying put and relying on diplomatic
privilege. Shed tried the idea out on Ruy.

"No," hed said. "Borjaisplainly out of control. I cannot conceive of such asthisbeing ordered, even by
that pack of foolsin Madrid. And where Borja has flouted authority in one way, he cannot be trusted to
conformtoitin ancther.”

"And even if Sefior Sanchez iswrong about Borja, which | doubt,” Melissasaid, "I've seen what
diplomatic privilege amountsto in this day and age. One spell of house arrest is quite enough, at my age.”

Tom Simpson chuckled. "And one Harry Lefferts and Julie Smsrescueis quite enough for an entire
lifetime"

"| desireto meet that young caballero,” Ruy said. "Truly | do.”

Now, though, the embassy looked like it was shaping up for areasonably orderly departure, even with all
the dependents they'd be taking.

"Lot of thesefolks are going to haveto walk," her dad observed. The housekeeping staff had refused to
let her help pack her own things. They had, quite sensibly, pointed out that the dottoressa should be
overseeing, and if she was packing, then Gavridlaand Mariawere unable to take over the
being-the-boss part.

"l don't see any aternative," she said. "None of them want to take the chance of staying in Rome, and
they all figure were a better bet for getting out of Dodge than just setting out and walking.”

"It'sgoing to dow usdown, some," her dad had said. "Refugee columns aren't ever what you'd cal
fas-moving.”

Sharon nodded. Her dad would know, of course. He amost never spoke about what hed done and
seen in Vietnam, but back up-time Sharon had been able to read a history book as well as anyone. And
for this evacuation, they'd have no helicopters. Or motorized transport, even. The three sets of whedled
trangport they had would be just about enough to get abare minimum of baggage aboard, the classified
stuff and some suppliesfor the road. The Marineswould have their horses, but even without any military
knowledge at dl, Sharon could see that burdening them with baggage when they might have to fight was
abad idea. On the plus side, the Marines had two remounts each, one of which wouldn't be needed for
thejourney. A shame to use such pretty animals as pack beasts, but it would spread the load even
further.

Stll, most of them would be walking.

"Dottoressal” it was Carlo, one of the embassy's resident runners. "Y ou are wanted in the secret room,
please." He dashed off for whatever errand was next on hislist.

She mounted the stairs. Only the three radio guys, al USE nationdss, were allowed in there. Sharon
figured it was probably pretty much an open secret by now that messages came and went through the
secret room, but the loca staff seemed to be pretty good about at least keeping up the fiction that they
didn't know what went on in there.

The downs de was that the housekeeping staff never went in, and while Odo, Matthias and Jurgen might
have started out as apprentice boys from good homes around Thuringia, they had become geeks with a



vengeance. The place smelt dightly of old socks and stal e toasted cheese—the down-time equivalent of
packet ramen—and until they came up with anew word for it, "mess' would have to do.

Odo was sitting by the main radio set, a thing cobbled together from spare parts that Grantville had had.
The eectronics industry was primitive and likely to stay so for yearsto come. He had earphones
on—big, bulky, down-time manufactured things with curved trumpetsin place of amplifiers—and was
hunched in on himsdlf, eyes screwed shut and plainly listening hard.

Matthias was coiling up the mess of wires and sparesthat had littered the place, and disassembling the
assortment of bits they had been tinkering with when not occupied sending and receiving messages.
Jurgen broke off from decanting the huge array of wet-cell batteries that powered the thing. "We think
we had an acknowledgement, Y our Excellency Mrs. Sanchez," he whispered.

Sharon got alittle thrill from hearing that. "Any message?' she asked, whispering in turn.

"Wethink not." Jurgen shook his head. "Thistime of day? We might reach Basdl, we might not. And
maybe Odo was wrong about hearing areply. And even so, we will do well just to send acode signd.”

"Do what you can, but please try to be packed up within the hour," she said. "And don't forget to keep
the classified Stuff separate so we can burn it if we haveto.”

"Kein problem," Jurgen said, and returned to draining the batteries.

Back downdtairs, Ruy was coming back in the front door, pulling off the battered felt hat and tatty old
coat heworefor visting low-life tavernas. Shed made him promise, when he got out of the carriage, that
if heran into Quevedo he would avoid the man. She'd been alittle surprised when held agreed. "We have
an evacuation to organize, wife," hed growled, "and it is business before pleasure, duty before honor. But
when the duty isdone, |, Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz, swear that Francisco Quevedo y Villegawill
rue his spoiling of our wedding day. Briefly.”

"I'll hold your coat,” Tom had added.
"Getinline" her dad had growled.

"Amazed we aren't passing out from the testosterone fumes," Melissa had said, dthough from her
expression one might have thought she was about to grab arapier and have after Quevedo and Borja
hersdif.

Now, though, Ruy was wiping sweat from his brow and tossing the disguise into a corner, to be
abandoned as no longer needed. It had been pretty threadbare today, anyway, as he'd not bothered to
change out of his good breeches, which had been plainly visible over the battered boots he normaly
worefor training sessons.

"Bad," hegrowled, "and worse."
"The Spanish are dready inthe city?"

"Not yet," Ruy said, "dthough if rumor wereright they were aready firing the V atican and molesting nuns.
No, the onefellow | found who was not panicking had word that the Spanish had overrun Ostiaand
would be ready to march in the morning. For myself, | think they will attempt anight march, and be here
late tomorrow after resting in the small hours. Otherwise, they will not arrive until the day after.”

"So we can relax some, then?' Rita asked the question Sharon was dready thinking.



"Perhaps," Ruy said. "Although, Y our Excellency, there are arguments on each side of the scale.”
"Why they pay methe big bucks, | reckon,” Sharon said. "How far away is Ogtia?’
"Fifteen, Sixteen miles" Tom said. "I was here on vacation one time, back-when."

"A long day's march for any sizeable body of troops,” Ruy said. "L et us presume that the man ordered to
thisfolly is competent. More than likely an Italian, and it never paysto assume they do not know their
trade as soldiers. He will alow two daysfor the movement, and if he has even the ordinary ration of
cojones hewill be beginning the march now with plansto march into the evening and begin early inthe
morning. We should not count on being able to depart safely for more than an hour past dawn on the
morrow."

"Well haveto chanceit," Sharon looked around her and casting her mind back to the scene of harried
bustle and near-chaos that Ruy had missed out on. "We need more time to organize, damn it. Were
picking up dependents every minute, it's aready more than just the USE nationdstaking it on the lam.
Tom, go tell the guys upstairsto hold off on packing, they'll be able to send a message tonight. Melissa,
cam the housekeepersdown alittle. I'll get with Adolf and revise the plans. Ruy, take charge of the
Marineswhile Captain Taggart isgone and if anyone sees my dad tell him to take amoment to be sure
he's happy with histraveling medica bag. If we're cutting it alittle finer, we might be seeing wounded on
our way out and we should at least be ableto help if we get time. And we need to send someone over to
Frank's place. If he's not planning to leave, he damn well should be."

Everyone moved a once. And, whileit was good to be the boss, Sharon decided she could wish it
wasn't of agrade-A messlikethis.

Chapter 30

Rome

"Y our Holiness." Barberini presented himsdlf, feding again, despite the utter chaos he had come through
to be here, like anaughty schoolboy summoned before ameaster for punishment.

"| trust,” said HisHoliness, "that you have made arrangements for our people at the palazzo to fleethe
aty?'

Barberini caught the differencein inflection of that possessive determiner. His uncle was not spesking as
Pope Urban V111, but as the senior man of Casa Barberini."Y our Holiness, | have. Planswerein hand
as much astwo weeks ago, Y our Holiness. | have given the order to prepare. Shall | give the order to



flee? My elder brother will be leading an advance party in the morning come what may."

"Y ou shdl, my good nephew, you shal. | shdl haveto remain, of course. Thiswill end badly, | have no
doubt, but what chance thereis of saving anything only remainswhilel amin Rome." HisHoliness
seemed serene as he spoke the words. "1 shall withdraw to Castel Sant'/Angelo. It hasresisted sack
before, and will perhaps do so again.”

Barberini looked his uncle squardly in the face. " Sooner, please, Uncle, rather than later, if only for the
sake of your nephew's regard for you. Have we word of when the Spanish army will arrive? And in what
numbers?’

A manin soldiers apparel, someone Barberini vaguely recognized as adistant relation, said " Twenty-five
shipsarereported a Ostia. As many asten thousand soldiers, all or nearly dl foot. We are not certain of
those numbers; we have only one dispatch. We have no word of whether they have captured the guns at
Odtig, or how they overran the garrison there. Treachery has been spoken of ."

"Quevedo has not been sighted in Rome this past week." Those were the first words Vitelleschi had
gpoken since Barberini had arrived. Indeed, Barberini had barely noticed him until he spoke.

HisHoliness drew the inference. "Y ou suspect treachery?
"Y our Holiness finds me trangparent,” Vitelleschi said.

Barberini was gripped by the hysterica urgeto giggle doud. If there was one thing that Vitelleschi never
was, it was transparent. Although, now that he looked hard at the elderly Jesuit, there seemed to be a
lugubrious air about the man, replacing hisusud icy taciturnity. Viteleschi had, of course, counsded that
what was manifestly happening was so improbable as to be discounted. 1t seemed that the old adage
about the world's greatest swordsman only truly fearing the world'sworst had sometruth to it.

Barberini had heard the news over luncheon, and had come close to choking on hisfood. That Borja
could have demanded such an insane action be taken, and that his fantastic wish should be granted, was
beyond belief! That the troopsin Ostia, who would doubtless now be making ready for the march on
Rome, could wreak havoc on acity unprepared for attack was beyond question. That they would kil
hundreds, thousands even, doing so, was a certainty. Scarcely more than a hundred years before, Rome
had been sacked for eight days by acombined Spanish and German army, with Italian mercenaries. One
of the notables of the day had remarked that the Germans had been bad, the Italians worse, and the
Spanishworgt of al. Barberini could not stop himsdlf from trying to remember who had said it, nor from
churning his brain over and over trying to remember the precise Latin. All he could remember, asif he
was compelled to repest it over and over again in the silence of hismind, was Hispani vero pessmi, the
Spanish weretruly theworst.

Vitelleschi was spesking again, not heeding Barberini's frantic attempts to arrest his descent into unmanly
panic. Barberini hoped that his condition was not visible, but he could readily imagine astench of fear
rigng from him like steam from awinter dungheap. Everyone around him seemed so controlled, so sure,
despite the disaster.

"...andthe principal papers of the Society were removed to separate cachesin the small hours of this
morning. Our agents reported the arriva of thelast of Y our Holiness party of cardindsin the late hours
of yesterday. Arrangements to evacuate them again are being made, although it grows difficult to find

trangport suiting their dignity.”

His Holiness laughed once, and then smiled in the most sardonic manner Barberini had ever seen on the
face of aliving man. "L et them choose, then, between dignity and capture.”



That confused Barberini. "Capture, Y our Holiness? To what end?’

"Whatever that foul Spaniard hasin mind. | do not doubt that we will see many martyrsfrom this
business." HisHolinesssighed. "Nor isit right to expect it. The governance of the church is more secular
than divine, and intime Borjawill fed hisleash tighten about histhroat. Madrid will not let thisfolly
gand."

Barberini realized that he had heard that before. And it had been wrong before. And there was aclear
and obvious way in which Borjacould present Madrid with a fait accompli that none short of the
Almighty himself could undo. ™Y our Holinessis assured of hisbodily safety?* he ventured, diffidently.

"Assure asthewalls of Castel Sant'/Angelo and the prowess of my guard may make me," wasthe reply,
HisHoaliness gaze leveled a Barberini. "I hope to continue to be atroublesome priest for sometimeyet.”

Barberini recognized the dluson, and smiled. Even Vitdleschi's pursed and narrow mouth twitched up
dightly, at one corner. Did the Spanish government want to make amodern Saint Thomas out of the
pope, they had picked the right method for it. For dl that, much of the Castdl Sant'Angelo had been built
in Hadrian'stime, little of the purely defensive works were of more recent vintage, and the Swiss Guard
was only two hundred men. The Palatine guard would be mustering, but that took time for artisans,
tradesmen and shopkeepersto gather their arms and report for duty. Those of them, that was, that did
not elect to defend their own homes and places of business.

Any more military help would have to come from the militias, and they were awesk reed at best. Many
of those would be neither use nor ornament against formed troops. The rest would Smply remain in their
homes.

There would be no assistance from any of the few papal troops that remained stationed near Rome. By
the time they mustered and marched, the Spanish would be here and about their business. It went without
saying that everyone expected there would be asack. Thelast onewas only just past living memory.
There were ways and means of hiding what one had, of that Barberini had no doubt, but by far the
smplest method of avoiding the horrors of asoldiery unleashed on atown wasto pile belongings on
whatever could be found with whedls and leave. Or smply carry it. Barberini had seen one family, every
member of which from the grandmother to the toddlers had been carrying abundle, heading north into
the Lazio countryside.

The generd who had spoken earlie—whatever his name was—had been spesking while Barberini had
thus been moping quietly to himsdf, and was winding up hisrather gloomy presentation. Spain had sent
perhaps as many as ten thousand troops from Naples, and there were five hundred professona soldiers
in Rometo resist them. The remainder of Rome's defense was whatever the citizens managed through
their own unaided efforts. And they were fleging.

Romesfortificationswere, for al practica purposes, nonexistent. His Holiness had a program of
congtruction in prospect, but very little of the work had been done. Indeed, the scaffolds around Castel
Sant'’Angelo would have to be brought down over night lest they provide the Spaniards with ready-made
scding ladders.



Chapter 31

Rome

Frank heard Benito coughing in the dawn mist as he trudged along the street to get alook back at the
night'swork. He'd seen Piero handing around the handrolled cigarettesthat Harry Lefferts had made
popular, and had thought about trying to issue a health warning. The tobacco that they got down-time
was way, way stronger and harsher than Frank remembered from back up-time. When he'd thought
about it, it had seemed hypocritical. Hed been thinking wistfully about having asmoke himsdf to cam his
nerves and settle his sscomach.

Just not of tobacco.

He reached the corner of the next block down from the Committee building, about the farthest away you
could stand and actually seeit, given how crooked the streets werein Rome. If the rumorswere right, he
was standing about where a Spanish soldier would when hefirgt caught sight of it.

So, hethought, 1've been marching all day. Maybe had to fight a couple of times getting here.
Imagining being tired wasn't hard. He'd gotten an hour or so'snap in just now, and it hadn't done him any
good at al. Hed been running himsalf ragged-assed since yesterday afternoon. Which meant the footsore
and pissed-off part wasn't exactly tough to get into either.

Oh yeah, hethought, I'm a jock, too. He hunched forward alittle and let his arms hang loose. Knuckles
down, to drag on the floor. Enough method acting, he thought, and chuckled to himself.

Right now, the light wasin his eyes. The sun wasn't over the roofline yet, but the sky was bright and the
morning mist that had come up off the river hadn't burnt away yet. The diffuse and silvery light hurt his
eyes and made details hard to pick out. Later on, thered be early summer glare, and maybe smoke. And
maybe we'll make sure there is smoke, hethought. Bound to be someone who can tend a smudge.
Me, if no one el'se. Not that he'd ever thought that the gardening held picked up from his dad would find
auseinthiskind of Stuation.

He closed his eyes, counted dowly to ten, and then opened them and tried to make himsdlf redlly see
what wasin front of him. Hed tried to remember what the place had |ooked like when they'd first moved
in, al those months ago. They'd done alot. Frank couldn't remember degping much in those first weeks,
could remember spending money like water and having workmen in every day. And with enough hands
thework had gone fast and come in less than they'd guessed at.

Then we wrecked most of it in one night, he thought. Looking at the facade of the building he could
see that they hadn't wasted their time. The yard gate was nailed shut, a couple of baulks on the outside
for show and amuch stronger reinforcement on the inside. The windows had had dl the outside shutters



replaced with boards nailed over them, and most of the glass smashed. Soot had been smeared
everywhere they could reach—Ileaving Benito and a couple of guys he'd gotten to help under firm orders
from Giovannato get washed. Like chimney sweeps. Although that was ared job here and now, even
though the sight of one walking down the street made Frank start humming songs from Mary Poppins.
The door was ready to be nailed shut aswell.

Insde, most of the stock had been hidden on the still-mostly-derelict upper floors, and Dino had thought
for about two minutes about how to keep the Spanish from looting the booze and then ripped out the
gaircase. It had taken him the best part of an hour with aprybar and provided alot of the scrap timber
for the frontage.

Bascdly, the place didn't Iook like it wasworth looting at al, and insde they'd find pretty much nothing
wherethey could get at it easily. There were plenty of more tempting targets, even if the soldiers strayed
into this neighborhood despite richer pickings e sewhere. Hell, even after they'd vanddized it, Frank's

place was il in better shape than most of the places around it. A quarter of them were derdlict for real.

Doing it had been the toughest call Frank had had to make. The easy choice, the obvious choice, wasto
take it on the lam and hide out in the sticks for aweek or s0. That wouldn't have been hard. It was what
he'd meant to get everyone organized on when he started back from Sharon's wedding, refusing to run
and gtrolling dong with Giovannaon hisarm and the rest of the guystrailing after him, taking their cue
from him and chatting as they ambled along.

Probably no one had noticed, but Frank at least figured that anyone who looked would see the
revolutionaries fearing nothing while the nobility scurried. When held gotten back, though, the reaction of
the nelghborhood had been weird. Benito and Roberto had been Ieft minding the store, and they were
swamped. The place was packed. Well, not packed, but definitely full. It wouldn't have surprised Frank
to have everyone go quiet when he walked in and look at him expectantly.

They didn't. It took Frank awhile to get around everyone who was there and figure out what was going
on, but it boiled down to afairly smple notion: these were the people who weren't leaving. A few,
because it was sheer defiance. Leave on account of a few fucking Spaniards? No way!

For the rest, they smply couldn't leave. Or had no reason to. And they wanted to get together
somewhere and try to stay safe. Frank would be the first to admit that he was far from being ahighly
experienced political organizer, but even he could see that bugging out right now would pretty much
doom the Committeein Rome, and harm it everywhere dsein Italy.

A draightforward defense—and some of the folksin there were dready well in to the wine and talking
about barricades—would have been suicide, however. Frank had, precisely once, seen theresultsof a
real battle up close, when held been running about as amedical orderly after the battle of Badenburg.
And had seen that what it took to stop atercio was awhole bunch of guys with rifles and a machine gun.
And even then, from what he'd heard, they'd sucked it up and kept coming. The amount of firepower
they had at the Committee was two pistals, the shotgun, arevolver and whatever collection of rusty
antiques the neighborhood managed to turn up. Likely nothing. A decent pistol was pretty much no use at
al inadreet fight and could be sold for at least aweek'sfood for afamily. Or a couple of days drinking,
depending on who was doing the selling.

So astand-up fight was out of the question. Some of the older folks in the neighborhood remembered
dtoriestheir grandparents had told them about the last sack of Rome. Also by the Spanish, asit turned
out, although that time they'd had Germans aong to help. The town was going to be sacked, no question.
Anything not nailed down was going to be stolen, because that was how soldiers got paid. And oncethe
soldiers got good and drunk, or right away if they'd had to fight hard to get in and they were good and



mad, the nasty stuff would start.

Rape, said alittle voice in the back of Frank's mind. Hed tried, in the wee small hours of the morning, to
persuade Giovannato take some of the women and kids over to the embassy, to leave with the convoy
they'd be getting ready to roll with right about now. He winced a the memory. They'd fought before.
Blazing rows, fit to loosen plaster three streets away. In away, those rows were kind of nice, they
cleared the air. And often the prelude to some excellent make-up sex.

S0 having Giovannaream him out in alow, sneering monotone had been pretty awful. She was, in some
ways, astereotypica Italian girl, raised to befeisty. Hot tempered. Sheld defer to her husband, but
would make sure her input into his decisions had been fully and clearly registered beforehand. Thistime,
though, shed come off as genuinely offended that he'd even considered the possibility. The idea of
sending peopleto live on the charity of the USE embassy had pushed the Revol ution Button.

Hed given ground as gracefully as he could, which wasn't very gracefully at al. The best hed been able
to manage was a promise that she'd stay on one of the upper floors, throwing firebombsif they had to
defend themselves.

Would it cometo that? Frank looked at the building again. Hopefully not. 1t looked like it had before
they moved in, just another dilgpidated wreck of aplace, nothing vauableinsde. Hopefully they wouldn't
get 0 stuck for hilletsthat they'd try to move soldiersin. Hopefully they wouldn't just torch the entire
neighborhood. Hopefully they'd stick with attacking the Vatican and Castel Sant’Angelo and therich
folks houses, where the good pickings were.

Hopefully.
Frank wasfinding it hard to hold on to his hopes after anight without deep.

A figure walking through the migt, silhouetted againgt the light that scattered from the eastern sky,
resolved into Fiero. "Doesit look good?' the lefferto asked.

"Seefor yoursdf," Frank said, gesturing back up the Strest.

Piero gaveit an gppraising look. "Much the same as the other buildings around here. Whichisto say, a
shithole. | would not want to loot it. A Spaniard? They say they would steal dogshit from the gutter, but
there are better pickingsin Rome. My own family's place, for one."

"Why aren't you there?' Frank asked. "Not that I'm not grateful you're helping, but won't your folks need
the hdp?'

"I won't discount stupidity, Frank," Piero said, shrugging. "Truth betold, | asked mysdlf what Harry
would have done. | think here is where he would chooseto be."

"True," Frank said, guessing as much as Piero was doing. He'd not redly known Harry—the guy was a
good few years older than him and had left high school just as Frank was sarting.

"And," Piero went on, "my folks can afford afast carriage and armed riders to remove my mother and
sgtersand thered vauablesto safety. For therest, afew barrels of wine on the ground floor will likely
satisfy the Spaniards. Our red wedlth isin land and buildings, Frank, which cannot readily be stolen.
Therewill be some breakage, and my father will complain loudly about the loss, but my alowance will
not dry up nor anyone who depends even on a casa as modest as my own go hungry.”

"Still, they'refamily,” Frank said, probing. " Surely they could use—"



Piero wagged afinger. "Yes, but there | make little difference, as one more guard among many. At worst,
welose afraction and it is already well guarded. Here? These people came to you for the protection of
everything they have. If they lose, they lose everything.”

"Well, | can't fault your logic, and I'm grateful asall get-out for you acting on it. Wish | could be certain
I'd be as good asthat in apinch.”

"You are, Frank," Piero said. "Y ou could havel€ft. | heard what that runner from the embassy said.
Although you have areputation as atireless champion of the people to uphold. Me, | an aruffianand a
layabout and a philanderer. If word should get about that | engaged in—" he shuddered thestrically—"
altruism, why, | should be ruined.”

"My lipsare seded," Frank said, chuckling, "I'll tell everyone ajedous husband hit you over the head
with a bottle while you were dead drunk, and your brains were scrambled.”

"True," Piero sad, grinning back. "Why, | hardly know what day it is. How many fingersam | holding
up?'

"One" Frank sad, dryly.

"See?| had to ask for help even with that. Must remember that gesture. If the Spaniards spot us, | shall
need it again.”

It was less than an hour before Ruy turned up. "I see you hopeto hide, Frank,” he said, dispensing with
the pleasantries. His face was stern, and the effect over the rough traveling gear he was wearing in place
of hisusuad peacock finery was more than alittle scary. No one would think he was anything but atough
customer any other time, but dressed for afight, he looked like a battle waiting to happen. The elegant
rapier had been replaced with amuch heavier weapon, he had apair of down-time-made revolversthrust
through hiswai st-sash, two knivesin each boot-top, and metd reinforcements glinted from the gauntlets
he had tucked in his sword belt. There was d'so asmal arsend of lethal hardware neatly stowed around
his horsg's saddle.

He paused to look around the place. "Mogt sensible. | think that if it comesto a sack, you will likely be

overlooked." Another fierce glare at the preparations till under way. "And your defensive works, within
the limits you are under, are dso practical and sensible. If misfortune should strike, you will buy time for
many to escape. Y ou have made preparationsin the cellar?”

Frank nodded. "And weve cut through to the place out back and either side. It's vacant, mostly faling
down insde. We can get out that way if we haveto."

"Good," Ruy said. "More sensible still would be to bring your people out of the city. Weam to make a
temporary place of safety, arefugee camp, on the outskirts of the city. Y ou should come there, Frank.
Thearmy isafew hoursaway, if their commander knows histrade, but in that time you may cover far
more distance than amarching army can.”" Something on his face seemed to have trouble with the words.

"I know it'ssensible, Ruy. And believe me, I've tried to figure away to get people out. It'sjust not
something we can do." Which wasn't quitetrue. If it was just acase of finding enough handcarts and such
to carry those who couldn't walk, and enough provisions, Frank reckoned he could probably organize a
pretty fair refugee column. And an army that had to cover every mile on foot or horseback, and had to
work to kill people, wasn't going to be massacring refugees. And they had enough people to make sure
they wouldn't be casually robbed. The problem wasn't practical. It wasthat if he ran now, the Committee
in Rome was finished. And, comeright to it, Frank would have to spend the rest of hislife not liking
himsdf awholelot.



Ruy nodded in turn. "1 understand. Honor and duty compel you, just as duty compelsthat | should obey
the order to ask. Y our wife?"

Frank couldn't help rolling his eyes heavenward. " She fed s the same way. Won't go. | tried.”

Ruy's face was somber for amoment. Reflective even, seemingly lost in memory for amoment. "The best
onesare ever thus, Frank,” he said, and Frank wondered, for amoment, what story lay behind that
remark. Ruy, in asure sign that he was minded for serious businesstoday, didn't go ontotdl it. Or
launch into some improbable—and hilarious—fiction.

Still, Frank had managed to find afew minutes to be ready for this. "Can | ask afavor, Ruy?'

"l am at your service to whatever extent my duties permit, Frank,” he said. And not the usua flowery
declamation of his public persona, either.

Frank redlized that heéld just heard aman lay down his name's word on something, and mean it. That was
good. He pulled out asmall bundle of letters, scribbled on mismatched bits of paper, hastily sealed with
candlewax and tied up with string. 1 think we're probably going to be okay,” he said, "but if thingsgo
badly wrong . . ."

Ruy nodded, and took the packet. "I will see your letters delivered. | shall return to the embassy now;
our own convoy will be ready to leave soon. We are heading east into the countryside; there are villages
there where we can find shdlter and adefensible position until Rome is once more secure. | wish you
good fortune, and along life, Frank.”

After that, there waslittle to do save wait.

Chapter 32

The countryside, near Rome

The hest of the Lazio countryside in late May was, after Naples and the never-sufficiently-damned ships
he'd ridden here on, actualy quite congenia. Captain Don Vincente Jose-Maria Castro y Papas was
entirely used to hot summers, being from Andalusia.

Hewas il glad of the cool breeze and the thin cloud that granted allittle shade, though it was small
enough compensation for what was probably the most insane military operation of hislife,

Insane, initsoveral dimensions, he suspected—and certainly o, in the specific one to which held been
assigned. No sooner had he and his men gotten ashore at Ostia, than an agent working for Cardina



Borjahad accosted him. Quevedo, his name was. Don Vincente was not acquainted with the man
persondly, but he knew of him. More to the point, he knew that Quevedo spoke for the cardinad—and
that this whole operation was being done at Borjasingtigation and under hisorders.

So, when Quevedo told him that there was speciad work for asmall company—and, aas, his had been
chosen—Don Vincente had not been ableto refuse. He tried to find what little consolation there wasin
Quevedo's assurance that the work would bring an extra stipend, and first chance at the loot. Whatever
"loot" might mean, in this case, which was probably very little.

Quevedo had aso assured Don Vincente, with an air of great self-satisfaction, that there would be no
questions asked or answered. Asif the agent's attempts at secrecy meant anything! Thered business
they were about—twenty shiploads of mercenaries, no less—was an open secret. Cardina Borjahad
been seen about Ostia throughout the day, once the fort had fallen, or been sold, depending on the
version you preferred.

Not having any choice in the matter, Don Vincente and his company had pressed through the night on
horses the cardind's agent had had waiting for them when they got off the boat. Therewasalist of
churchmen who had to be captured or killed. Preferably captured, but killed if it looked like they might
escape. Therewas aparty of men assigned to each name on the list and Quevedo had added a pair of
locd guidesto each party.

Guides, Don Vincente thought, who might be able to guide afellow to a dockside whorehouse but that
was about it. Paid killers, every one, and not the gentedl kind, either. The kind of men you sent along to
make sure of the result after a platoon of soldiers had done the hard work.

These prelates, though, Quevedo was chasing personally: two of the pope's own rdatives, Cardinds
Francesco and Antonio Barberini. Hed shared the hard night's ride from Ostia. HE'd had informants with
fresh horses for Don Vincente's troops ready to et them know that the target was heading out of Rome

dready.

They'd missed Francesco, apparently, by less than an hour. Antonio, the younger Cardinal Barberini, had
stayed behind for some unknown reason. The cardina’s agent thought about it for maybe half aminute,
and led mogt of Don Vincente'stroop in hot pursuit.

Hence Don Vincente being glad of the breeze. Somehow the heat was harder to bear, the sweat Stickier
and the saddle made aman's ass sorer when he hadn't had enough deep. His mouth tasted foul, his
clothes clung everywhere it was uncomfortable for them to cling and histeeth itched, of dl things. And he
was missing thefirst pick at the plunder held been promised for thisfool chase across Rome's hinterland.

Now they could see another group of refugees on the road ahead. The first few they'd overtaken had
been commoners, minor merchants and the like. No cardinals with them. Besides, unless Barberini was
dawdling, he waslikely farther dong the road than this. But not too much farther. He surely wasn't smply
riding down anyone who got in hisway, as Quevedo was ordering. Twice, now, Don Vincente had been
ordered to have his men clear the road with leveled carbines. Delays, but not as bad asif they'd detoured
into thefields or tried to get through the parties of refugees without moving them aside. Four cartsthey'd
driven into the roadside ditches were behind them now. Ahead, aplume of dust maybe amile away. Don
Vincente thought again of the loot he was missing back in Rome for this escapade. The extrapay had
better beworth it.

They werein luck. Or so Don Vincente hoped. No one not seriously important had guards who were
watching the back trail and who dismounted for arearguard action.

"L oot in those carts," Quevedo growled. The man was middle-aged to old and carried himsdlf like



nobility, for al he reeked of strong drink. The weapons were expensive, even if the clothes were
nondescript campaigning gear.

"Good," Don Vincente said, and rose in his stirrups to turn and address his men. "Hear that? This one's
rich. Hell have his strongbox with him. Good pickings.”

There was agrowl of assent from the men. They, too, had been brooding on the plunder they were
missing. There would be fortunes won this day in Rome, and every hour they were on the road outside
the city the dimmer their chances were of getting their dice.

Don Vincente tried to get a count of the men facing them asthey rode closer. A dozen, no more. Good.
They'd brought forty-five, and these poor bastards ahead had had no time to manage even the hastiest of
fortifications. Some of them had muskets, the old heavy kind, and were dismounted, taking aim over their
saddles. Four muskets wouldn't matter worth a damn. The rest were still mounted and drawing swords.

"They'll not land!" he yelled, "Horse-holders, Sergeant.” Don Vincente himsdf could fight mounted, but
he was probably the only one who could do so rdliably. Therest of his men were musketeers, and only
dragoons when need be. Fortunately, the new short muskets—carbines, they were called, a French
innovation—were going down well, and getting them off their horses and shooting was the best option.

"They will escape," Quevedo said, but histone madeit aquestion.

Don Vincente slently thanked God and dl hisangd s and saintsfor the minor miracle of areasonable
cardind'sagent. "I can put al forty muskets acrossthisroad in two ranks. Or | can charge Six horse
againgt twelve. Faster thisway. More haste, less speed, yes?!

Quevedo nodded. "All possible speed, if you please," he said, and reined in as they came to ahundred
yards.

Not wishing to waste the gift of the rationdity of this man who accompanied them in the steed of their
paymeaster, Don Vincente sacrificed pretty drill and good order to get the men lined up. Only thirty-five,
by thetime dl the horses were being held, but two well-dressed ranks that hardly wavered at dl ashis
sergeants moved them forward. Cardina Barberini's guard seemed pretty well schooled in what they
were doing. Don Vincente peered to seeif he recognized anyone. If they were contractors rather than
household troops, he might know—but the moment was upon him.

"Hdt," he said, idly flicking his sword side to Sde. He was conscious that thiswas highly irregular, but
then he was away from anything he could have caled a proper battle formation. HEd heard the Swedes
were doing something like thiswith extended lines and many more musketsthan pike. Doing it like this,
with hardly any melee wespons at al—the sergeants poleaxes, and the musketeers knivesand afew
swords—was sheerest suicide on ared battlefield. But a stout volley before mixing in would make the
odds even more favorable. And he was being paid to win, not piss abouit.

The cardind's rearguard was |ooking more and more like household troops, now, and good ones. The
sensible thing to do at this point was for them to run, for they had made Don Vincente's men dismount
and bought time for their charge to get farther away. But they were going to buy every minute more they
could. Don Vincente stared at the four musketeers opposing him, willing them to fire and get it over with.
Four men, if they were lucky, at thisrange. Were they going to—?

Don Vincente couldn't keep himsalf from flinching as the ragged, four-shot volley came. He heard agrunt
of pain, and felt hishat fly off. He could pick it up later. The man beside him was clutching at hisbelly
with the hand that wasn't holding his musket. "Front rank, knedl!" he called out, and the sergeants
repested the command. A swift glance to seethat al was ready, and then the guards ahead that remained



mounted spurred forward, lowering their swords.

"Fire!" Don Vincentetried to bellow the command, haf-swallowing the word in his surprise, and then
"Frel" agan, thistime with feding. The volley wasragged, but at twenty paces, not asingle horse and
only two of the guardsmen were unhurt. "Forward!" he yelled, and the rest was aforegone conclusion.

For awonder, the guards stood their ground. In some cases, they had no choice, and Don Vincente
noted with approval that his men were granting them grace without needing an order. The rest were cut
down where they stood, or knelt, or lay.

"We must be swift,"” Quevedo said, as Don Vincente's men finished their hurried searches of the bodies
for any smal valuables. Again, they were quick, being al seasoned professonals.

"Asyou command, signor.” Don Vincente got his sergeants about the business of remounting the men.
The cardina had gained perhaps five minutes on him, and was dmost out of sight over alow riseinthe
middle distance.

"At the canter, please," Quevedo said.

The cardina's men used their lead well. By the time Don Vincente and Quevedo caught them, they had
found, occupied, and hagtily forted-up in small house by the wayside. Don Vincente detailed two men to
climb atree and make sure that the cardina was not escaping while this defense caught their attention.
The man'smule wasin evidence, but if he had abandoned it and escaped on foot he might make his
escape without raising too much of atell-tale dust cloud.

The men reported no sign of afugitive cardina anywherein the vicinity, and the land was flat enough that
Don Vincente felt he could take it as good coin. "We have no grenades,” he remarked to Quevedo.

"Unfortunate," he agreed. "A direct assaullt, if you please.”

Don Vincente grunted his assent, although he was none too happy about it. He examined the building
carefully. Two, perhaps three roomsinside. No upper floor, nor rooftop that aman might stand on. A
tiled roof, pitched. Windows on all four sides and adoor to the roadside and therear. A fenced-off yard
with adung heap and chickens, low stone walls on two sides. An ordinary house, of the more
prosperous sort of peasant. The like could be seen the length and breadth of Italy.

"Smoke, signor?' Sergeant Ezquerra asked.

"Good ideg; seetoit.” It would have to do. There wasn't much to make afire with, athough there was a
modest stack of firewood under the eaves of the house. Firing that would be achallenge if there were
many firearms within the building—as he watched he could see aloophol e appearing in one wal—buit it
might serve, with enough brush thrown on it, to raise enough smoke to force the defenders out. There
were certainly no better options. He left Sergeant Ezquerrato it, watching from the back of hishorse.
The anima seemed to be holding up quite well, despite their having pressed the pace dl morning. It wasa
little past noon, now, and if watered and alowed to cool down the horses ought to be good for theride
back, barring mishaps.

As hewatched, he saw his men encircle the farmhouse, alittle beyond effective musket range. That didn't
stop the defenders from trying their luck, and there was soon athin haze of gunsmoke around the place.
It was too much to hope that the wadding would fire the woodpile, Don Vincente supposed, and then he
was surprised by the sight of alit torch being thrown over the stone wall. The sergeant had clearly
spotted a covered route up to the house. Don Vincente made a note to commend Ezquerraand see he
got abonus. Small bags of powder followed the torch, loosely tied so they scattered over the woodpile.



It was not long before there was a blaze, and loosely tied bundles of green brush were coming over the
wall. Don Vincente's eyes began to sting, and he redlized he had taken position upwind of the farmhouse
without thinking. Chiding himsalf, he moved around to where Quevedo was watching.

"A good man, that sergeant,” Quevedo remarked.
"Indeed,” Don Vincente said, "Hejoined me ayear ago. Thiswaswell done.”
"True. | think the cardina will come out soon.”

It was no more than afew minutes before awhite scarf tied on arake came through the front door.
"Parley!" Don Vincente caled, urging his horse closer and doing his best to soothe her againgt the smell
of thefire. "Come out if you surrender!" he added.

That was enough. There was arapid exodus from the farmhouse, and Don Vincente noticed that there
was smoke coming out al around the eaves. The roof timbers must have been set afire by the sergeant's
blaze. Another five minutes saw the cardina’s men rounded up, and the cardinal himsalf under guard.

"Release the servants," Quevedo said. "Take their horses and weapons. They will be no threat. We
return this one'—he pointed with his chin a Cardina Francesco Barberini—"back to Rome.”

Don Vincente nodded. That was arelief. He had been wondering how they would shepherd twenty
prisonersto Rome.

The looting was quick and efficient. The valuables were quickly sorted onto two horsesfor later division.
The remaining horses were burdened with the weapons and armor, al of which could be kept for issue or
sold, if no better loot presented itself. The cardind's servants knelt, eyes downcas, in the road whilethis
was going on, each man with amusketeer to guard him. In the background, the farmhouse blazed merrily
now, adding to the discomforts of fatigue and the heat of the day. Don Vincente began to wish he had
ordered the captives moved farther away.

Still, they were not there long. The company moved off back to Rome at amuch gentler trot than they
had |eft at, Francesco Barberini in the middle of the column with Don Vincente and Quevedo directly
behind him. The cardinal had said nothing while his hands were bound and he was boosted on to the
back of hismule, and maintained adignified sllence asthey rode back to Rome. Doubtlessthe Inquisition
would be causing him to be less taciturn before too long. Which, Don Vincente reflected, was very much
not his problem.

Don Vincente noticed that Quevedo kept checking the road behind. After perhaps an hour, he seemed
satisfied with something, and drew his sword.

"The cardind istrying to escape,” he said, in aconversationd tone, and spurred forward suddenly. The
sword swung in afast and humming arc, the economica and effortless motion of amaster swordsman,
and bit deep in to the back of the cardind's neck.

"Have your men get that off theroad, if you please, Captain,” Quevedo said, nodding at the corpse as he
cleaned his blade. Barberini lay face down, hisassin theair, al dignity gone as he bled out into the dust.
Hislegstwitched dightly as he died, and Don Vincente noticed that the impact of the sword had caused
the cardinal to bite histongue hdf off, and it hung at apeculiar angle from between the teeth.

Don Vincente began wondering what the hdll thiswasdl about.

Something must have shown in his expression. Quevedo smiled thinly and said: "Y ou are Spanish
yoursdlf, Captain, o you should be glad these orders have been given.”



Don Vincente wondered through a fatigue-fogged brain what the hell the fact that he was Spanish had to
do with anything. Right here, right now, he had thought he was working for Spain's viceroy in Naples,
who had ordered him and alarge number of other troopsto follow the orders of Cardina Borja

Don Vincente frowned. Whatever Quevedo was driving at, he couldn't seeit. He nodded, out of
politeness, and gave the orders to have the body dumped in the ditch. The cardinal had aready been
thoroughly robbed when he had been captured, so thistook no timeat al.

" Spesk to no one of what you have seen!™ Quevedo called out, addressing the men. "The extra pay for
thisday'swork isin part for your silence.

Don Vincente saw afew eyesroll heavenward at that. Had Quevedo said nothing, most of them wouldn't
have bothered mentioning it to anyone. One dead priest more or less was nothing to them, when there
was an entire city to loot.

"And now, Captain,” the agent said, "1 have another special misson for you. In Rome."

Seeing Don Vincente's sour expression—"specia misson” was sureto trandateinto "no or very little
loot"—the cardind's man chuckled. "There will be extrapay, of course."

Chapter 33

Rome

The evacuation was ragpidly turning into asmal dice of hdll for Sharon. It was beginning to look like just
loading the carriages yesterday and getting while the getting was good would have been the best plan.

Right now, there was asmall crowd of would-be evacuees catching afew hours deep, wrapped in
blanketsin the embassy ballroom. The carriages and the three carts that the Marines had managed to
acquire—Sharon decided she really didn't need to know where or how, athough they had spent money
to get them—were standing idle. The plansto retain remounts for their cavarymen had pretty much gone
up in smoke. There was a pack made up for every horse that was not carrying an armed man. It would
take more than a couple of hoursto get everything moving again after Sharon had decided, shortly after
midnight, that everyone that could should get some rest before they moved ot.

This, on top of learning that Frank had decided to stay, and more than likely make some kind of Heroic

Lagt Stand. Ruy had ventured the opinion that if Frank felt his honor and duty caled himtoit, it would be
wrong to argue with him about it. Late last night, when word came back, Sharon had been in no mood or
condition to debate the point. Frank might have decided on the life of asubversive, and good luck to him,



but Sharon was keenly aware that Stoner, his dad, and Magda, his stepmom, were two of her best
friendsin theworld. The last thing Sharon wanted to have to do was send a"deeply regret” etter to
either of them. Worse, have to explain to them that held stayed in acity about to be invaded because
sheld not personaly gone down there and dragged him and hiswife ouit.

It had been the first fight she and Ruy had had as amarried couple. The mayhem that was the embassy
had gotten on her nerves, sheld been tired, she wasroyally pissed off that this had had to happen on her
fucking wedding day and she'd given Ruy both barrels. HEd been visibly hurt, and she'd regretted it
ingtantly. The thing was, she wasn't sure how to go about making it up. Sheld apologized, explained that
she was stressed over the evacuation and upset by Frank's decision and what it might cost her, and Ruy
had been &l care and consideration after that.

With areservation. " Sharon, my heart,” hedd said, "I, too, am saddened that Frank may not survive these
next few days. But | will not regret—not for one instant— that he has chosen to fulfill the demands of
his honor. Without such as he, this new world whose birth you seek to bring about will never cometo
mll

Hateit though she did, she knew hewasright. "Go inthe morning,” sheld said, "and if he il thinkshe
can hold on there, at least seeif helll evacuate the women and kids with us. Pregnant women in

particular.”

And s0 Ruy was away in thefirst few moments of quiet that Sharon had had since walking out of the
church yesterday. Right when Sharon needed a strong arm to lean on—

"I'd ask if you were okay, honey," came her father's voice from behind her, "but right now | think that
would be the dumbest possible question | could ask.”

Shefelt her mouth twitch alittle. She dmost, but didn't quite, have the energy to amile at thelittle joke. |
can't escape the feeling that we're al screwed anyway,” she said.

"Evacuations are dways bad. | was dready back home and in college when Saigon fell, but | saw plenty
of refugeestrying to get out. Y ou saw what they looked like when they got to Grantville, back in the early

deys—
"Hdl."

"Likehell, yes. Think about what it takesto get peoplein that kind of condition. Unlesswere good and
lucky, that's what we're about to go through." Her dad's voice didn't have any of its accustomed warm
humor. If anything, it sounded like the tone he had in the operating room, doing traumawork. Describing
theinjuriesin detail to his support team, so they would know what to expect from the coming work. A
tone of voice for describing flesh torn, bones broken, and blood leaking away. Or, for the optimigtic, a
voice enumerating the things that had to be done to save another life. Businesslike or dispassionate, take
your pick.

It was acalousness Sharon hadn't yet acquired. She knew her own operating manner was alot more
involved. Which was showing in the way she was handling this godawful mess.

Her dad put hisarms around her. "Y ou'll be okay, princess. Y ou're doing fine. Better at thiskind of thing
than pretty much anyone | know. So long as we gtart before they get here, well be okay. Y ou heard the
report, no cavary worth talking about. So long as we move quicker than guys who keep stopping to
loot, well be fine. Other than that, it's bandits, and between the Marines and everyone else here who's
got agun, those are going to be some mighty sorry banditsif they try anything.”



Sharon chuckled. "Daddy's going to keep me safe,” she sad, in alittle girl's sngsong voice.
"Heh. Daddy's going to kick back and |et that fiery young Catalan feller do al the hard work."
"Young?' Sharon turned and smiled at him.

"Young. Man'sat least two years younger'n | am—maybe even as much as five—and has the attitudes of
ateenager to boot. Not like my own august and reserved demeanor, at dl." He puffed up his chest and
thumbed alapd.

"Hooey," came Mdissas voice. Sharon was starting to think of the former schoolteacher as her
stepmother, in away sheld never redlly expected to. She and Mdlissa had become friends before Melissa
had moved in with her dad, and she'd thought the relationship would stay on that bas's. Sheld thoroughly
approved of her getting together with her father, of course. Mom had been Mom, and couldn't ever be
replaced, but it was just plain right that Dad should be happy again. That it was her friend Mdlissa, her
best friend's old history teacher, wasjust a happy bonus.

"Redly? My dad's claim to be respectableisal just afront?' Sharon caught the ball and ran withiit,
"Who'd & thunk it?"

"Redlly. | wokethis morning to the sight of him cleaning hispistol. And him adoctor aswell."
"Nothing wrong with drumming up alittle trade in arighteous cause," he protested.

"Leaveit to the young men, you ageing juvenile” Melissasaid. "They've got the energy for it."
"Oh, I've not got the energy, have 1? That wasn't what you said—"

"Dad!" Adult or not, there were some things Sharon redlly didn't need to know about. Not, &t least, in
any detall.

Melissa's heavenward roll of the eyeswas dl the agreement anyone could want from that quarter. "Are
things getting moving yet?' she asked.

"Soon." Sharon hadn't been the only oneto remain awake all night. Adolf had kept watch too, and shed
found him just beginning to rouse his people to get the evacuees marshaled. "Well be a couple of hours
after dawn, | think. We have to get the horses|oaded up again, bregkfast for everyone, and then hit the
road. Normally, that's an hour, tops, but here . . ."

"But everything becomes smple, and the smple becomes difficult,” Mdissasaid. "Asan old warmonger
once observed. | think it1l be midmorning before wefinaly get moving, mysdf.”

"Still plenty of time, though,” Sharon said. "The Spanish were in Ostiayesterday afternoon. They smply
can't be here before noon."

Mdissafrowned. "l don't want to suggest that they're superhuman or anything, but isthere any way they
could be here earlier? | think Ruy was assuming that the Spanish commander would rest his troops
before marching into town. What if he doesn't?'

"| asked him that," Doctor Nichols said. "Hethinks that he's better assuming that we're up againgt
someone with some smarts, and that helll want his troops reasonably fresh today. Plus, if hetriesto push
them too hard, they'll just refuse to move. It's not quite that following ordersis an optiond extrafor these
guys, but it can look that way sometimes. | think I'll take Ruy'sjudgment on thet one.”



"Still, perhaps we could get at least some of our people on the road quickly?' Medissaasked. "1 find
myself thinking that there are alot of children coming with us, and giving them as much of ahead art as
wecanmight be. . ." Shelet the suggestion hang intheair.

Sharon decided it was agood one. "If we can, Mdlissa, would you take charge of that convoy? I'll get
with Captain Taggart and figure out how best to split the Marines. Having some of us staying until the last
minute would be agood ideaiin any event. There might be people we need to get out who won't be
ready to leave until we've got the Spanish breathing down our necks.”

Melissanodded. "Adolf wasin the balroom afew minutes ago, I'll go and find him and welll get started.
Come on, James, the sooner we start—"

Doctor Nichols was holding up hishand. "Actudly, Mdissa, I'll go with the second party. I'd guess that
Captain Taggart is going to want to send most of his Marineswith thefirst group, sncethey'll havethe
kids with them and move dowest. If we can, we should confine the stay-behind party to people who can
handle agun and move quickly. And if we'rejust ahead of thereal trouble, | think were going to need
more trained medics with us. If Ritagoeswith you, shelll be enough medic for the advance group, and
Tom can bossthe Marinesif the good captain stayswith us."

Melissachuckled. "So long as Tom doesn't get dl macho and insst on staying with the rearguard.”

"No, hewon't. Unlike my daughter, who by rights should be going with the lead party, but will ingst on
standing her post until the last minute. I've got more sense than to try to persuade her otherwise.”

Sharon snorted. "Enough. Let's get things moving. It be dawn in afew minutes.”

They had a convoy of women and children and most of the baggage ready to go within an hour of dawn.
The kids were chattering and running about the horses, in some cases still munching on the
bread-and-cheese breakfast they had been given. Tom, who in truth had grumbled allittle about being
sent on, was on foot, having ceded his horse to two pregnant women. "I wish we could get the kidsto
line up and hold hands," he said, looking about.

Melissasmiled, gently. "It's not something they learn in grade school here. Besides, it'll do the Marines
good to have kids to herd while we get outside the city. Keep 'em dert.” Sharon had seen her eyes
constantly flicking back and forth. The motion looked practiced, and Sharon guessed that Mdlissa had
taken enough fidd tripsin her time that keeping track of dozens of rambunctious youngsters at once had
become second nature. Ritawasin the middle of asmal swarm of children—where did they all come
from? We didn't have this many last night! —and was comforting alittle girl who had aready skinned
her knee.

Tom had gtationed most of the cavarymen at the back of the column he had formed up in the Street
outsde the embassy, on the theory that they could watch over the kids and herd them back in lineif they
strayed and their mothers didn't notice. Two of them aready had kids riding up with them, which Sharon
worried about alittleif there was any trouble. Having to put a child down gently could dow them down.
Still, the defense of the column had been bolstered by including the menfolk of the embassy staff with
cudgels, knives and down-time muskets. They were mostly on foot and would be keeping the kidsin line
aswadll. For the time being, though, their attitude seemed to be that if the kidswanted to play, let ‘em.

Tomwavedit al asde. "Wdl, welve got what we've got. Anything e seis going to have to come out with
therest of you."

"Or be burnt,” Sharon said, thinking of the large pile of brushwood, broken-up furniture, classified
documents and sprinkled gunpowder that was out back of the embassy awaiting amatch to send it up.



They were dtill finding things to go on that pile even now. "Whatever happens, were not staying past

"Seeyou don't,” Tom said, giving Sharon afew watts of his best commanding-officer glare.

With that, he bellowed the order to move out. The kids, to Sharon's surprise, fell into reasonable order
quite quickly, and she guessed they would keep up the quick walking pace for quite awhile. They didn't
have the automobile to make them prone to get bored with awalk of any great length.

Sharon watched them down the street, and out of Sght asthey turned on to the Via Calaoriato leave the
city by the Porta Sdaria. They had arendezvous point at avillage about ten miles away, which they
should reach by sundown. The ten people |eft behind would make better time, of course, and in theory
would overtake them on the road. If they didn't, Tom and Ritawould have to take their best guessasto
what to do. They had the radio crew with them, at least, so they would be able to consult with
Magdeburg if they truly had to.

At least most of the people she was responsible for were out of harm'sway. Adolf would be pleased that
thefind clear-up would be done with fifty or sixty fewer bodies underfoot. She was about to turn and go
back inside and help when Ruy appeared, trotting his horse around the corner and coming back to the
front door.

"Is he coming with us?' Sharon asked, as he dismounted to lead his horse through the arch to the stable.
Ruy sighed. "No, Sharon, heis not. He was not offended that | asked.”
"Do you think hell makeit?'

"In truth? With only moderate good fortune, Sharon. He has disguised histavern to appear derelict, and
proposes to hide as many as he may on the upper floors. He has created rear entrances, the women are
on upper floors and have pulled the ladders up after them, and | could see nothing left undonein the
matter of defenses. Should there be agenera sack, he may well escape entirely. In that sense, heisat
lessrisk than we who are evacuating.”

"Redly?' Sharon felt at least alittlerdief. If Frank was hiding, that was only alittle worse than if he was
running. And, surely, looters would not bother with apoor neighborhood. The Spanish ones won't, at
least. And Frank should be able to handle local hooligans. Has before, at any rate.

She sighed, deeply. "Ruy, | should gpologize for my remarkslast night. I'm afraid for Frank and
Giovanna, truly | am, but | shouldn't have let that make me mad at you."

Ruy didn't trouble to answer that, but smply took hold of her and hugged her, hard, not troubling with
who might be watching. Verbose he might be, but when words wouldn't do it, he could say just as much
without opening hismouth.

Two hours later, she gathered everyone around her. "Wdll," she said, "We're ready. Can anyone think of
agood reason to wait for—" She wasinterrupted by the sound of peding bells, one that rapidly
multiplied.

"Early," her dad remarked.

"It may bethat afast horse was posted along the likely approach,” Ruy added. "But your assumption is
the prudent one. Sharon, we should leave now. We will have something between ahaf hour and two
hoursto be clear of the city."



"Let'sdoit, then,” Sharon said. "Aredl the horsesready?*
Captain Taggart nodded. "Aye, that they are, midtress.”

"Then thereé's no reason to wait. No, wait. Someone light the fire. Well wait to be sureit's going good
and hot."

Half an hour |ater, they were a the Porta Sdariathemsalves. The Structure hardly merited the nameit
had; the walls on either Sde were long since derdlict and, being nothing more than medieva curtain walls,
were not likely to stop adetermined attacker for more than perhaps haf an hour. Even if Rome had had
the troops to man them.

Asit was, the gate was Ssmply an arch, in poor repair, with no actua gate in the arch. Off to one side,
scaffolding where the modernization work wasin its early stages had been left up, so that evenif a
defense had been mounted, there was a clear route over thewall for soldiers prepared to exert
themsdves only dightly more than if they had marched through the gate. Sharon had played tourist in her
first few weeks, and knew that pretty much every other way into the city wasin asmilar condition. The
gates were customs posts, not serious defensive works.

Shelooked back. The column of smoke from thefire a the embassy was barely visble. The fire had
been burning hot, with little smoke, when they had l€eft, having flared up well. What smoke existed was
samply part of the genera smudge that covered any city in thisday and age. Barely noticegble, in other
words. Lighter than usual today, in fact, snce so many people had gotten out of town, even if only to
deep rough in the countryside for afew days. And then she saw, to the south, a column of thicker,
darker smoke starting to rise, and heard the distant crackle of muskets, volley firing. And the deeper
boom of cannon-fire.

"It begins," Ruy said, shading his eyes and peering southward for more clues asto what action wastaking
place. "It may be that some horse were able to ride ahead of the main body of foot.”

"I'm still worried about Frank," she said.

"I will make onefind visit, so at least we can be sure that the invaders are truly bypassing Frank's
taverna”

"That's not safe, surely,” Sharon said, redlizing as the words came out that that was precisaly the wrong
way to persuade Ruy againgt anything.

He chuckled. "It isactualy perfectly safe," he answered. "A Spaniard, in acity invaded by Spaniards? |
can order soldiersnot to attack me. Indeed, | can ask what their orders are.”

Crazy, but it would work. "Make sure you don't get recognized,” she said.

"It would be to my advantage if | was recognized," he countered. "I may well have old friends among that
army, who will greet me as such and tel me dl they canin return for an honest enquiry.”

"| guess operationa security hasn't been invented yet,” Sharon's dad observed. He, too, was peering to
the south. Sharon guessed his own days as a soldier were coming back.

Ruy paused a moment, turning the new phrase over in hismind. "No, Doctor Nichols," he said. "We have
operationa bragging, instead. | intend to take advantage. By your leave, Doctor Ambassador wife of
mine?'

"Becareful, Ruy," shesaid, "and try to make it to the rendezvous by dusk, please.”



Chapter 34

Rome

As hewatched the citizenry of Rome panic and run in circles and other geometric forms beyond even the
wit of Pythagoras, Ruy decided that there was no profit to be made in hurrying about this matter. A man
hurrying, in these streets on this day, was apt to be considered about military business. One sdewould
demand of him that he attend to the defense, and the other that he make himsdf busy in the attack. He
could, indeed, legitimately claim to be too old to trouble with ether, further that he was not gainfully
employed by either sde and in conclusion that he had duties to a power not party to the conflict, to wit,
his new and most ddlightful wife. However, the question was better avoided by smply pretending acam
disinterest and aitracting no attention.

It would, naturaly, not do to proceed straight to the Borgo to vist again with the young Sefior Stone. He
had |eft there scarcely two hours before, by the watch on hiswrist. Consulting the thing, he redlized that
removing it and placing it in a pocket would be wise. He would varioudy have to passfor an out-of-town
Itaian or a Spaniard unattached to the invading forces. A timepiece not notably availableto either group
would be atdltale. And, while he was about it, the up-time firearmswould haveto go into his
saddlebags.

Thefirgt order of business, then, would be to scout the approach of his countrymen—and the assorted
Cadtilians, Aragonese, Andaugians, Italians, Germans and whatever other mercenaries had rounded out
the attacking forces. The obvious gpproach would have been along the unimaginatively-named Via
Ogtienss. Around the city wall would be quicker, but through the city itself would glean more
information. He would not have to leave Rome for another few hours, and so through the city seemed the
best approach. He urged hishorseto atrot. It was agelding he had selected for characteristics
suggesting stamina, but otherwise undigtinguished.

Wereit not for the cacophony of the bells and the occasiona party of personsin astate of panic, it
would be afine morning for a gentle promenade through the city. Indeed, had events not intervened, he
would have suggested as much to Sharon. The sun was bright enough for everything to seem clear and
fresh, it wastoo early in the year to be copioudy dusty, the thin overcast took much of the fire from the
sun without interfering with the blue of the sky overhead, and the streets were quiet as Monday mornings
were apt to be.

Twice, as he proceeded through the ancient Palatine, he saw bands of local volunteers erecting
barricades. He wished them luck, athough doubtless they would need little. A small detachment to
ensure that they did not remain loose in the Spanish rear and the main force would smply pass around



them to the targets farther on in the city. It was, perhaps, the attackers intention to crosstheriver alittle
downstream of the city proper and approach their more likely targets aong the right bank of the Tiber.
Much, of course, depended on how well-found for crossing-points the attackers were downstream of the
city. Sanchez had not, himsdlf, troubled to reconnoiter the matter, seeing no particular need before today.

It became clear, somefew minutes|ater, that the intent was to use the city's own bridgesto procure
accessto the Vatican across the Tiber. Wishing to use the Via Ogtienss, the advancing army had
remained on the left bank and ignored the ferries—time consuming—and ford—Ilikewise—that they had
doubtless passed as they marched. Romeitself was much supplied with bridges and the Spanish
commander would surely have aredlistic gppreciation of the pitiful opposition he would face.

Arriving at the Piazza di Porta San Paolo, Sanchez paid himsdlf the small wager he had made. Sitting his
horse a the inner side of the piazza, he could see that agroup of volunteers, under the direction of what
seemed to be amilitia officer, was preparing a barricade across the gateway. Aswith many of the other
gatesin Romeswalls, it lacked an actua portd in the archway, and the small fortification that guarded it
had been built in Caesar'stime, from the look of the thing. Sanchez alowed perhaps half an hour for the
defense to be reduced using only field pieces, if the opposing commander took afool notion to do such a
thing. Looking through the gate, Sanchez could see atercio forming up some few hundred paces away.
He could aso see that the formation was being stuck together in amanner dmost random, quite unlike
the methodica efficiency practiced by most Itdian condottieri. He mulled that for amoment. Either
improvising in haste, or creating a distraction while the redl assault proceeded to one of the many other
gapsin Romeswalls. If that were s0, then an assault on the defenders rear would be arriving at any
moment. Sanchez removed himself from the main street to adiscreet postion inasmal dleyway.

Not five minutes passed before, indeed, the sound of arquebuses and abrief surge of cheerstold of a
breach inthewadls. Mined for building materias, over the decades, the walls of Rome were as much
breach as defense in any event, for dl that the current pope had begun many repairs and improvements.
They were obvioudy being carried againgt minimal opposition.

The defenders at this gate worked on, oblivious. Sanchez wondered if he should warn them, and then
reminded himsdlf that he was not involved. He had ordersto return safely with intelligence, and would
like as not be shot by some nervous boy handling an arquebus for the first time if he ventured closer. So,
he waited.

The assault on the defenders rear, when it came, was short, sharp, and efficient. Sanchez marked their
dertnessto the militia officer's credit. When the company of pike and arquebusi ers formed on the piazza
amogt exactly where Sanchez had been sitting only moments before, the defenders turned around,
snatched up their weapons, and formed aragged line on the near side of the defenses they had so
painstakingly congtructed, anchored at one end on apyramidal tomb that had been incorporated into the
wall a some remote date. The Spanish troops—from the look of them, more than likely Italian
mercenaries—lowered their pikes and advanced at afast walk, and hated for the arquebusiers mixed
among them to present and fire.

Perhaps twenty pieces discharged, scarcely enough to obscure Sanchez's view of the defenders. Four of
them were down, and the rest began to ook shaky. Whether any of the defenders had returned fire, and
with what effect, was not apparent. The militia officer was waving his back-sword vigoroudy, and the
men nearest him lowered their wegpons to countercharge. To elther side, however, the men bearing their
various aged or improvised pole-arms at the ends of the line began dropping their weapons and running.
When the Spanish line advanced at the dow, grim pace of men determined to engage in press of pike, the
amateurs smply melted away and the professonas|let them. A smal knot of defenders remained and,
their chances of running lost as the wicked points closed almost to touching, they dropped their weapons



and raised their hands.

Theleader of the mercenaries caled out the command to halt, and thelittle battle was over. Even from
fifty paces away, Sanchez could see that the militia officer was openly weeping, whileto either Sde of
him, mercenaries went to dismantle his barricade. Down the Via Ogtiens's, the makeshift tercio began
breaking up into column of march to advance once more on the city.

As herode away to secure avantage to see more of the action devel op, Sanchez began to fed hopeful.
Anarmy that had not had to bleed to enter a city would not be maddened enough to make serious work
of asack. The city would be comprehensively looted, of course, but in dl likelihood the whores and
tavern-keepers would earn most of it back over the coming weeks.

"I wish the bellswould stop,”" Benito said, squatting on his heels under one of the windows.

"Metoo," Frank said, sitting on alow stool and keeping one eye on the deserted Street through adlitin
the boards over the window. "1 mean, we aready know the city's about to be invaded. The only people
who don't are deaf. Don't the bellringers have something better to do? Nothing else, dl the folks
sheltering in churches are getting desfened.”

"I'm going deaf and the nearest church isthree Sreetsaway.” Benito wasidly whittling at a piece of scrap
wood, betraying his bad nerves. Everyonein the place was alittle on edge, hardly any of which was due
to getting no deep the night before. In the end, there were twenty guys and twenty-eight women in the
place. The women and the disabled folks were dl upstairs, and had pulled the ladder up after them
through the gap where they'd taken the stairs out. While alot of folks had gone and sheltered in churches,
even Rome didn't have enough church buildings to hold the whole population at once. A lot of people
were hiding in cdlars or attics, or out of town. The onesin the Committee who'd come and hid were the
oneswho would likely get grief off respectable folksif they tried sheltering in achurch, or who couldn't
move very far. Three of the people upstairs were bed-bound, and had had to be carried up.

Downgtairs, they had dl the doors and windows nailed shut and boarded outside and in, and barricaded.
Threerows of barricades, in fact, and with alittle luck at least one of the back ways out would be |eft
unguarded. There was aroute out through the cellar that came up two doors down the street; with the
city under siege Frank had lost his compunctions about knocking cellars through and taking advantage of
the centuries-old excavations under the city. Hed wondered if there was any possibility of getting down
into the catacombs, which he'd vaguely heard about but never seen. No one had any idea where they
might be, or how one got into them, so he'd abandoned the idea. And it was too late now.

Therewere eight lefferti in the place, who'd decided their salf-image required that they defend the one
tiny oasis of American vauesthat Rome held, or at least the one that they could hang out in regularly.
Frank found that kind of funny. The main values his place stood for, looking at it from apractical point of
view, were fast food and reasonably priced drinks. All run by ahippie kid from aWest Virginia
commune. Not quite the American Valuesthat the high-school jocks had been so fresking keen on. Still,
in his own biased opinion, good onesto stand up for. No one ever invaded a neighboring country to
bring them pizzaand beer. Maybe if they did, warswould be more civilized affairs.

Although the Geneva Convention would have to be rewritten to forbid anchovies. And Lite beer.

The lefferti were, at least, acaming influence at the moment. None of them wanted anyone to think he
was anything other than the coolest of cool hands, for which Frank was grateful. They were dl playing
cards, Harry having introduced the young blades of Rome to the game of poker. The place might be
turned upside down with every single exit boarded up, an invading army somewherein the city outside
and a sack about to happen sometime in the next few hours, but it was hard to get really worked up



when there was abunch of guys having aquiet card game and sharing ajug or two of wine. Frank
wished he hadn't decided that smoke from the chimney couldn't be risked. Firing up the oven and getting
around of pizzas on would be agood idearight now. No one seemed to be objecting to the fact that the
provisions were nothing but bread and cheese and onions and cold sausage, but Frank knew that a hot
med would lift everyones spirits. If they got to nightfal without the Spanish army descending on them,
Frank decided, held fire up the oven when the darkness would cover the smoke.

For now, Frank was wondering whether it would be the boredom or the tension that would make him
wig out first. Or sheer freaking tiredness. His eydlids were stinging, and felt icky with sweet. There was
acoppery taste in his mouth. For some reason, al the muscles up the left side of hisback ached. The
way hisfeet felt didn't bear thinking about. He wondered, alittle dizzily, if held be able to deep, and then
decided that being seen to make the effort would help everyone e se's nerves.

"Benito, spdl me on watch, will you. I've been up dl night.”
"Sure." Benito's grin was cheeky and infectious. ™Y ou old guys gottaget your shut-eye."

Frank flipped him the bird as he hauled himsdlf to hisfeet. He went over to the bar, grabbed a blanket
from the stack they'd fetched down to use as blackout if things continued past nightfal, and clambered
dowly up onto the bar. He pillowed his head on the folded blanket, tugged his cap down over hiseyes,
and set himsdf to the best imitation of aman unconcerned by eventsthat he could manage.

Shortly, he was pretty certain that Spanish soldiers hadn't installed trapdoors al over the barroom, and
knew that they couldn't spring up like jacks-in-the-box—or wasi it jack-in-the-boxes? It was vitally
important that he remember. But he still had to stop them, but al he had was abig frying pan, from the
kitchens, but he couldn't seem to swing it with any force and al it made the soldiers do was turn around
for amoment and all the other guyswould do was ask him to keep it down and—

"Frank! Frank! Wake up!" He fdt Benito's hand on his arm, shaking him. He came wide awake with an
electric jolt that left him feding weak and rubbery as he hdf-did, haf-fel off the bar and stood
rubber-legged |ooking around.

"What's up? What's going on?" he managed, redlizing that the thing that had falen to the floor was his hat.
He bent to pick it up, grunting dightly as his back undtiffened. "How long was| adeep?!

"Sincethismorning. It'sjust after noon.”

Frank blinked to clear his eyes and looked around to get a better idea of what was going on. Everyonein
the room was up close to the windows, peering through. He looked at Benito, |etting his expression ask
the question.

"The Spaniards are here," Benito said, in what Frank redlized was the loudest whisper hed heardina
while

His senses began catching up with what was going on. Somewhere, gunswere being fired. A lot of guns.
Therattling coughs of arquebuses and other small arms, and occasiondly the boom of cannon. There was
agenera background that sounded like a crowd roar and some yelling. There wasfighting in the city,
pretty close by. It didn't sound like it was happening right out in the street, though.

"Here?' Frank asked, "Or right here?'
"Right here," Benito said, tugging at Frank'sdeeve, "out in the street.”

Frank cricked hisneck alittle. Slegping on the bar, whatever it might have done for morale, had left him



more than abit siff. Hed likely start aching in amoment, when he managed to wake dl theway up. He
started to shuffle over to the front, then stopped himself. Best not to ook like he was haf-dead. He
hitched up his pantsalittle and managed a dightly more purposeful walk.

Hefound avacant spot next to Dino, and peered out. After the cool dimness of the barroom, the street
was eye-wateringly bright to hisjust-awakened eyes. He blinked a couple of timesto clear them, and
looked again. The other side of the street had five, no, Six soldierswithin hisfield of view. Four with
muskets, leaning againgt the wall opposite with their wegpons grounded, one guy with one of those
broad-bladed spear things with the spikes on either side of the blades and one with a sword, who looked
like an officer type. They were dl looking right acrossthe street at Frank's place, from maybe seven or
eight yards away.

Frank looked away a moment, to murmur, "How long?' to Dino.
"A few minutes. Benito went straight to wake you up.”

"Right." Frank looked back. The guy with the spear had moved away. Swiveling his eye around and
looking at as much of the street as he could, Frank counted fifteen soldiers. That was along maybe
twenty yards of street. This closeto the front, the sounds of nearby fighting were alot louder. If there
were other guys moving around out there, Frank redlized, no way was he going to track them by the
sound of their boots.

And then a couple more guys with guns appeared and joined the ones across the street. They were more
of the same, with the dmost-in-uniform look to them that the few regular soldiers of the seventeenth
century had when they weren't quite dite enough to be wearing some kind of specid livery. Frank
redlized, and it wasn't acomfortable thought, that this meant someone had picked them out for specid
attention. They weren't just arandom group of soldierslooking for easy pickings, ahead start on the
looting. Mercenaries after stuff to steal wouldn't comein this neighborhood at al, unlessthey were on the
way somewhere else, and this bunch looked like they were here for a purpose. Frank didn't have to think
too hard to figure out what that purpose was.

"Benito!" he hissed.
"Frank?' Benito was behind him.

"Get acouple of other guys and check what's going on where our back entrances come out, yeah? And
be careful. If they're as smart asthey look they might have the whole block covered. Don't get spotted.”

"Right." Benito scuttled off.

It took Benito ten minutes and when he came back it wasn't good news, either way. The number of
soldiers out front had doubled, at least, and guesses about how many there were ranged up to two
hundred. Benito was panting dightly and his eyeswere shining. "Y ou were right, Frank, they have the
whole block covered. We won't be able to get out by daylight.”

Damn right they wouldn't. Even if they figured out away to snesk out before the shooting Started.

Frank figured it was only amatter of time, certainly before dusk, before they had enough soldiersto rush
the place. And he had four pregnant women—including Giovanna! hislittle menta voice shrieked at
him—and six disabled to think about. Only three of those were bedridden, but the others had at least
some trouble getting around. In one case, only one leg. Frank had little doubt that anyone captured
would get the Inquisition'sidea of due process. The Spanish Inquisition, to boot, which had afar worse
reputation than the papa variety.



And no one coming to help, either. They were going to have to hold the place until nightfal at least and
then scope out away to get out.

A thud from in back nearly made Frank jump out of his skin and everyone at the front wall look around.
"Steady,” he caled out softly. A rattle and the sound of someone climbing down the ladder settled
everyone. Sure enough, Giovanna appeared in the doorway behind the bar.

She cameover. "'l counted eighteen of the bastards out front." She looked furious. "As soon asthe
shooting starts, we have bottles of oil to ready to throw. Unlessyou have a better plan?'

"Can't think of anything," he said, shrugging and fighting the urge to turn back to the dit held been looking
through. "1 figure we hold on until it's dark enough to get out. Leave the ladder down unless you haveto
pull it up. Benito? Which exit looks easiest to get out of 7"

"The cdllar one. | figure they might expect usto get out by going through the back wall." Therewasahole
there now that led into a tenement house, the ground floor of which had been abandoned when news of
theinvasion came. "They have awhole bunch of guys out there. Same for the houses either side. The
cellars, we can go up the street alittle and therés that aley opposite, the one that cuts through to—"

"That'll do," Frank said. "Giovanna, we can't fight this. We're outnumbered and surrounded and ain't no
one coming to help. We haveto get out if we can, if only to tell people.”

"Fuck," someone said from the other end of thefront wall.

Frank looked, and saw that the musketeers were blowing on the matchcords of their locks, getting them
to glow nice and bright. "Giovanna," he said, putting as much urgency into hisvoice as he could, "back
upstairs now and get everyone ready.”

When he didn't hear her move at once, heard her take a breath to ask or say something, he barked:
"Now!"

Louder than held intended.
Inaroom full of nervous guyswith guns.

And so the Committee of Correspondence fired the first shots at their attackers.



Chapter 35

Rome

Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz was not, with his many years of experience, often wrong. Much
mistaken in hisyouth, occasiondly wide of the mark in hismiddle years. Now, ripein experience, being
wrong was something of an unusud feding.

In thisinstance, asomewhat nauseating one. The proper action, the correct action, when advancing
againgt scattered and disorganized defenses, was to secure each strong point against the possibility of
action againgt the flanks or rear and press on. A barricade held by twenty men could be pinned in place
by fifty, while the remaining thousands took aternate routes. Barricades across main streets only
prevented the passage of cavary; infantrymen could readily pass through aleyways and side streets at
only moderate hazard. There was a price in disorganization of the main body, of course, although that
could readily be remedied a some point short of the ultimate objective. And Sanchez felt he must
perforce alow that the troops|eading this assault were at |east above the ordinary quaity and would be
unlikely to make too much of amuddle of complicated maneuvers.

Such, at least, was the received wisdom of the profession of arms. Other orders seemed to have been
given. Alternate routes were being found, but only after time was taken to organize serious assaults on
each barricade. It was asif aspecid effort was being made to either make the main force bleed, enrage
them, asa picador would, or they were being ddliberately advanced dowly to some other purpose. The
three barricades whose fal Sanchez had watched had not taken long to succumb. A smadll volley of
arquebus fire did nothing to check the advance of pikes and sword-and-buckler men, supported by
muskets. There were few of the older, clumsier wegponsin evidence on the attacking side, further
bolstering Sanchez's view that these were, if not dlites, troops of quality. A few losses were taken each
time in making the defenders legp down from their makeshift ramparts and run for hiding places. The
defenders, in their turn, were dying, and effort was being expended on chasing as many down as

possible.

It was, from any conventiond point of view, folly. The tactic was dispersing large bands of men, roused
to the attack, throughout the city. While sack and rapine was an accepted if regrettable part of warfare,
most commanders sought to do all they could to prevent it save as a punishment for futile resistance. On
those occasionsit was ordered. Here, it appeared that whoever was giving the orders was attempting to
provoke atrocity without being seen to give the order.

But why? Borja's pretext had long since vanished. It would have been trivid to leave word at Ogtiato
prevent the march. Doubtless the defenders of Ogtia, such asthey were, expected the fleet that was
ariving to sall straight back once they learned of the calmed situation in Rome. Had, in dl likelihood,
looked forward to the profit in revictualling those ships.



It was a conundrum indeed. A further insight came as he rode past the Colosseum. The advancing army
had passed to the west of the Palatine, staying closeto the river. Rather than attempt to guess their route
through that district so as to maintain scouting contact with them, Sanchez passed around the east and
north sides aong the wider streets, urging his mount into atrot. Only the officers of that army were
mounted, and that advantage of mobility was there to be used. Having thus moved away from the line of
advance of theinvaders, Sanchez noticed no less than four parties of armed men, moving with
determination and clear purpose. The smallest, at arough count, of thirty men, al musketeers.

Sanchez could not swear that he had seen no such parties splitting from the main column, dthoughin
order to be ranging so far ahead as they were some of them must surely have sprinted through the streets,
apractice no soldier with even the dightest experience of fighting in atown would wish toindulgein. Or,
for that matter, any soldier out of sight of senior officerswould indulgein on awarm day in full battle
gear. Asagrest likdlihood, therefore, parties of soldiers had been force-marched ahead of even the rapid
advance of the main body and had entered the city from other directions. To what purpose? Raiding and
harrying in the rear of the pitiful defenses of Rome was at best awaste of effort. That left—

He was passing Trgjan's column when he saw the disturbance outsi de the Palazzo Colonna. A cloud of
gunsmoke, the sight of figureswithin it. The sound was bardly distinguishable amid the bells and the
generd sound of fighting esewhere, dthough the smoke was thickening rapidly. Severd of those smdll
parties seemed to be busy about something there.

So, particular targets, then? Sanchez turned |left and bade his horse pick up the pace dightly. A more
rapid trot. He considered taking a sharp right and establishing whether the embassy had been atarget,
but discarded the notion. There was nothing there worth anyone's concern and, indeed, it would be
better to wait until whatever was happening there was complete, that amore detailed picture could be
gleaned from the evidence | eft behind. He would pick over the wreckage at hisleisure before leaving the

city.

He skirted the trouble at the Palazzo Colonna—doubtless afamily that boasted so many generalswould
need no aid in its defense—and maintained the rapid pace. It would be hard to select a bridge that was

not likely defended, uncomfortably closeto alikely focus of trouble, or denied him by the need to cross
the path of theinvading army. That was scarcely more than trivia—boldness and asimple polite request

to make way would see him through, letting al assume he was Smply some officer about officid business,
but would be an unwanted delay.

However, the Ponte Ripetta proved easy of access. The Palazzo Borghese, the nearest place by theriver
at that point, was thus far unmolested. There were no guards, no barricades and thusfar no invading
forcesusing it. It was, of course, out of the direct path of the invaders, dthough it provided auseful route
into either Sde'srear. The Ripettaitsaf was a so the scene of no activity, although Sanchez had half
expected to see troops being landed there.

Suspicion was awarded the tribute of proof when he neared the north side of the Borgo. The place gave
the gppearance of recently having experienced a brief, but heavy, rain of soldiers, perhaps sixty dl told,
circling the smal block of buildings that was hometo Frank's Place, but remaining out of view of the
front, which told its own story. The street looked scorched, and there was a heavy smdll of lamp smoke
inthe breezelessair. Most of the soldiers were musketeers, well-found ones at that. A few pikesand
partisans were in evidence, and aleavening of back-swords largdly in the hands of obvious officers.
Sanchez elected to go no closer than he had to. Hereined in his horse behind a sergeant, who was
leaning on his partisan, watching the front of Frank's Place from a safe position down the street, and
waliting for something to happen.

"Which of thetargetsisthis?' heinquired, refining histonesto hisbest hidalgo sneer.



The sergeant straightened and turned with commendable swiftness. "The revol utionaries, sefior. The
witches from the future. They have defenses, sefior, and we are waiting for more men before we assaullt.
They opened fire without warning, and have burning oil to throw down. If the sefior will wait amoment, |
will inform the captain—"

"No, no, my good man." Sanchez waved the offer aside. It was helpful that the man was a Spaniard,
though. While habits of deferenceto the hidadgo varied widdly, in amilitary context a hidalgo manner
usudly sad officer to most troops. Someone from another country might be more critically minded.
Sanchez prefaced hisremark with achilly glare aong the street at the knots of soldiers watching and
waiting as the sergeant had been. "I am in the correct place, it seems. We may have the use of some
small field pieces, perhaps powder for blasting breaches, if the ground is suitable. | shall make asurvey of
the buildings and their yards."

Heamiled, asif sharing asmall confidence with aninferior. "Thus obtaining the benefit of cool shadewhile
my subalterns swest over gun-carriages.”

"Very good, sefior,” said the sergeant, smiling and nodding in deference.

Sanchez was even ableto tip the man a piece of eight to find him a horse-holder while hewent insdeto
find Frank's emergency escape route.

* % %

The sight of columns of smoke rising over the eternd city wasto be regretted, certainly. Much that was
valuable would be damaged, destroyed, looted. Such wasthe price of turning loose soldiers. It was a
pricethat it was necessary to pay. Cardina Borjalooked down from the high window of the Palazzo
Borghese he had chosen for his vantage and post of command. A lone horseman trotted across the
riverside terrace toward the bridge, doubtless about some necessary military undertaking.

Borjawondered idly who it was, and then, dismissing the man from his mind, looked downriver. White
smoke was aready rising from around the Castel Sant’/Angelo. The Barberini pope had clearly
ensconced himself there and was doubtless ressting.

Good. Borja had been worried that the Barberini pope would somehow manage to escape the city
atogether.

Behind Borjathere was abrief disturbance.

"What news, Ferrigno?" he asked, without turning his gaze away from the bluish-white haze risng around
the fortress of hisenemy.

Father Ferrigno cleared histhroat. Y our Eminence, the embassy of the Swede was deserted. Al
bel ongings of the Americans had been removed, and the remains of abonfire were found in the
courtyard. The building has been set on fire, pursuant to Y our Eminence's order.”

So they had fled. He was not surprised. Satan imbued hisfollowers with no true virtue, least of al
courage. "And the subversves? The dchemist'swhelp?"

"Hisden, Y our Eminence, is occupied and appears to have been fortified. Quevedo's unit has surrounded
it and await reinforcements in order to commence the assault. The subversives opened fire without
warning, Y our Eminence, before any attempt could be made to arrest them.”

Borjanodded. At least some of the snakes had been caught. And if they desired to play the game by the
rule of the knife, Borjasaw every reason to oblige them. "Send word to the officer in charge that if further



resstanceis offered, no quarter isto be given."
"Very good, Y our Eminence," said Ferrigno.

It was amiracle no one had been killed yet. Or serioudy injured. Frank had awhole lot of little splinters
in one cheek that wereitching like abitch, but that wasit. They'd cleared dl the soldiers away from the
front—one or two of them had been hurt, but their buddies had got them away leaving only sprays of
blood on the far wall. In getting the hell away from thefiring, they'd fired their musketsright back. The
boards on the window weren't worth adamn for stopping musket balls, and made things worse when
they splintered, as Frank could attest.

Frank had grabbed for hisrevolver, but by the time he got it out of hisbelt the street wasfilling with
flames and smoke from puddles of oil dropped from above. That, of course, was cover for the soldiers
to get the hdll out of the way. Not that it had stopped any of the guyswith gunsfrom banging away like
woodpeckers on crack. When they'd calmed down and the flames subsided—and hadn't that been a
great few minutes, while they wondered if they hadn't burnt their own little fortress down by mistake—the
Street outside was clear.

The celebration had been brief. A sneaked peek from an upper-floor window showed that the soldiers
werejust holding the street further down, and more kept arriving, in small groups. No one had been
driven off, and al the exchange of fire seemed to have done was piss everyone off, on both sides. Not to
the point of making a serious assault, but till things were tense.

"Frank?' It was Fabrizzio.
"What?"'

"I think | hear something downgtairs." Salvatore wasin back, getting everyone something to drink. The
place wasfull of smoke, and tension, and both were making everyone thirsty.

Frank frowned. They'd piled junk in the gapsin the walls downgtairs, in the hope of their escape route
not being noticed. By the owners of those buildings, if no one else. Only one of the buildingsthe
makeshift tunnel went through was empty. He got up from behind the table he was using as extra
cover—between it and the front wall, he figured he was mostly safe from musket bals except where he
had to peer over it—and went back. The stairs down were in the back hall, through akind of low
archway under where the stairs up had been. Frank redlized he could hear stuff shifting about down
there, like—like someone pulling aside that barricade. He had to do something, quick, but not on his
own. Helooked back into the main bar and tried to pick out one or two guys who—

Therewas a clatter down below and a stream of cursesin what sounded like Spanish. Frank pulled his

pistol out and thumbed the hammer, pulling it back until he heard anice reassuring click. He leaned over
to Salvatore and whispered "Get Piero and a couple of hisguysover here, quick.” Heleveled the pistol

at the archway, preparing himsdlf to shoot at the first Spaniard to show himself.

How the hell did they find it that fast? He redlized that what this probably meant wasthat they werein
surrender-or-die country right about now, and maybe there wasn't going to be much of achanceto
surrender.

"Frank? Sefior Stone?' The voice came up from the cellar below.

Frank let out abreath, sagging with relief, and very carefully made the revolver safe. " Sefior Sanchez?
Anyone with you?'



The sound of boots on the steps. "No, | am aone.”
Frank waved Piero back. "Don't worry guys. Falsedarm.”

Ruy appeared in the archway, stooped over on the barrdl ramp, hishat in his hand and grinning. "How
goesit, Frank?'

"'Bout aswell as can be expected,” Frank replied, grinning ruefully. " Surrounded and outnumbered and
we can't get all our people out.”

"One of those houses | came through looked to be deserted,” Ruy said. "Could you get your women and
invadidsthat far?'

"I wondered, but what good would that do? We'd still be insde the ring the soldiers put around this
whole block. They'd see us escaping.”

"They will not see those who hide on an upper floor, Frank."
"Y eah, but they'll search if they find this place abandoned.”
Ruy shrugged. "Then do not abandonit.”

Frank could fedl the penny dropping. "Ah, | get it. We get the women and kids—" and Giovanna! and
Giovanna!l —"out while afew of us stay here and make trouble. We make areal obvioustry to escape
and hope like hdll we can outrun 'em at night in al these dleys, and the soldiers don't think to check for
who we left behind?'

Ruy beamed like a high-school teacher about to award astraight A. Then grew serious. "It isnot certain
of success, | must remind you. It may be that the other buildings will be searched. But those whom you
placein the other hiding places can say they were aways hiding there.”

"It's better than what we got," Frank said, mentally kicking himsdlf for not thinking of that. Of course,
Giovannahad chewed him out so badly for suggesting she hide outside the city that he hadn't stopped to
think that she might hide close by. Then he redlized she probably wouldn't go for that either. Perhapsif he
asked her to lead the second site?

Ruy was looking around. ™Y ou have no wounded, asyet?'

"No," Frank said, "Yet." And that word was aworld of depresson al on its own. There were going to
be wounded, no question.

"May | be permitted to offer some small suggestions?' Ruy asked, fanning himsalf with his hat.
"Sure. I'm not what you'd call amilitary genius. | need dl thehelp | can get, here.”
"Firgt, the soldiers had ordersto capture you, not kill you."

"That'skind of what | wasafraid of." The Inquisition had had their hands on Frank once. Only briefly,
true, and it had al worked out okay in the end. But the experience had till been enough to scare him out
of ayear'sgrowth. And he'd been aprisoner under the eye of awholelot of powerful and influential
people, who'd pretty much wanted to see him walk out of that cell dive and unharmed. He didn't think
that thistime he was going to be so lucky. Therewas alot of shooting going on down by the Vatican and
the Castel Sant'/Angelo, and Frank figured they were probably in for achange of pope real soon.

"Indeed,” Ruy said. "A sojourn in the hands of the Inquisition isno laughing matter. But"—heheld up a



finger—"these soldiers are Spaniards, and regular troops, not mercenaries. They have no love for the
Inquidtion.”

"Eh?" Frank would have thought the opposite would be true.

"The Inquisition is a the very least anuisance for most of the common people of Spain. They torture few
and execute less, but they meddle everywhere, and there is hardly afamily that does not have at least one
member's name hung up in the parish church asaheretic. It is an embarrassment, a source of shame, and
the shame is very nearly permanent. So, Frank, make your women and children safe, and resist vaiantly,
but not too valiantly. Shoot with your enemy at long range, throw your bottles of oil early so that no man
has to listen to his comrade burn to death, but can withdraw in good time. And then surrender .
Honorably. Demand a parley. Demand to give your parole and keep your sword. Once that is done, you
areamilitary prisoner, and may not in honor be harmed unless you break your parole not to fight against
HisMogt Catholic Mgesty. Many officerswill regard surrendering you to the Inquisition while under
parole as dishonorable. Play upon the fact that you are not a Christian—much less a Catholic—were
never baptized, and so cannot be accused of heresy. Explain thisto the officer who holds your parole,
and that any action by the Inquisition would be plain and simple abuse of a paroled prisoner.”

"Ruy, everyoneelsein hereis Cathalic,” Frank said. "That won't wash for them.”

"Good trestment for your men isa standard term of parole. Insst that asfar as you know, they aredl
good Catholics, and no accusation of heresy has been made. | will wager that the only name they have on
their list from the Inquisition isyours, Frank. And possibly your wife's, athough she should escape. They
will assumethat dl others here were servants, and ignore them.”

"Y ou think thiswill work?"'

"Itisthebest | could think of while | was clearing asde thetrash in the cdllar to get in here," Ruy said,
with asmile of disarming candor. "In truth, | think it your best chance, if you cannot find away to sneek
out by night. Y ou might achieve that, with the help of God, but the moon will not be dark for another two
weeks and there have been few cloudy nightslately.”

Frank shrugged. "We can hope. We can at least get the women and kids and the invalids out of here.
How many soldiers out there?"

"Forty at least, perhapsfifty. | could not count accurately. More have been sent for, although they will not
be here in numbersfor sometime. Thetroopsin the city so far were advance parties, sent to seize
particular places. The main body was at the Palatine when | left them, and will be acrosstheriver by
now. You have alittle time, perhgps haf an hour."

Frank nodded. "Everyone at the embassy get out okay?"

Ruy smiled. "1 would imagine that Borjawill be disappointed by what his men find there. | remained
behind to gather intelligence; the last of our people departed the city half an hour before the advance
parties began to arrive.”

"Good to hear,” Frank said. "I guesswed better get on with it. Give my regards to Sharon and
everyone."

Ruy flourished hishat in salute. "I wish you every joy of the day, Sefior Stone, and when next we mest, |
crave the honor of buying you al the drink you could want."

Frank waved a salute back. "L ook forward to it," he said, trying hard to fed as confident as he managed



to sound.

A littlewnhile later, while he was helping get an old lady down the ladder and into the cellar that he was
damned wdll going to watch awholelot better from here on in, he redized that Ruy had meant that offer
asared saluteto what he was doing.

And if Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz thinks I've got cojones to be doing this, it's got to be good
and crazy. Seems like marrying a Marcoli turned me into one.

Chapter 36

Rome

"Y our Eminence!” Mazarini senior, excitable as usud, was pointing out of the window. "Gun smoke, from
the Cagtel Sant’/Angelo!™

Barberini waked over, making himsdf retain his dignity and decorum when dl he wanted wasto dash
madly and press his face againgt the glass, or hurl the window wide and lean out to see. No doubt
remained. The assault on Rome was devoted to removing his uncle from the chair of Saint Peter.

"Wewill hasten our departure,” he said, staring at the columns of dirty-looking white smoke that were
appearing over therooflinein the direction Mazarini was pointing. Barberini wished idly, for amoment,
that it was the calm, icy-nerved son, now acardind in France, that was his magjordomo, not the father.
That apple had falen agoodly ways from the tree.

"AsYour Eminence wishes," Mazarini said, and bustled away to seeto whatever fine detalls remained.
There would belittle. The mgority of the people of CasaBarberini had gone either the night before or
with first light, the morning's party going ahead under the command of Cardina Francesco Barberini.
Where others had implied that he was starting at shadows, Cardinal Antonio Barberini—essentidly, left
to mind the store while older and wiser heads were about the business of the house—had quietly but
firmly made al of the necessary preparationsfor flight. And had been ruthless. It was sad to think of i,
but alarge proportion of the art he had so painstakingly assembled, on top of the centuries-old collection
that hisforebears had amassed, would soon be gone. Looted, if the world was fortunate. Destroyed, if
the historical tales of how asack proceeded were correct. Paintings tossed aside while the frames were
taken for their gilt. Fine pieces pried apart to make change for whores. Sculpture knocked aside; its

val ue unrecogni zed or too heavy to carry. Or worse, hurled from upper floors, as Barberini had once
seen smdll boys do with bottles, for the amusing sound asthey shattered below.

The more portable pieces, items that would be aworthy kerndl of afuture collection, had been sent



away. A pitiful salvage from what would surdly be aterrible wreck. It was al he could do not to weep.
He had remained behind to at least see, with hisown eyes, what this latest wave of barbarians proposed
to do with the Eternd city. And hisfamily. And his church. And, in some sense, becauseit felt right to be
thelast of hishouseto leave. Honorable. And, findly, to take onelast ook a what it was that was about
to belost.

"Y our Eminence?' Mazarini's voice interrupted his morose thoughts. "We areready, if Y our Eminence
pleases.”

Barberini could not contain the deep sigh. 1t was that or begin sobbing. His eyes were hot, and stung.
Only the firmest of self-control permitted him to turn away from the window without being unmanned.
"Lead on, Mazarini," hesaid. "Thismust surdly be the last moment.”

Mazarini did not answer, but the expression on his face betrayed his opinion that the last moment had
passed some time since. Outside in the palazzo mews he reflected that the weather had no sense of
dramatic unity. Such deeds should not be done on abalmy early-summer day, in bright sunshinewith a
light scatter of fleecy cloud in the sky. Stormy winds, lightning and thunder would have suited the mood
better.

The streets were deserted, the populace hiding or fled. Barberini looked about himsdlf. A smal party,
and Barberini had taken the precaution of shedding his clerical garb in favor of more modest atire. Of
course, there was alimit to how modest the attire he possessed was. He was il at risk of arobbery, but
at the least there was much less chance of him being recognized and captured. And the last few of the
CasaBarberini guardsmen were gathered about him. A dozen troopers surrounding the cardina and his
mgjordomo.

"Very good," he said after amoment. "Let usgo.”

The street outside looked empty, or at least the first trooper out waved back to say as much. Asherode
out into the street, Barberini realized that there was another disadvantage to the good weether. He felt as
though the entire world could see him, asensation that hitherto he had found quite pleasant, rewarding
even. Now, it made him want to legp from hishorse and curl up in whatever hole he could find quickly.
Hefdt sure that the swest that was starting al over him, and trickling down the small of hisback, had
little to do with the heet of the morning. Hetried looking around to distract himsdlf. The piazzafor which
he had decided upon a new fountain was away to his|eft; he saw figures moving there, some of whom
seemed to be pointing and starting to move in hisdirection, but his horse was following that of thelead
trooper and he quickly lost them. Trying to look behind onesdlf from amoving horse, unlessonewasa
much more expert horseman than the cardinal had ever had the inclination to become, was a sure route to
apanful fal, or a least avery confused horse. He turned to face ahead.

The troopers ahead—Barberini redlized, as suddenly they exploded into action, that he knew none of
their names and the thought choked off the question he wanted to ask. He could hardly believethat ill
manners were preventing him—and he gtill could not see why dl of the dozen troopers ahead of him had
suddenly spurred their mounts and drawn pistols. He looked about himsdlf frantically, tried torisein his
dtirrups for a better view—

"DOWWN, Y our Eminence!” it was Mazarini shouting that, athough severa other voices said the same
without the honorific, in one case with an insult. The horse, startled by the sudden motion and then
Barberini's antics, began to rear, and then began to dance sideways, shaking its head.

The sound of shots rang out, and Barberini's horse began to turn around. He was till turning his heed
frantically, looking for the source of the trouble, and tried to control the beast by pulling at itsreins. One



of the rearguard troopers leaned from the saddle and grabbed the rein, his twisted expression supplying
the snarling condemnation of idiot priests who could not ride that he did not speak. Barberini let the man
pull hishorse back around, till seeking—there! Puffs of gunsmoke from either sde of the Street they had
been riding aong. One of the troopers dumping in the saddle, abright red mist puffing from the back of
his coat. Barberini's horse becoming frantic again, wrenching its head away to try to escapethegrip onits
reins

More shots. Another trooper, thisonefalling from his horse with hisface scattering small piecesinto the
morning sunshine and his head smacking wetly into the cobblestones, spattering blood and brainsina
bright and glistening red star. The trooper who was trying to control Barberini's horselosing hisfight with
the animal and his seet a the sametime.

Barberini redized he was screaming, and that hisleg was burning and cold at the sametime. Hisright leg.
Histhigh. A mist of blood, his own blood, was settling out of the air around ared gash that had somehow
appeared there. | have been shot, he thought, his mind suddenly clear. There were men on foot near him
in the street, men with muskets, with swords, and with pikes. His horse screamed.

Hewas vagudly aware of faling, and then the world was suddenly bright with adark border, and he
could not bresthe, or hear. Someone was grabbing him and hauling him up, and hisvison began to clear,
athough he till could not breathe and his back was asingle mass of pain. | fell from my horse. He had
donethat before, athough not since he had been aboy disappointing his riding-master.

It was Mazarini helping him up, and now he could hear the ring of weapons clashing. More shooting.
Something punched him, thistime in the left arm, and he spun round. He staggered once, twice, and then
regained his baance. He groaned. It hurt.

And then he was being lifted bodily, thrown over asaddle. He fainted.

Not for long. When next he had hiswits, he could still hear fighting. Every jolt asthe horse galloped hurt.
Hisleg, hisback, hischest, hisarm. Hefainted again.

"Y our Eminence? Y our Eminence?' Mazarini's voice seemed to come from avery long way away.

"What timeisit?' That somehow seemed important. Did he have amorning appointment? He was cold,
and thirsty. "Have water brought, Mazarini," he murmured.

Something wet, suddenly, on hisface. And cold. Wakefulness came like fire, and he groaned. Memory
returned. "1've been shot," he said, not entirely believing it himsdif.

Mazarini pulled the wet cloth off. "Y es, Y our Eminence. My most humble apologies.”

"Why?Wasit you that shot me?" It wasdl Barberini could think of that Mazarini might be apologizing
for. With the cold compress off his eyes, he could see that they were in asmall and noisome back alley.
Trash was heaped everywhere, and severd mangy cats were watching to seeif the strangers were going
to do something interesting. The smell was. . . remarkable.

Mazarini looked puzzled. "It was for the manner of waking Y our Eminence | gpologized, Y our
Eminence," he said. "1 was able to escape; the party of soldiers we encountered were nearly
overmatched by our own troopers, and so | caught up Y our Eminence onto my own horse and made
good our escape from the fighting. Our enemies mounted their principal assault at the front of the paazzo
whilewe were leaving a therear, Y our Eminence, and—"

"Mazarini, you are babbling," Barberini said. He looked again at the ageing mgordomo. "And bleeding.”



Mazarini fingered the cut on his neck, which was weeping smal drops of fresh blood from where it had
not aready scabbed. "A mere scratch,” he said.

"Where are we?' Barberini asked, looking around again for more clues. A poor neighborhood, certainly.
And onethat did not seem to object much to the streets being largely paved with cat-shit.

"Near the mausoleum of Augustus, Y our Eminence. Closeto the docks.”

A very rough neighborhood, then. Another throb from his shoulder, arm, whatever it wasthat hurt so
much—nhe dared not look—made him groan.

"Y our Eminence, it wasthe only place | could find where there was no fighting, or no sound of it. | have
lost the horse, Y our Eminence.”

"Solen?’

"By now, certainly, Y our Eminence. | perforce had to bring Y our Eminence where the horse would not
come."

"Sensble animd. What are they doing?' Barberini could hear more and more shooting, now. It was
reassuringly distant, though.

"I do not know," Mazarini said, in tonesthat were even more lugubriousthan dl he had said so far. "If
Y our Eminence will permit, | will attempt to bind your wounds. The arm needsading, | think. | have

dready—"

"Please, just get onwithiit,"” Barberini said, gritting histeeth. Helooked. There wasanesat holein his
jacket, just above hisleft collarbone. He could not turn his head further to look without unbearable pain;
his back felt asthough his every rib was broken.

Ten minutes of fiddling and more pain later, Barberini had to admit he felt more comfortable with hisarm
inading. With alot of groaning and effort, he was able to get to hisfeet. When theflashing in hiseyes
and the dizziness had faded, he answered Mazarini'slook of concern. "What now? Have you made a
plan?’

"Y our Eminence, | must counsdl escape from the city.”

Barberini forced asmile. "Indeed. Shall we discuss aplan for doing so? | will advance, for learned
disputation, the proposition that any member of Casa Barberini iswanted dead at thistime. Or captured,
which will likely beworse." Oh, yes, much worse. Borjawas scarcely the most moderate man to wear a
cardina’s hat, and he was a Spanish inquigitor. There were things one expected of such aman. Barberini
could only hope that his uncle would be protected in at least some measure by the office he held.
However, it was not aday to inspire optimism.

Mazarini looked nervoudy to where the aley they werein—a smdl passage, barely open to the sky,
wide enough for two men to walk abreast if they were close friends—turned |eft toward somewhere
rather better lit.

"l saw many parties of soldiers about the city aswefled the battle in which Y our Eminence was
wounded. We were gifted by providence with the great good fortune of being pursued solely by foot
soldiers, and for much of our flight we retained the horse. Alas, Y our Eminence, every attempt | madeto
srike north, east or south proved to befruitless at first. | decided later to seek cover in some such aley
asthisone, but | could not move in such with ahorse. The invaders had not reached this quarter yet, so |
turned the horse loose, hoping to rouse you and bind your wounds that we might make a better escape



onfoot."

"Reasonable," Barberini said, and indeed it was. Military ignoramus that he was, even he knew that
Rome's defenses were, more or less, nonexistent. That, with only modest preparation or alittle effort,
there were dozens of places where the wallswere no defense at al without extensive preparation. The
gateswere dl il present, but functioned only as customs posts, and those during daylight hours only.
Only cargoestoo big and heavy to be brought to one of the unrepaired breaches got taxed. At night, a
modest bribe to the gate guards brought any cargo through. So, it would have been trivia to send ahead
parties of men tasked with taking important points—and people—and charging them to find their way
into the city however they could. Doubtless many of them would include local guides; it wastoo much to
expect that the mercenaries who were originaly from Rome would scruple overmuch about it. In truth,
knowing firsthand the wedlth in Rome, they would be more eager than most for a sack.

Why? Barberini found he needed not think too long or hard about that. It would avail Borjanothing to
take Romeif he could not hold it, in any and every sense save the purely military. In the military sense, he
had rather better prospects of holding the city than the present defenders had had. It was the political
holding of the city that would maiter now. And that certainly meant one Antonio Barberini the Y ounger
would do well not to be caught escaping. Or, indeed, that he would not be caught escaping, but would
samply turn up deed, aregrettable victim of "the chaos attendant on the civil disorder in Rome."

The best hope Rome had was that Osuna, or Gentili, or one of the other figures fomenting revolt in
Naplestook advantage of this draw-down of troops from their city. Naples, right now, waslikely smply
overdefended rather than home to overwhelming force. But any such hope would be weeks away,
nothing that could be depended on right now.

And if Borjahad flooded the city with raiders as thoroughly as Mazarini was suggesting, it was not
stopping at Casa Barberini. There wastime enough to be sure of that, though. "Let usmove,” Barberini
sad. "We gain nothing by remaining here. | can walk, if dowly, and if we remain on the back routes, we
may well evade capture.”

"But, Your Eminence, how will we leave the city? The gates are surely guarded.”

"Wewill dedl with that when we mugt,” Barberini said, "Although | invite you to consider that defenses
that fail to keep attackers from coming in will so serveto permit fugitivesto go out.”

"Y our Eminenceis most perceptive," Mazarini said, offering hisarm for Barberini to lean on.

It was only ashort walk through winding aleysto the Viadi Ripetta. Thiswas by no meansasaubrious
district of Rome, being asit was close by the docks. The area around the Palazzo Borghese to the south
was somewhat better, but north and south of that particular piece of riverfront it was dilapidated at best.
The Viadi Ripetta had been carved through the neighborhood some years before, to improve accessto
the docks, and as such remained awide and straight street uncluttered by encroaching buildings. It was,
therefore, dangerousto crossin broad daylight with hostile soldiersin the area. Mazarini wasleaning
around the corner and checking both ways. Barberini wished that the musketry was not echoing around
the city so promiscuoudy, so that he could hear what was going on. Over Mazarini's shoulder, despite
being somewhat dazzled by the sunlight in the street againgt eyesthat had been in shady dleysfor thelast
half-hour, Barberini could see that the previous cowering of the citizens of Rome had ended, and there
were many already trying to flee through the streets. That will help, he thought, feeing adight remorse
over being so callous. Many of those people would be hurt, even killed, as the soldiery sought to move
about the city and smply swept them aside.

"There are soldiers, Y our Eminence, but the streets grow busy. We are unlikely to have a better prospect
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"Yes, yes" Barberini said, "Move. | think we should make for the east. Sdariaor Fia, | think, and if
those are guarded we may try the broken section of wall south of the Castra Pretoria. If nothing else,
there may be Jesuits there who might help us."

"Yes, Your Eminence" Mazarini said, and began sdling out into the street. It was comica to watch; the
man wasal but tiptoeing.

"Come, Mazarini," Barberini said, affecting as norma awak as he could with hisleg burning with pain
and his back and shoulder contorted into the only position he could find that even approached comfort.
"Let us not skulk. Courage and honor demand it, and in any event aman attempting stealth on asunlit
Street may dttract atention.”

Asthey madetheir way across, Barberini redized that they had inadvertently disguised themsalves.
Between the dirt and the pieces he had torn from his clothing to make bandages, Mazarini looked like a
vagabond. Barberini redlized that he could look little better, and likely worse. Asa prince of the church,
he made agood pauper. Did critics of my lavish living see me now, they would expire of shock.

They were perhaps halfway across when a carriage, guarded by four outriders, came rumbling by.
Barberini cringed away from the thing, not knowing which cardina was present in it. He took note of the
arms painted on the door and saw that it was the carriage of Cardinal Bischi. An aly, by God! And not
just an dly—L dio Bischi was a persond friend and fellow enthusiast of literature and the arts. Barberini
offered up aslent prayer of thanks and turned to try to—but no, there was no hope. Lelio was making
good his escape, and doubtless none of his men would be looking back aong theroad to seeif there
were stray scions of the pope's house scattered in their path.

The point was moot within seconds. The carriage had proceeded bardly fifty yards farther when agroup
of soldiers Barberini had not noticed dashed into the street and lined up to block the carriage's progress.
The driver hdted, as aman will when he has a dozen muskets pointed at him and histeam. Men came
forward to take custody of the outriders, the driver, the footman and the postillions. Another man, some
manner of officer, judging by the sword and the better clothes, came forward and spoke to whoever was
inthe carriage.

Barberini heard nothing of what was said. The officer stepped away from the carriage door and waved
hissword in an idle gesture of some kind. Four musketeersleveled their pieces a arange of perhaps
three paces, and fired. Screamsissued from the carriage, and it began rocking. The officer stepped
forward, opened the door, and reached insde. With some apparent effort he dragged the
occupant—which was wearing a cardind's purple, athough Barberini could not have sworn to the
identity of the mewling, bleeding thing that was within those clothes.

The struggle was brief. The cardind, if it was he, clung to the sides of the carriage door for amoment. A
flash of the sword, hitting the wood of the carriage with athump and sending at least one finger spinning
through the air, ended that. The cardind fell on to the cobbles. The officer planted his sword in the
cardina'sthroat and leaned onit, asif on awalking stick on a pleasant country stroll.

Barberini could not watch, flinching away. When he looked back, the officer waswiping his blade on the
hem of hisvictim's garment, gpparently obliviousto the spattering of blood that now coated him from
shoulder to knee down hisright side.

Barberini shuddered. Cardind Ldio Bischi, alively wit and gifted lawyer, aman of letterswith few equas
in Rome or anywhere, aman responsible for nurturing severd literary talents and an avid collector of
books, snuffed out with four bullets and two strokes of the sword. Simply, it would seem, because he



was publicly and clearly aBarberini man. Borjatruly meant to have Romefor hisown. Or for his
master's own.

"Mazarini?' he said, after afew seconds of slence, noting as he spoke that the people were garting to
move dl thefaster to get away from something to the south, giving thissmall party of troops awide berth
but ill flowing northward.

"Yes, Your Eminence?'
"Weareleaving. Now."

It was another two hours before they reached the Porta Salaria by roundabout ways, back dleys and
much circumspection. AsBarberini had guessed, the ancient gate was now manned, and Barberini
suspected that the guard was both more numerous and | ess bribabl e than the customs men who ordinarily
stood there. They had reached a small shop doorway before the little piazzathat opened out before the
gate, and tried not to attract suspicion asthey looked carefully over the Situation.

There were troops on the piazza, apparently lounging about any old how, but Barberini decided that that
was probably deception. Surdly they would spring to more efficient action if any person tried to fleethe
city? Still, it was aquiet gate. Asthey had crossed the city, each main street that they had had to scurry
across like mice had been less and less crowded with refugees. Whatever was rousting the common folk
from their homes was happening in the south of the city, and to thewest. The last blocks had been
incredibly nerve-wracking, asthey grew distant from the sound of gunfire that might have covered their
own sounds. The crowdsin which they had vanished as smply two more frightened citizens had thinned
until, in thisfina quarter, people were again hiding behind bolted doors and shutters.

Behind them, the sound of hooves on cobbles. Barberini turned to ook, and it was al he could do not to
fal to hisknees and praise God in his most extravagant voice. It was Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz, in
the flesh, turning a corner into the street that Barberini and his man were lurking on. Even if the man could
not help directly, there was no reason why he should not pass on information.

"Mazarini, wait here," Barberini said. "If | have made amigudgment, your task isto survive to bring word
of my degth to such of my house assurvive."

He left before Mazarini could say anything, and stepped out of the shady doorway into the street and
shuffled over to meet Sanchez. Between the gash in histhigh, the achein hisback and the nagging pain of
the wound to his shoulder, he moved like amendicant. A perverse whim made him want to stretch out his
hand in supplication for ams, but he suppressed it.

"Sefior Sanchez,” he said, asthe intended of the USE's ambassador—or had he actually married her? He
had been told the date of the wedding but could not now remember when it was, or had beento be. "'l
must most humbly gpologize for my most unbecoming attire.” His voice was cracked and choked. Even
for aday aswarm asthiswas promising to be, and for the amount of unwonted exercise he had had to
take, Barberini's throat was dry with thirs.

Sanchez reined in his horse before he came too close to Barberini and stared at him for along moment.
"Y our Eminence?" he asked, frowning.

"Sefior Sanchez," he said, smiling as much as he could while working hisjaw to try to get hismouth to
moisten, "'l have had along and trying day, but | surely am not entirely so disheveled—"

Sanchez dismounted, asmooth and flowing motion that surprised Barberini, who knew how old the man
was. "My apologies, Y our Eminence. | had completed my businessin Rome and was distracted by



thoughts of my return to my wife. How may | be of assstance?’

So, married after all, Barberini thought, trying to caculate the angleswhile framing hisresponse. "'l am
desirous of escagping the city whilel till can. | ddayed my departure—"

Sanchez held up ahand. "My own people aso. It seems our timing was dightly better than yours, Y our
Eminence. By perhaps haf an hour. Y ou were set upon? In your palazzo or while evacuating?'

"Inthe street,” Barberini said, interrupted by a cough that rasped his throat and sent ice-hot needles of
pain dancing up hisback and left sde. He screwed up his eyes, despite the way that brought back the
sght of Cardina Bischi, dumped likerefusein the street. "I think we interrupted their preparationsto
storm the palazzo. We were ambushed. There was confusion. My man Mazarini brought me away after |
was shot and fell from my horse.” Since that moment he had felt nothing but fear and a constant sense of
being hunted, at least during those times when he had not been groaning in pain or unconscious.

Sanchez seemed to notice hishoarse voice for thefirst time, and handed him ametal bottle that turned
out to contain water. "l thank you," he said, after taking aswig. "Mazarini found a hiding place near the
Ripettawhile | recovered enough to walk. We made our way here, but the gate is guarded. Sefior
Sanchez, how were you proposing to leave?!

Sanchez laughed. "1 had every intention of riding to the gate, calling a surprise inspection, damning every
one of them for dovenly curs not fit to bear the name of soldiers of HisMost Catholic Mgjesty before
riding out of the gate threatening condign punishmentsfor every last one. A stratagem | have used before.
It isof less effect with mercenaries, who tend to listen only to their own officers, but few of those are
among theseraiding parties.”

Barberini's answering chuckle—there was something about Sanchez that smply demanded good humor,
but winced as dl the ribs up his back twinged at once. "A stratagem that will not work for me, das. Have
you seen whether any of the ruined wall by the Castra Pragtoriais guarded?’

"l have not,” Sanchez said, hisface suddenly becoming blank. A moment of thought. "I shall assstyouin
your escape. | cannot speak for the USE embassy asto any further aid, but | shall seeyou safeto a
doctor and shelter.”

It was dl Barberini could do not to faint with reief.



Chapter 37

The countryside, near Rome

"Tough little guy,” said Doctor Nichals, rolling his deeves down asthey came out of the back room the
tavernas proprietor had let them have as an impromptu consulting room. "Give him an hour or so for it al
to catch up with him, though, and he'sgoing to be out like alight. | prescribed agood med and anight's
deep, but he sayshe's going to be up and about for alittle while."

"What's he doing now?" Melissa asked.

"His servant's helping him get dressed. Rita scared up some fresh clothes for them both. That'll be half the
recovery right there. | don't think they were either of ‘em used to being dirty and ragged.” He ambled
over to the serving counter and waved for attention.

Sharon decided to butt in. "Did he ask for any hep?' That was going to be an interesting question. The
radio guys were upstairsin what would, later, be Sharon's bedroom, getting ready for the broadcast
window that wouldn't be open for ashort while yet. On the one hand, the fact that they had to relay
through the embassy station at Basel wasapain in the assif Sharon wanted to have a conversation with
someone a the State Department. On the other, it was ared help if she had the distinct fedling that a fait
accompli was exactly theright way to Do The Right Thing asit appeared to the woman on the spot.

"Beyond gtitching him up? No." Her dad hoisted alarge glass of wine and offered aslent toast before
taking agulp. The watered wine they served like it was a cold sodawas actually quite refreshing, and if
you were careful about it you kept aclear head. The kitchen had boiled some drinking water for them,
money being a perfectly good explanation for any oddity, but it wouldn't be cool enough to drink for a
while yet. Except for Mdissa, who'd madetea. "Although | think we might well have afoot in that
particular door, what with my new son-in-law making up policy on the hoof."

There was no particular note of disapprova in her dad's voice, Sharon noted. He was a doctor, and
before that aMarine, and picking up the wounded and getting them to a doctor pulled somefairly
well-worn leversin her dad'smind. In her own, comeright to it. Ritawas nodding her approva aswell.

Sharon il had no particular ingpiration about how to proceed from here, though. "How bad was he?"
she asked, covering her lack of clear ideaswith smal talk.

"Two, maybe three busted ribs, a cracked collarbone, two nasty cuts and assorted scrapes and bruises.
I've strapped the ribs and immobilized the arm, and the cuts just needed cleaning and afew dtitches.
Nothing afew weeks rest won't cure," her dad said. "He kept moving al day after being shot up, though,
which won't have helped. Adrendine's powerful stuff, and like | say he'satough little guy under the flab,
but he's going to be one sorry little cardina tomorrow.”



Sharon chuckled. Cardina Barberini had looked like death warmed up when Ruy had brought himin
earlier. His servant, Mazarini, who was gpparently the father of the diplomat Sharon had briefly met in
Venice, had looked |ess battered but alot moretired. Ruy had made him stirrup al the way from Rome,
nearly seven miles, while the wounded cardina had been given aride behind Ruy on the horse. Ruy had,
since handing the two refugees over for care and attention, been out of sight in the stableswith aMarine
helping him get started on fixing the poor animal up after the strain they had put him under. "Did hetdll
you how they got out of Rome?* she asked. Ruy would be making his own report once hed finished
caring for his horse, asense of priorities Sharon wasn't prepared to overrule right now.

"Apparently Ruy found them trying to figure out how to get past abunch of gate guards, used aropeto
get them over thewall well away from any Spanish soldiers and then went back to bullshit hisway past
the guards so he could get his horse out. Apparently he conned 'em into thinking he was an officer of the
Spanish army, pulled asurprise ingpection and just rode out while they were still braced up and swesting.
Way Barberini tdlsit, Ruy was il chuckling when they got in Sght of this place.”

"Sounds like Ruy," Ritasaid, grinning. She'd only known him a couple of weeks, but there were some
things that you learned about Ruy quite quickly. The main one was hislow sense of humor.

"Actudly,” Sharon said, "Ruy wasn't fooling. He is an officer in the Spanish army. | don't think he ever
resgned hiscommission. Or sold it, if that's what they do.”

"Sold it," her dad agreed. "Came as a bit of a shock to the guys who joined the new army, that. They
were expecting to have to buy their commissons and have something in the bank for their old age.
Getting given acommission and a pension plan messed with their heads alittle, till they got used to the
notion.”

Melissa had been looking pensive throughout the conversation. "Any thoughts, Sharon?' she asked.

Sharon sighed. She knew exactly what Melissawas driving at, and she pretty much had to have made a
decision before the transmission window opened up, or sheld be stuck with whatever State came up with
in about aweek'stime. One thing she did know was that the time to act was right now, while there was
gl fighting in Rome. The sound of cannon had started coming out of the city, silhouetted asit was against
the setting sun, and the columns of smoke had been rising since mid-morning and were now probably
vigble from hundreds of milesaway. The USE presence right here right now was smdl enough to fit into
thistavern and rented space in haf adozen nearby farmhouses and barns. So if they were going to do
anything to intervene againg the USE's avowed enemies, then they'd have to do something very well
focused and accurate. Which meant doing it now, before whatever Borjawas up to came off completely
and he was settled in to—what, exactly? Knowing that would be half the decision madefor her.

And that would be the half shewas missing. Truth to tell, she liked Cardina Barberini. He was an easy
man to like, being a cheerful little butterball most of the time. She'd been to afew of hissdons, seenthe
kind of company he liked to keep, gotten more than alittle giddy on the kind of art he collected, and
marked him down as Good People. Paliticaly, he was humane, forward-thinking, liberal and—leaving

as de some unthinking assumptions that went with being a nobleman—auite decent. Not the brightest light
in the harbor, maybe, but you couldn't have everything.

"Not right now, Mdissa," she admitted. "I think maybe we should get something to edt. I'll take
suggestions over dinner, have atalk with Cardina Antonio, hear Ruy's report and then see how it looks.”
Ruy had come in from the stable yard while she was speaking, sill looking travel-stained and alittle
weary around the edges. "Hi, Ruy. Isthe horse okay?'

Ruy rocked a hand in agesture held picked up from the up-timers. "Two or three days of rest, | think. A



noble beadt, to be sure, to bear the strain | asked of him without complaint. The Marines are coddling
him yet, assuring him al will bewell. | fear | may have gone down in their estimation for straining the poor
animal s0." Hismouth quirked alittlein atired smile. Sharon found Ruy looking tired and vulnerable
rather appedling and redized that they hadn't had a proper wedding night quite yet.

Down, girl.

"| think you need allittle coddling yourself, Ruy," she said. "Get yourself cleaned up and I'll order dinner.
Y ou can tdl mewhat's going on in Romewhilewe eat.”

Dinner was, aswith dl rurd Itaian food, what agood Itaian restaurant was a pale imitation of. What was
more, it was fresh and there was plenty of it. Ruy, who plainly hadn't troubled to stop and eat whileriding
around Rome, got through enough for about four and washed it down with plenty of wine. He il
managed to keep up aconstant stream of narrative. The news from the Committee saddened Sharon,
athough if Ruy was right and Frank followed the advice held been given there was agood chance hed
comeout of it aive. Adolf, for whom Sharon made amental note to see that there was something left for
him to eat, managed to get dl of it down on paper.

The newswasn't good. Barberini, who was taking his med in the room they'd found for him, had seen
one other cardind summarily executed. Ruy had chatted with severa soldiers and learned that they had
been force-marching al through the night across country and, after a short rest to give the main body time
to catch up, had goneinto the city with awhole list of targets, chief among which had been the homes or
lodgings of several dozen senior churchmen. Quevedo had been busy throughout the time he had
vanished from home, aswell. Thefortifications at Ostia had more or |ess been sold to the incoming fleet
at Naples, and the lighter pieces of artillery kept there would likely have arrived in Rome by now.

There was heavy fighting around the Vatican and Castel Sant’Angelo, but Ruy had not gone close. If
there was anyone who might recognize him among the invading army, that was where they would be, and
pretty much al the information he needed had been in the sounds of gunfire and the screams of the
wounded from that quarter.

Wheat it added up to was another question. The obvious answer was that there would shortly be anew
pope, one who was probably sympathetic to Spain and certainly hostile to the USE. The officid papa
neutraity on the current wars would come to an end. For the USE, anation with asignificant Catholic
presence, that was likely going to be aproblem. Not dl, or even many, of the Catholic clergy in the USE
would be beating Spain's drum as aresult. Spain having invaded Romein order to ingtall anew pope
would result in alot of consciencesfeding alot freer than they might otherwise.

But somewould. And that would be a problem, in anation with freedom of religion. A big problem. Not
least because there was a sizeable chunk of the Protestant confession that already regarded the Catholic
population as afifth column. Of course, the fact that the USE's cardind, thankfully not in Rome right now,
was Larry Mazzare, would mitigate that to some extent. Only the loopier pamphleteers claimed that an
up-timer from Chicago was a Habsburg agent. But putting Larry, one of Sharon's closer friends after dl
they'd been through in Venice, in that position by not acting right now was definitely not something
Sharon was prepared to do.

When Ruy finished, and people were sitting back and looking contented with agood meal, Sharon
opened the floor for debate. " Suggestions?' she said.

Mdissawasfirg. "Were dready committed,” she said. "Weve helped one of the Barberini."

"Not much, though,” Tom said, "Just some medical treatment and abed for the night. Devil's advocate
sayswe can send him on hisway in the morning, keep al our options open. Can't say | liketheidea



mysdlf, but it'san option.”

"Right," Mdlissasad. "l haveto say | can't see what that would gain us, evenif it wasn't flat wrong.
Ther€'s no point doing favors for someone who's going to hate us come what may."

"Isit your belief, DofiaMdissa, that Borjaintends to make himsalf pope?’ Ruy sat up straighter. "1 find
myself wondering whether even Madrid is capable of so foolish an order.”

"Perhaps” Mdlissasaid. "I think from what you've seen that it's certain that he intends to control the
papacy. Another Captivity, a puppet pope—you saw yoursdlf that the Borghese weren't being touched,
and they hold the balance right now, if | understand the factions correctly. Making himsdlf the next pope
isjust one of the options.”

"Can we stop him?' Tom asked. "Ther€'re three terciosin Rome right now, give or take. Weve got
maybe twenty effectives.”

"Sefior Smpson hastheright of it," Ruy said, "thereisno practica military solution. If there is some other
action we might take, we lack theintelligence to determinewhat it is. | confessthat | am bereft of
ingoiration in thisbusness.”

"Have we asked Cardinad Barberini whether he wants help?”

"Not as such, no," Doctor Nichols said. "He was pretty grateful for the help we've given him, and
gracious about it. He didn't ask for more than he was getting, either.”

Ruy tapped afinger on the table once, twice. "Now that | think on the matter, | recall that his Eminence
did not specificaly request my aid elther. He greeted me, told me what hisams were, and made some
smdll talk. He requested advice on how to escape, but did so obliquely, as| recdl.”

Sharon thought back to lessonsin formal diplomacy shed had from Don Francisco. " Ceding usthe
advantage," shesad.

"Right,"” Mdlissasad. "If he comesright out and asks, he makes himsdf our client. Until hefiguresthe
angles, he's not going to do that. Remember, he's pretty junior insde Casa Barberini; he's not even the
senior cardina. So while hell accept what we offer and be grateful for it, hes not going to come right out
and ask. Not for amoment.”

"Rita?" Sharon asked, seeing that her friend had abrow furrowed in careful concentration.

"I think," Ritasaid dowly, "we should just stick to doing the right thing. I'm not sure of al the anglesyet, |
got alot of sympathy for thelittle cardind that way, but if we go wrong by doing good, at least well do it
with aclear conscience. And like Mélissa says, we're going to get nowhere by helping folkswho're
definitely againg us”

"Canwedo that, Rita?' Tom asked.

"I reckon we haveto,” Ritasad. "The Barberini are pretty much finished in the Vatican, unlessthere's
something we missed, but they're the only faction in Rome who might be friendly and right thing or not we
should grab what we can while we can.”

Melissawas frowning too. "It might be that the Barberini go the same way now that they did in the other
history. They ended up seeking sanctuary in France after Urban died.”

"Weld il lose nothing,” Ritasaid. "If we want friendsin Rome, they're pretty much al we can get inthe



big leagues. | say we take the chance weve got.”

"Plus" Doctor Nicholsadded, "if we help the Barberini, any survivors of their faction are going to be
friendly aswdl.”

Ruy harrumphed. "How many of them will still be friends of the Barberini by next week remainsto be
seen. A wind from Spain will cause many of them to trim their sails accordingly. The loydties of
churchmen and Itdians are notorioudy fickle. Italian churchmen may well prove to be poor thingsin
which to repose a confidence.”

"Maybeisill better than nothing,” Ritassid.

Ruy nodded. "It isasyou say, DofaRita. | offer the warning that it might inform your thinking, and that of
my wife the ambassadora, over the coming days."

"That's certainly worth bearing in mind," Meissasad.

"Getting back to the point | raised,” Tom said, "'l wasn't so much thinking about whether it was practica
to help the Barberini, but more whether we, | mean Sharon, can do it on her own authority.”

"Did State give you plenipotentiary powers, Sharon?' Ritaasked.

"Yep," Sharon said. Knowing that the buck stopped with her had been anagging worry since Barberini
wa ked through the tavern door.

"Gugtavus won't be pleased,” Mdissaput in.
"Manll shitanut,” Tom said.

"Thank you, Tom," Mdissasaid, giving him an old-fashioned look. "1 wouldn't put it that way mysdif, but
he was somewhat unhappy with the way last year's dealings with the Holy Seeturned out. Then again, if
he's presented with a fait accompli hewill likely confine himsalf to grumbling. Hell seethat cutting the
religious judtifications out from under his Catholic enemiesiswel worth the minor embarrassment in front
of hisProtestant dlies"

"| think that settlesit, then," Sharon said, glad at last for ajustification for what she wanted to do. "Adolf,
seeif the cardinal isdone eating, and tdll him 1'd like aword when hel'sready. I'll make the offer and welll
let Magdeburg know what's what when the radio'sworking."



Chapter 38

The countryside, near Rome

Barberini was spping his wine and wondering how much longer he could keep his eyes open when one
of the Americans servantsinvited him to join Ambassadora Stone as soon as was convenient. He looked
over the remains of the dinner he and Mazarini had shared and decided that if he did not go now, he
would be unable to before morning. " Please ask the ambassadoraif now would be convenient,” he said.

While he waited for the fellow to return, he stood and walked to the window, throwing the shutterswide
to try to dlow the cool evening air to refresh him. He might, perhaps, have wished for aroom that did not
have so commanding aview of the western skyline, for in the distance, some few miles away, he could
see the smoke rising from the city and hear the thunder and crash of cannon. He could only hope that
meant the Castdl Sant’Angelo il held. There were till some hours of daylight |eft, and the fighting
continued. Would the soldiers continue into the night, he wondered? He knew too little of military matters
to guess. Asfar ashe could recal, Mazarini had not been a soldier either, so he would not know.
Barberini, not for the first time today, missed the younger Mazarini, who aswell as having the supple
mind and smooth tongue he would likely need for the meeting he was about to have, had had some few
years of experience as asoldier and would know the answer to questions such asthat.

Enough of wishing. Hopes were enough to torment him now. Another roaring crash of artillery. How
much had the Spanish brought? The defensive works that Bernini was supervising were only partialy
complete. Doubtless the Spaniards would have found some way to get past those, leaving only the older
fortifications. Bernini had waxed eloquent on how poor those would be at resisting modern cannon.
Some of what he had had to say would surely have been the architect seeking to pad his commission.
Fortunately, the additional cannon Bernini had recommended had been cast and instdled, for the most
part, and for the sake of the additional bombardsto protect his uncle, Barberini no longer cared what
had been written on Rome's taking statues.

"Y our Eminence?’ The servant had returned and spoke to Mazarini, who was now setting himsdlf to pull
Barberini out of hisfunk.

"Coming, Mazarini," Barberini said. Fortunately, moving was consderably eader after afew glasses of
wineto numb the pain, or he would have been unable to make hisway down the steep wooden stairs.

Ambassadora Stone was in the tavernas main room with al of her party. Barberini'sfirst impression was
that thiswaslikely to be an easy negotiation, at least asto the most vita items. While the ambassadora
was most commendably impassive in the course of such discussions, as much so as she was animated
and charming when Barberini had had chance to observe her in discussion with the few natura
philosophers he had had at his salons, it was those around her who gave the game away. They seemed



friendly, welcoming even. Whatever discussion these people had had while Barberini had been egting, the
conclusion had been that they would at least be friendly, and might even extend some further boon to
him.

"Y our Excdlency, Ambassadora,” he said, "permit me once again to express my gratitude for the
assstance you have given me. | am persondly most humbly in your debt, not least for my life” The
persona debt, at least, he could acknowledge. And, assuming that the day finished with him anything but
apauper, one hewould do al he could to repay. Would Borjaeven permit him to remain acardina?
There was precedent for the summary dismissal of cardinals by areigning pope—but the ambassadora

wasreplying.

"Y our Eminenceiswelcome,” shesaid, "and | would like to know what € se the United States of Europe
can do for Casa Barberini."

Barberini nearly fainted. That was as good as a blank promissory note; there would be practica limits,
but those would be the only ones. "'I—I know not, Y our Excellency,” he managed to ssammer out. |
have little information on the Situation in Rome. My people escaped the city early thismorning for Castel
Gandolfo and perhapsthereis somewhat—"

He redlized he was babbling and shut his mouth. Then, after a deep breath to calm himsdf: "Forgive my
surprise, Y our Excellency. | have had aday of hardship and am much tempted to the Sin of despair.”

Is God truly with our party? he wondered. "For the moment, | can advance no practica propositionin
which your mogt gracious offer of assistance might be reckoned of account. Perhaps| might inquire, in
my turn, what Casa Barberini might do for the USE?1 would not have my house thought ungrateful in
such ametter.”

Better, Barberini decided, to get the price settled quickly. By al accounts, Dottoressa Stone was
something of amerchant princessin her own right and as such would not be embarrassed by what might
be congtrued as haggling.

"For now, Y our Eminence" she said, "the status of your house as our only friends within Rome
commands whatever service we might render.”

Barberini nodded. That made sense. If Borjadid contrive control of whoever became pope—and he
was, heredlized, abandoning al hope of hisuncle's survival—then it wasfor certain that there would be
no love lost between the USE and the See of Rome. "I shal, Dottoressa, think most deeply about what
we each may do for the other. | shall speak for my housein this matter; we are glad to find friends among
your embassy, and, we hope, your government. For the moment, Dottoressa, | am tired and hurt and in
need of rest. | hope that with the morning my poor witswill be of better service?' There was no shame,
he redlized, in asking permission to be excused from this company, however obliquely. He was very
much the supplicant and, he discovered, agrateful one.

The ambassadora was about to speak when a servant scurried over to where she sat and whispered in
her ear. "Seehimin,” shesaid. "Y our Eminence, | think you should remain for this."

The servant went out again, and moments later ushered in asmall group of men in priestly soutanes.
L eading them was Father-Genera Muzio Vitdleschi.

"Father-Generd," Ambassadora Sanchez y Nichols said, apparently unfazed by the man's appearance. "l
wasjugt inquiring of His Eminence what the USE might do for Casa Barberini. Including, naturdly, his
uncle. IsHisHoliness Urban till pope?”



Very well briefed, Barberini redized through the shock. The Society of Jesuswould be loya to the pope,
not one particular man. A change would require Vitelleschi and his brothersto shift their loyatiesto
follow.

"Y our Excdlency,” Viteleschi said, "to the best of my persond knowledge heis. If the Ambassadora
would care for the most recent information in the Society's possession?

Dottoressa Nichols nodded her assent. Barberini listened carefully as Vitelleschi reported the news he
had from Rome, which seemed to be from some hours after Barberini himsalf had |eft. The Castel
Sant'Angelo waslikely to fdl in the morning, defended asit was only by the Swiss Guard and the few
members of the Palatine Guard—part-time soldiers who seldom drilled—who had gotten to their pogtsin
time. The Spanish had asufficiency of cannon to force the gates and more than enough soldiersfor an
escalade. As soon as dawn was close enough for the men with ladders to see what they were doing, the
ancient fortresswould be overrun. Although, to hear Vitdleschi tell it, most of the cannonade wasfrom
insdethefort; the damage they were doing to their attackers would be scant consolation come morning.

Elsawherein Rome, fully haf of the cardinals whom the Barberini might have counted on for support in
the consstory were confirmed dead. Of those who remained, exactly two were accounted for asbeing
alive and escaped from the city. For the rest, there was no news and less hope.

"And s0, Y our Excdlency,” Vitelleschi concluded, "we of the Society of Jesus anticipate suppression of
our order in the event of thefal of Castdl Sant’/Angelo. Our archives have been moved to places of
safety, our brethren are evacuated. Our concern isthat there may be personswho will require asylum.
We are confident of sanctuary from His Eminence Cardina Mazzare during suchtime asheremainsa
cardina. Wefear that should he be dismissed that office, secular asylum will be required. The present
dtate of the Church makes Catholic nations unsafe, and Protestant ones are unlikely to become safer. A
right to remain for certain personsis, therefore, the matter in which I am most humbly come to petition
Y our Excdlency.”

Barberini tried not to giggle. Many though Vitelleschi's excdllent quaities were, horse trading was not a
talent he possessed. Listening to the man try was dmost embarrassing. Fortunately, Barberini redized,
this particular horse had aready been bought and paid for.

"Y our Excellency,” heinterrupted, "if it lieswithin your power, securing the person of my uncle from that
segewould be the greatest service your nation might do for me, my house, and the Most Holy Roman
Catholic Church. HisHoliness will not leave of his own accord, | must add. Any rescue must be
prepared to drag him out by main force."

"How?" the man who spoke was, if Barberini remembered correctly, the son of the USE's Admiral
Simpson. Certainly there could not be two men answering such a description—that of agiant from out of

legend.

"I know not," Barberini said, shrugging with the one shoulder that was not immobilized in bandages. He
gtill winced; the ribs might be bound tightly to help them hedl but any more than the dightest movement
was agonizing. "If no means can befoundintime, so beit. But if HisHoliness yet livesand can be
brought out from that place, there remains hope for the Church.”

"His Eminence speskstruly,” Viteleschi said. "If thisthing can bedone. . ." Heleft the question hanging.
"Surdly,” Simpson said, "the worst that happensisthat you get anew pope?’

"Perhaps the Church will survivethis, asit oncedid,” Vitelleschi said, "but she will not be the stronger for
it. An antipope is no longer athing unremarkable.”



And, hisown interests apart, Barberini redlized that there was something truein that. Thelast effort to use
military pressure on the pope had been a century ago. The future histories showed that it would happen
only once again, and then expressy only in his capacity astempord ruler of the Papa States. Would the
church, as an indtitution of men, survive once more having its spiritua leader in thethrall of atempora
king?Would HisMost Catholic Mgesty, who had surely not ordered this, whatever the tendency of his
actual ordersand the folly of the choice of agent to carry them out, take full advantage of the control he
thus acquired over the church?

Certainly, there had long been Catholics who regarded their consciences as less than fully bound asa
result of the See of Rome's partiality in this and other wars. The Church in France took pains, every few
decades, to ensure that itswillingness, under sufficient pressure, to go the way of the Churchin England
was sufficiently pointed out to Rome.

Other schisms would happen, once France was lost. The Church would shatter, and the legacy entrusted
to Peter would be lost. Did Borjaredize this? Probably not. The man was, at bottom, an ass.

"Forgive me, Father-Generd," Sanchez was saying, after awhispered conference with Simpson, "but
how recent is your information regarding the state of the Sege at Castd Sant’/Angelo?”

"One hour. No more."

"And the Swiss Guard il holdsthe inner ward?' Sanchez's questioning was intent, the earnest
concentration of aman seeking information pertinent to his professon. Vitdleschi had mentioned
something about the various military technicdities of the Sege, but Barberini had not been ableto follow
them.

"They do. The outer ward fell shortly after noon. It isthe belief of those informing methat only atoken
resistance was made, in order to buy time for the inner ward to be secured.”

Sanchez nodded. "And dl of the artillery in use a the Segeisfidd pieces?’

"So | understand. The Spanish could bring only light field pieces on the fast march they made. A sege
train may be en route, but | have no information asto that.”

"How long can they hold?' Simpson asked.

The captain of the horse who guarded the USE embassy spoke up. "I've seen yon fortress. Two hundred
men could hold it for days, wi' no Sege artillery tae fret on, unless theré's an escdade.”

"Escdade?' asked Smpson'swife. She, like the ambassadora, was a doctor, and doubtless even more
ignorant of matters military than Barberini. At least he could say he knew what an escalade was.

"An assault on thewalls by men wi' ladders, mistress,” the captain said. "I dinnae ken how long it'll take
'em tae get ladders enough to carry the walls, but it's the quickest way. The Spanish genera will haveto
be ready to spend men like water, mind ye."

"True," Sanchez said. "We may count on a certain delay while ladders are found or made. The besiegers
have men enough to assault thewhole wall of the inner ward at once, and that will ensure success.”

"The butcher'shill'sgoingto be. . . bad," Smpson said. "Even with only two hundred men that wall'sa
tough oneto get over.”

"True," Sanchez said. "The assault will likely be a dawn tomorrow."



"So soon?" Barberini asked. Hearing about the need for enough laddersto go dl the way around the
wallsof Cagtel Sant’Angelo had given him hope that the fort might hold awhile yet.

"So soon,”" Sanchez said. "Were | commanding that siege, | would have the docks raided for every
timber in the boatyards and press every carpenter | could find. The ladders need not be perfect, just
good enough. A mast with planks nailed to it isal that is needed, with some ropesto steady it. One
ladder at every five to ten paces, and the besiegers have men enough to man them. Thefirst few hundred
men over will beaforlorn hope, but eventually grenadierswill reach high enough, an establishment will be
made, and then the defense will collapse quickly. They will lose perhaps athousand men, but they have
ten thousand and no fear of counterattack."

"| thought Siegestook longer," the Ambassadora remarked.

"Ordinarily, yes" Simpson said. "Sounds like these guys have amassive advantage of numbers and nearly
all the resources they could want. And they're already insde the outer defenses, trying to take the
citadd."

"Oh," the ambassadora said. "Can we get the pope out of there?" She addressed the question to
Sanchez. Knowing what he knew of the man, Barberini would have done the same.

Sanchez shrugged. "Maybe. | would perhaps be able to bring asmall party within the inner ward and
attempt something. Thisisnot to say that the same ideawill not occur to Quevedo, of course.”

"He'd assassinate the pope?’ Simpson's expression was one of honest curiogity. For dl their cheerfulness
and generosity, these Americans could take a bloodthirsty turn at times, Barberini reflected. Thefirst
thing he had thought of when Sanchez mentioned an infiltrator into the fortresswas agate being
surreptitioudy opened to let the besiegersin.

"Likely enough,” Sanchez said, shrugging. "My heart,” he went on, addressing the ambassadora, "this may
be something we can do, or it may not. | will need to take a party of men back to Rome tonight and look
more closaly. With your permission?’

The ambassadora frowned a moment, then looked around the room at the other members of her party.
"Comments?' she asked.

"Doit," Dottoressa Smpson said.

"Only if you can manage it without getting yourselveskilled,” Dottore Nichols added. "' Forlorn hopes do
no one any good. And I'll come aong. Not in theraid itsdlf, but you'll need someone holding horses
outside, and atrained medic.”

"You sure, Dad?' the ambassadora asked.

"I'm ashoo-infor thisone" he said, leaving Barberini dightly confused. The sense of it was clear enough,
though. "I've been aMarine, and | know my trauma medicine well enough to play corpsman. Although |
could wish we had Harry dong here."

"He's got agood resuméfor it," SignoraMailey added, smiling at some private joke, doubtless
connected with the fact that she had escaped asimilar fortress only the year before. Perhaps the infamous
Harry Lefferts had been involved in that? "But like James said, don't do it if it looks too risky.”

There were no further objections. "Do it, then," the ambassadora said. "I'll go and compose adispatch
for Magdeburg. They won't be ableto tell usnot to, fortunately.”



Naturally not, Barberini thought. He wondered what diplomacy would be like when the day came that
the great radio towers were built all across the world, and princes could speak to each other directly.
Would peace result, once everything could be discussed at length, directly between rulers? Morelikely,
Barberini thought, that such ease of communication would make it more likely that they would take
offensemore easily. A plenipotentiary could be disowned, deratified, gpologized for. Insults direct from
the prince's mouth were less easily remedied. The radio diplomacy hisuncle had engaged in the year
before had certainly caused plenty of trouble.

Magdeburg
"| thought you should see that before anyone dse,” Francisco Nas said.
Mike was rereading the lengthy dispatch. ™Y ou weren't wrong. Did we have any warning of this?"

"Noneat dl. Shortly after we last poke on thissubject, | received intelligence that confirmed our initia
assessment. Borja's orders were to create political confusion in Rome, to prevent Urban from taking any
further effective action. To create, asyou remarked, alame-duck pope. The troops came from Naples,
but our news from there has been concentrating on the domestic turmoil. The troops were there to
suppresstroublein that part of Spain's possessions, and moving them isa strategic error unlessthey can
be returned swiftly enough that the rebellion is not encouraged by their absence. And plansto move them
were closely held enough that we got no wind. | will admit that our assetsin that part of the world are not
ascomprehensive as| would like. We are still not sure what Osunaiis up to; he has become remarkably
quiet these few months pagt.”

"So basically the situation isthat Borjagot awild hair up hisass and Olivaresis going to be as surprised
asweare?'

Nas chuckled. Some rulerswould not have been so understanding. A failure on this scale—and Nas
planned to light afew metaphoricd fires under severa figurative backsides come the morning, on generd
principles—would have seen him persondly lucky to be dlowed to resign dive. "Most succinctly put.
More surprising still isthe response of our embassy in Rome. Without for one moment wishing to ensure
the embarrassment is spread aswidely aspossble, | think State will be responsible for the brick that will
be found, come the morning, in the royd privy of Gustavus Adolphus. But we do have someradio time
left. Do you wish meto ingtruct Sharon to call it off?"

Mike closed his eyes, and appeared to be thinking very hard and very fast. "No, she's done the right
thing. She'sgiven meafait accompli that I've pretty much got to play dong with. Remember, my sister
signed off on that deal aswell. Be kind of hard to go back on it now, and I'd prefer usto have agood
name for keegping our bargains. Were heping the only friendswerelikely to havein Itay for along time
to come, if Borjapullsthis off, and we're trying to toss awrench into the works for the biggest enemy
weve got. | can't seethat anyone's going to blame us, or even be surprised, much.”

"Sowegowithit?'

"Wego withit," Mike said. "Get amessage back to Sharon, tell her that al her actionsto date are
ratified, to ask for alist of persons desiring asylum as soon as she can plausibly clam to have had a
message back to us and, uh, wish her and the team she sent in to Rome luck."

"Luck?"

"Yep." Mike grinned, broadly. "How many divisons has the pope? Right now, quite afew, evenif they're
in the wrong place to do him any good. Next week, if he gets out of Castel Sant'’Angelo, none. | think the



results might be, ah, interesting. And very embarrassing for Spain.”

Chapter 39

Rome

Frank clutched hisleft hand tight in against himself, squatting down and pressing it between histhigh and
belly. It wouldn't be so bad if it would just settle down and hurt. But just when he thought he'd gotten
used to it, it'd start throbbing again. And held get to thinking about the fact that he had only three fingers
on hisleft hand now.

That was better than poor Benito, who had asplinter of one of the tables he'd waited take one of hisears
off and rip his cheek down to the bone. Dino had taken a nasty crack to the head diving for cover when
they sent thelast volley of musket fireinto the building. Both of them were sitting in back, watching the
cdlar gairsand feding sorry for themselves. Everyone else had various cuts and bruises and therewas a
lot of coughing going on.

Sure, no one had been killed yet, on either Side, asfar as Frank could tell. And the two near-things they'd
had with fires starting about the place had been put out before they did more than maketheair in the
place foul and vileto breathe. It had dl just been onelittle accident after another. They had plenty of
furniture to hide behind, and that, behind sold brick walls, made pretty effective protection againgt musket
balls. Some of the ricochets were alittle scary, but by the time they'd made a couple of bouncesthey
were pretty much spent. One of Piero's friends had gotten hit in the ass, which had made him yelp, but
the bullet hadn't even gone through his coéttails. Therewas abit of a scorch mark and he'd have abruise,
but everyone had gotten alaugh out of it.

They'd run out of lamp oil on the upper floors nearly an hour ago now, and the soldiers out front, who'd
got themselves into pogitionsin the house across the street so they weren't standing in the open to shoot,
had settled down to occasiondly letting fly with afew shots, asfar as Frank could tell, just to let
everyoneingde know they were there.

"Time, yet?' Fiero asked, "Only it's getting late, and there'sthis girl—"

"Therésdwaysagirl," Frank retorted, grinning back with only adight flinch as another couple of musket
balls splintered through the increasingly threadbare shutters to ping and whine around the room. "B,
yes, it's getting about that time. Nearly dusk." They'd decided on that, earlier, so that when the women
and kids and invaids were making their getaway they'd have the best chance they could. And the guys
who surrendered could say they'd only been doing it to buy them sometimeto get away. That was
assuming they hadn't got out dready. There probably wasn't anything stopping anyone in one of the other



houses on this street from just going out and walking away. None of the soldiers seemed to be paying
any attention to them, either as placesto sack or possible routes into Frank's place.

"Do we even have awhite flag?' Piero asked.

"Bound to be ashirt we can use," Frank said. "And | think there's abroom handle behind the bar. That
oughttodoit.”

"Y ou redize we're probably going to get a beating even before the Inquisition starts asking us questions,
right?' Piero was|ooking serious for amoment.

"Yeah, I'dfigured," Frank said, although he hadn't. Made sense, though. These guys could've been off
robbing the Vatican while they'd been trying to get in here, and a couple of them had been winged or
scorched right at the start of the day. They'd be pissed. And Frank knew all about what jocks did when
they got pissed. They found someone smaler and weaker than them to take it out on. Somehow Frank
didn't think he'd be running any pranks on these guys, either.

It was, as hisdad would say, abummer. Still, it beat being dead. "I'll get the white flag and tell the
wounded guysto get out,” he said. "Y ou remind everyone that when we get taken to the Inquisition, we
tell 'em everything. No sense getting tortured, and we haven't committed any heresy, so theworst they
candoislock usup for awhile."

"I wish | shared your confidence that that would stop them,” Piero said. "I have heard stories about the
Spanish Inquigtion.”

"It'sthat or total despair, right at the moment,” Frank said.

"Despair hasthisto say for it, Frank: why did they come straight here?!

Frank heaved asigh. Hed been hoping that the silence on that subject was because no one but him had
noticed. "They want me, Piero. When | go out, I'll ask if me surrendering will mean the rest of you get
out, okay? | wasn't going to say anything, and don't tell anyone because | don't want anyonetrying to be
ahero on my account."

Piero frowned. "What? And let you be a hero on our account?' Frank's expresson must have been all
the answer he needed. "Fine, fine. Whatever, we've saved nearly everyone, yes? Do what you fed you
haveto, but I'll not be running if it comesto it."

Frank shook his head. "Nuts, dl of you," he said, and scuttled off to find awhiteflag.

Waiting for alull in the shooting was a nervous few moments for Frank, because to get where he could
poke the flag out through a ruined shutter he needed to get in front of the barricade of furniture. Someone
over the street must've spotted the movement, because suddenly every single bullet that came over came
through the window he was crouched under. Bits of glass and splinters of wood fdll al over him and he
couldn't help screwing up his eyes and trying to burrow in to cracksin the plaster. Muskets might not be
real accurate weapons, but across the width of astreet they did just fine. A few seconds pause, and he
thrugt the broomhandle with its dirty dishrag attached out into the evening sunlight.

A couple more shots and then there was shouting from outside. No more shooting. He got up and looked
out of the window, holding the flag out and waving it as vigoroudy as he dared. Every last bit of him
wanted to dive back behind the barricade and cower there like amouse.

Someone across the street leaned out of his window and shouted something at Frank. Problem number
one, he thought. "No hablo espafiol!" he shouted back, hoping that that was the right language, and at the



sametime using pretty much the whole of hisvocabulary init.

"Momento! " came the shout back, followed by something that included what sounded like " capitan.”
Werethey tdling him to wait for an officer? He hoped so.

A nervouswait. Five minutes? An hour? The soldiers across the street were leaning out of their windows
and hollering to where, Frank could now see, they had a barricade of their own up. Somewhere to watch
the action from shelter. Their barricade was alot more professional |ooking than the ones Frank had
been squatting behind al day, and there seemed to be afair number of horses down there, too.

Frank squinted againgt the glare of the setting sun, which had now moved around to shine the other way
along the street. Definitely horses, maybe two dozen. What use were cavalry going to be? Or maybe they
just had alot of officers here. And then Frank remembered what else horses did on battlefields. He
couldn't see them from where he was, but he waswilling to bet there were at |east a couple of cannon
waiting behind that barricade. Looks like we did this just in the nick of time, he thought.

Then acouple of guys emerged from behind the barricade and began walking briskly up to where Frank
was. One of them was holding a pole-arm of some sort, Frank couldn't remember which name went with
which weapon, but it was the one with a big spike and an axe-blade. Some sort of white cloth had been
tiedtoit.

Frank sighed in relief. They were willing to talk, then. Best news héld had dl day. When the two soldiers
got closer, Frank saw that they were an officer-type, al fancy clothes and waxed moustaches and
wearing asword, and another, older guy who, if you cut him in haf, probably had "sergeant” written right
through him. When they reached Frank, the sergeant immediately planted the staff of hisweapon and
began to lean on it with the air of aman who could, in that position, loaf dl day. The officer took a
congderably more martia stance, feet apart, hands clagped behind him.

"I am Don Vincente Jose-Maria Castro y Papas, Captain in the army of His Most Catholic Mgesty of
Spain,” hesaid, in good, if accented, forma Itdian. "To whom do | have the honor of spesking?!

"Uh, Frank Stone, of Lothlorien." Frank wasimpressed in spite of himsdlf. This guy was being polite and
civil even though he and his men had spent dl day being shot at and firebombed by Frank and his guys.
Maybe the fact that no one had gotten badly hurt yet helped. "I was hoping we could discuss surrender,”
he went on, redlizing as he did so theat, hippie upbringing or not, sensible tactica decision or not, he felt
deeply ashamed.

Don Vincente'siron mask dipped amoment. He seemed, for just an instant, genuinely saddened. When
he spoke again, he had softened histone till further.

"Sefior Stone," he said, "1 am aman under authority. | have orders to accept no surrender and to reduce
your resistance by force of arms. Apparently the Inquisition does not want you to surrender voluntarily.
Themost | can say isthat | have no orders to ensure the death of you and al your comrades, and, more,
that | would refuse ordersto fire on aflag of parley. But | cannot take your surrender.”

Frank looked back at Don Vincente. The man seemed genuinely upset by what he was being ordered to
do. "Isthere someway around your orders?" he asked, "Weve only held out long enough to let the
women and children get away."

"Some of them," Don Vincente sad.

Frank just looked at him, hoping like hdll that that didn't mean—



"We discovered awoman, acripple and some children attempting to escape from where you had hidden
them aong the street, there." Don Vincente shrugged. "One of them was identified as your wife. If there
were more, and note that | carefully do not ask that question of you for | would not have you stain your
honor with even aruse of war, the search the inquisitor ordered me to make did not revea them.”

Frank suspected there was awhole other story behind that little summary, not least because the sergeant
there was grinning his head off, but he was too overtaken by shock to processit properly. Giovanna
captured!

Don Vincente must have figured out how Frank was fedling, because he went on to say, "Alasfor my
good name with the inquisitor, the cripple and the children made good their escape. The sergeant here,
you will note, isbeing punished for it. | am making him carry that heavy burden"—the sergeant flicked the
white cloth tied to his wegpon to show which burden was meant—"in the hopesthat it will cure his most
unmilitary doth. | fear the manisirredeemably lazy. Had | known of his shirking tendencies earlier, |
might have ordered some other man to search the building. Who knows what he missed?’

The wide, eagle-wing mustachios flickered once, briefly. Even Frank, standing close enough to smell the
man, could not swear that he had smiled.

Giovanna captured! He could see how it had gone. They had tried to sneak out in small groups.
Giovannawould have inssted on making the firdt, riskiest, run. And someone, probably someonewho'd
been aregular at Frank's Place, had taken money to point her out to the inquisitor. And if the inquisitor
hadn't pissed this Captain Don Vincente-whatever off, everyone & se would've been caught too. Or
maybe the inquisitor hadn't doneit by himself. Everything about Don Vincente said he was aman who
might be afirst-class bastard any way you looked at him, but he had his honor and orders could go right
to hell. Ordering him to knowingly daughter civilians—especidly cripples and children—probably grated
like abitch with the guy. Yay for hidalgo honor, Frank thought.

Frank reckoned he'd probably have got on okay with the guy, another time and place. Hell, Ruy wasa
nice guy once you got past the weirdness and the constant stream of wisecracks. He took a deep bregth.
"Don Vincente, isthere any chance your inquisitor would be satisfied with just my surrender?”

"My ordersare for everyone," Don Vincente said, his eyes narrowing, like he was weighing Frank up
afresh. "'l will inquire asto the specifics. | will offer no great hope in the matter, please understand.” He
turned and barked a stream of Spanish at the sergeant, who snapped up straight, brought his weapon up
in some kind of saute, and marched off at a surprising turn of speed for aman supposed to besuch a
layabout.

"l seeyou brought cannon,” Frank said, trying to combine smal tak and intelligence-gathering in onefell
SWOOp.

"Indeed," Don Vincente said, apparently not too troubled about what Frank knew. "Only the horses can
be seen from here, but | have been given three medium field pieces with which to blast away into your
dwelling. A shot or two through your front door, now that your burning oil is exhausted, will open it
handily. Except, of course, that this street is not wide enough for the gun to recoil without smashing
againg the house behind me. But, theinquisitor ordered cannon, so cannon | must use. | will fire onthe
oblique, from aong the street. No more than afew hours cannonade will create asmdl breach, certainto
be a death-trap to any man attempting to forceit. But forceit we shdl. | have nearly three hundred men
in this neighborhood now, as various parties of men have been sent to reinforce my company.”

"Right," Frank said. "And, maybe, if those guys got through the breach and didn't get daughtered doingit,
they might beinclined to take prisoners?’



"Indeed," Don Vincente said, not cracking hisface one bit. "And the inquisitor would be most
disappointed if we did not take one or two prisoners. | will order amost careful search of the remainder
of the premises for anyone who might be hiding, for example on an upper floor or in acdlar. It might be
that my sergeant will redeem himself of hisbesetting sin of doth? 1 certainly pray God that the fellow
takes the path of righteousness.”

Frank smiled, then. "He has an excellent exampleto follow, Don Vincente," he said. "I seethat you
follow every order you are given to the letter.”

Don Vincente inclined his head briefly to acknowledge the compliment. "'l see that my worthless layabout
of asergeant isreturned.”

Another exchange of Spanish, and Don Vincente turned back to Frank. "I must regretfully inform you
that this parley is concluded. The inquisitor demandsto know why | have not shot or arrested you. May |
request afurther haf-hour'struce while | explain to the tiresome fellow what awhite flag actualy
ggnifies?’

"By dl means" Frank said, grinning in spite of himsaf.

"| shal have abugle blown at the end of the haf-hour, Sefior Stone. Until we meet again, | wish you
much joy of theday."

With that, and no further ceremony, Don Vincente and his sergeant walked away.

"Shit," Frank said, and went ingdeto tell the other guys.

Chapter 40

Rome
"Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz, you arejust plain fregkin' nuts.”

Even in the gathering gloom, Tom could see the man's grin and the way the mustachios flared like the
wingsof abird. Tom knew what kind of bird, too. A loon. "No, my way is perfect sanity. |, Ruy Sanchez
de Casador y Ortiz, am perfectly sound of wits. It isthose who would turn down the chance for such a
magnificent adventure who are, asyou say, freakin' nuts. And if we succeed, it will be spoken of ina
thousand years."

Tom snickered. "Y eah, they'll be saying jeez, wer e those guys nuts, or what? Or possibly, man, that
was a horrible way to die!



Darkness had dl but fallen, the sky apae and purplish hue and the sun well down behind the skyline of
Rome, if not fully over the horizon quite yet. And here they were, loafing about in plain view on the left
bank of the Tiber, looking acrosstheriver at the Castel Sant'/Angelo. The Ponte Sant’/Angelo was out of
the question, but Ruy was talking about boats as away out of the city, and, now, away acrossto the
Cagte itself. Two birdswith one stone.

They'd left Doctor Nichols and a couple of Marines downriver aways. They'd ridden around to the
south, right through the gate as bold as brass, and | eft the horses, the doctor, and asmall guard with
ordersto pick their way out of the city. The doctor had gotten away with his rather distinctive
appearance so far by being dressed up as a Spanish soldier. They didn't have many black soldiers, but
there were nevertheless afew who, through one misadventure or another, ended up bouncing around
Europe. Tom had seen a couple asfar north as Thuringia, athough hadn't had much chanceto talk to
them. Ruy said that in asoldier's outfit, Doctor Nicholswould attract mild curiosity, but would pose no
particular problem.

Now, though, having seen what Ruy thought amounted to a perfectly reasonable proposition, Tom was
beginning to doubt the man's sanity. To start with, there was the Castel Sant'/Angelo itself. Thewadlls
were, from the looks, thirty to forty feet high. And guarded by enough men to keep up a constant
cannonade from behind them. Therewas no telling if, or when, they'd take it into their headsto lob afew
shellsover to thisside of theriver. For now, they were pasting the general area around their fortress with
abombard shell every thirty seconds or so.

There didn't seem to be any pattern to it. Just, every now and then, aloud crash and, againgt the softly
glowing evening sky, atrail of gparkswould shoot up from somewhere insde the fort, arch over, and
drop with a crash somewherein the buildings around the fort. About every fourth shot was adud, but
otherwise there would then, amoment or two later, be a crack and a puff of smoke shot through with a
flare of yellow flame. Sometimes, if the bombardiers got lucky, afew screams.

Which was bad enough. But to get a chance to get blown up on the way to the sheer wallsand dert
guards, they first had to get past what looked like, alowing for the dim light, the entire Spanish army. Al
of whom had their attention very, very firmly fixed on the aforementioned sheer-walled fortressand its
dert guards, et cetera.

The plan to get across the river seemed sound enough. Most of the wall was pretty well lit up with
bonfiresthat the besiegers had lit, just outside accurate shooting distance. The exception was on this near
Sde, wherethe fortress stood right at the riverside. The main defense here wastheriver itself, and getting
acrosstheriver to the esplanade under the fort walls basically meant coming right under the fort's guns.
So there were no firesthere, and the fires to either side cast long, deep shadows right along the wall.
Oncethey got that far, they would be dl but invisible. The Spanish commander had apparently decided
that sending men over there was awaste, a certain daughter as there was no cover anywhere on the
Ponte Angelo. He had simply |eft aguard force on the near end of bridge to contain any sdly the
defenders might make.

Thaose guys, apart from a couple of sentries watching along the bridge, had taken the sensible view that
two hundred Swiss Guards weren't going to be attempting a daring breakout any time soon and had
gotten comfortable, with smal fireshere and there and afair few of them stretched out either side of the
road exercisng asoldier's privilege of racking out when nothing interesting was happening.

Meanwhile, down on theriver, there was actudly still someriver traffic. There were boatmen whoran a
taxi service, and afew were still plying for hire. Tom had no doubt that some of those boats were

carrying refugees, sneaking out of the city by one of the many routes the invaders couldn't watch. There
weren't many, though. Just enough for cover. The rest of the boats were clustered at piers up and down



theriver, tied up against the day when the shooting stopped and people wanted rides again. If they could
just get the pope on one of those boats and downstream out of the city, they could retrieve the horses
and get the hell out of Dodge alot faster than any pursuit could be organized and get after them. That
would give them a chance to break contact, and once they did that and it out across country, the
chances of getting caught before they had the pope well on hisway to whatever sanctuary his people
thought best were actudly pretty smal.

Thetrick was going to be bringing that happy outcome about without indulging in what looked likea
messy and elaborate suicide.

"Did we even bring arope?' Tom asked, trying to figure out how the hell they were going to get over that
wal.

"Havefaith, Sefior Smpson,” Ruy said. "We are about the Lord'swork."

"On amisson from God, eh? Put like thet, I've no reason to worry at dl. I'm certainly not thinking thet, in
fact, you don't have aplan of any kind at dl for this. Not in the least.”

"Plans? Faugh. The playthings of lesser intdllects. I, Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz, need no plan.
Insult me no further with such talk, Sefior Smpson. We must stedl, | think, four boats.”

"Four boats?' Tom looked around, wondering what kind of counting system the old guy was using.
They'd started out with Ruy, Tom himsdlf, Doctor Nichols, Captain Taggart and sx Marines. Three of
the Marines had stayed with Doctor Nichols, leaving six to get acrosstheriver. Either Sanchez was
planning on stedling redlly, redlly small boats, or he wasimprovisng madly and a spare or three were
going to comein to it somewhere.

"Indeed. Four boats. To ensure that none of them sink. Listen, Sefior Simpson, to the voice of
experience.”

"Thisisgoing to be good, isn't it?*

"The best advice dwaysis. Asyou are aware, al pursuit of the profession of armsis attended by amost
malign imp, ahdll-gpawn shat from the very asshole of Satan himsdlf, whose sole ddlight isin ensuring thet
if, inthe affairs of mortal men, it can go wrong, it will."

Tom nodded. "We Americanscal him 'Murphy.' "

"Truly? Then you are not a people aswholly divorced from redlity as | had thought. But no matter. Were
weto stedl exactly sufficient boats to accomplish our task, nothing is surer that one of them would spring
aleak, or we should be struck by arandom shot in the dark. Nothing, but nothing, would be surer. But if
we provide oursel ves with more boats than we need—"

"Thenif al of them float, then weve goneto alot of wasted time and effort, yes, | see what you're
saying.”

"Logic. Reason. |, Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz, am truly amaster of these disciplines. Ah, hereare
the very craft we require.”

While they had been talking Ruy had been leading them down a set of steps to where awooden jetty
was home to a couple of dozen rowboats. Most of them |looked like they could take a couple of
passengers at least in addition to whoever was going to be rowing them. There were even a couple of
bigger models. They were dl unattended. And dl lacked oars. Well, that made sense. Like not leaving
the keysinyour car. Tom looked around for somewhere that might be an oar-storage shed, but wasn't



seeing one anywhere. And then he heard the sound of splintering wood over the sounds of the battle on
thefar sde of theriver.

Ruy'sdirect gpproach in action again. He had gotten the Marines organized ripping the smple bench
seats out of several of the boats, to use as paddles, it looked like. They were using their forage axesto
pry the things out, and had so far manage to free one of them. Well, if it's that simple, Tom thought, and
stepped into one of the smdler boats that they dmost certainly wouldn't be using. Now, the Marines
were dl wdl-built guys, tough, wiry customers that no one would want to messwith casudly. Tom, on
the other hand, till had the build of anearly-pro footballer and hadn't stinted any on his exercise regime
sgncethe Ring of Fire. One swift tug, and athwart came up in hishand. A twist and the pegs at the other
end gave way. He ripped out threein quick succession, during which time the Marines had gotten one
more out. "How many more do we need?" he asked brightly, noting the look on Ruy'sface.

"Three more should suffice," Ruy said, momentarily at alossfor words, which Tom judged entirely worth
the grazed knuckles he'd picked up.

Tom looked across. It was maybe two hundred yards, and the river didn't seem to bein full flood; there
was alittle mud showing under the jetty on thisside, and the same on one alittle upstream of the fortress
on the other. It wouldn't be so bad. From here, with alittle effort, they could get across to the shadows
under the bridge on the other side. Hopefully, the boats wouldn't be noticed, because with only Captain
Taggart and three Marinesto keep an eye on them, they were relying entirely on stedlth for that part of
the mission. Tom couldn't help fedling that maybe, just maybe, they needed a bit more planning than they
were doing. On the other hand, Ruy had been pulling crazy stuntslike thisfor longer than Tom had been
aive, so maybe he was approaching this asjust another routine rescue of amajor spiritual |eader against
thousand-to-one odds. Done it a dozen times before. Could do it again in my sleep. Suitably
embdllished with gppropriately Catdan curlicues and declarations of honor and willingnessto daredl in
pursuit of hisgod, of course.

Tom couldn't help thinking, as he helped drag the boats off the mud and into the water, of Sean Connery
inal those action-movie roles he had played wdll into hisfifties or sixties. Not that that was any guideto
redlity, but it was getting remarkably easy to imagine Ruy with a Scots accent.

The paddle across the river, the sweating, sore back and blistered hands apart, proved to be fairly easy.
Pulling the boats up on to the mud below the river wall, only alittle trickier. Tom's boots, filled asthey
were with ahair over two hundred and seventy pounds of footballer, sunk a bit deeper than everyone
elsg's, and it was dl he could do not to lose one of them.

There were steps up to the esplanade. Tom was just craning his neck to seeif there was any cover at the
top when Ruy started strolling up them, for al the world asif he was on a pleasant evening promenade
without acarein the world.

"Areyou nuts?' Tom hissed, wondering as he did so why he wastrying to whisper. Between dl the
shouting and shooting and the regular firing of bombards from insde thefort, even if he could have been
heard, anyone who might have been listening was probably halfway to deaf anyway.

Ruy turned back and the low light of the evening, the moon not yet risen, revedled awide grin. " Sefior
Simpson, nothing is surer to make a sentry want to shoot than the sight of aman creeping up on the
fortress he guards. So, we do not creep up.”

"But those guys,” Tom said, jerking athumb over his shoulder to indicate the several hundred soldiers
waiting on the opposite bank of the Tiber. "They're going to see you for sure.”

"Arethey? A man, two hundred yards away, in the dark, with fires there’—he pointed toward one side



of the fort—"and there"—he pointed to the other—"to dazzle their eyes? 1 think not, Sefior Simpson. In
this place, sefior, we arein the safest placein Rome this evening.”

Put like that, it did make atwisted kind of sense. There was the old joke about waking confidently with a
piece of paper in your hand. Tom hadn't ever tried it, and suspected that like a great many such things
that "everyone' knew, it wasalot of hooey. Still—

"I hope you know what you're doing," he muttered as he followed Ruy up the steps.

"A"ken richt wed whit hesdeain,'" Tom heard from behind him. "Bein' amad bampot Spaniard, like
aways." It did nothing for Tom's confidence that the Marine who'd said it had known Ruy alot longer
than he had.

Ruy had got out of sight briefly at the top of the steps, and when Tom got to the top and saw what Ruy
was doing, it was dl he could do not to turn tail and flee, gibbering in terror. Ruy was striding acrossthe
esplanade, looking up at the battlements of one of the corner bastions wherethewall was alittle lower,
maybe twenty feet, and waving his hat.

From above, ahdmet wasjust visible, peering down at the gpparent lunatic making aone-man, unarmed
assault without aladder on a battlemented fortresswall. There was amusket up there, and even in the
dim light Tom could seethat it wasn't leveled. Yet.

"Hello thefort!" Ruy cdled out, in what sounded like the Roman didect of Itaian that Tom had been
hearing about the place thislast couple of weeks.

Tom couldn't quite catch what got shouted back, being afew yards behind the lunatic Catalan and more
occupied with looking around for the small horde of Spanish soldiers who were, he was sure, going to
come thundering into view a any moment to do for the pair of them.

He heard Ruy's response, though. "My nameis Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz. I'm here to rescue the
pope. Please lower arope!”

Tom groaned. The least they could expect now was to learn some Swiss swearwords. He strained his
earsfor the sound of muskets being cocked, peered into the shadows between the battlements for the
glow of matches being blown on for ashot. He had maybe three, four pacesto go and if he dived down
the steps he probably wouldn't suffer more than minor scrapes and bruises.

Whatever the answer actualy was, and again Tom didn't quite catch it, Ruy turned and smiled. "Did I,
Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz, not counsd faith? A humble trust in divine providence? He has gone to
fetch an officer.”

"He needs orders to shoot us?'

Ruy shrugged. "Thisthey will not do. We are no thregt. If there is an assault sent from across the bridge,
then they will shoot us. For now, we are sSmply two men outside the walls. We are no threet, nor likely
to be one”

"Can't you get them to open agate for us?' Tom said, not liking the idea of climbing aropeto get up over
that wall. Right here they werein fairly deep shadow, cast dong the wall by the corner bastion from the
bonfire further dong the riverbank. They'd have to go into the light some to reach the door at the
midpoint of thewall, but it looked like an easier bet dl round than trying to get over thewall just here.

"It will be barricaded. They will suspect atrick if weinsst on that being opened,” Ruy said. "Besides,
what cause have you to complain? Y ou are young, and strong. | am the aged and infirm member of this



"Aged and infirm maybe,” Tom muttered, "but with the mind of ateenager.”
There was movement above, and a shout of *\Who did you say you were?"

"Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz, and with meis Signor Thomas Simpson of the Embassy of the United

States of Europe. We are here to rescue His Holiness." Ruy was now standing right in the shadows under
thewadl, practicaly invisble even from five feet away where Tom was sanding. Method in his madness,
Tom thought.

The madness part had been spotted by whoever was on top of thewall. Tom didn't quite catch all of the
idiom, but he figured "madder than ahatful of assholes’ was probably afair trandation.

"Precisdly!" Ruy shouted back, "No one will be expecting it! May we come in and discuss the matter like
gentlemen, or will you keep us out here dl night like unwelcome peddiers?’

A shout came back that they should wait. A few nervous minutes later and apair of thick ropes dropped
over thewdl.

"See?' Ruy said, grabbing arope and bracing one boot against the wall to begin the climb. "Now for the
difficult part.”

"Getting out dive?' Tom said, giving the rope an experimentd tug. It seemed to be securdly attached. It
better be, given what he weighed.

"No," Ruy said, between grunts of effort. ""Persuading His Holiness to come with us.”

It would pretty much figure that the pope would be as nuts as everyone €l se was acting tonight and want
to stay in here. He's nuts? Tom Smpson, you're going in there with him. "Right,” Tom said, and
began to climb.

Chapter 41

Rome

"I cannot believe that just worked,” Tom said, as he hauled himsdlf over the parapet onto the lower
battlement of the Bastion of St. John of the Castdl Sant'/Angelo. "Did someone forget to pay the redlity
bill?"



That got him awhole series of frowns. From Ruy, because held used an idiom that wouldn't mean squat
for about three hun—well, maybe ahundred years, if eectricity caught on here the way it had up-time.
From about a dozen suspicious-looking Swiss Guards, aredly suspicious-looking Swiss Guard officer
and severd incredibly suspicious-looking priests, because hedd said it in English, and they didn't appear to
understand the language. All of the guards were armed; halberds, dung matchlock muskets and each with
hisown individua assortment of close-quarter mayhem. Plus grenades. He noticed that Ruy was very
ostentatioudy keeping hishandswell clear of hiswegpons, and he did the same. "Hi!" he said, brightly
and with abig amile. "Tom Simpson, pleased to meet you," he added, amost certain heéd mangled the
Italian held switched to.

The Swiss Guard officer nodded. "Adolf Weisser, and it is an honor to meet you aso, Signor Simpson. |
understand you are one of the Americanswho are said to be from the future? For the moment | take it on
trust that you gentlemen are who you claimto be."

"| am, athough these days I'm from the United States of Europe,” he said. "Has Sefior Sanchez aready
asked for an audience with the Holy Father?"

"I had not," Ruy said, "but thisisindeed why we are here."

"I do not seethat thisisagood idea," Weisser said. "Thisman isa Spaniard, and while you clam to be
one of the Americans, | have no way of knowing if what you say istrue. An assassn, & thistime, would
spare those outside our walls agreat ded of trouble.”

"I understand your problem,” Tom said. "Have you heard about the technicd marvelswe Americans are

capable of 7'
"I have," one of the priests said, not bothering to introduce himself.

Tom decided the man was probably an inquisitor, or whatever branch of the church it wasthat did the
pope's spying for him. Hed boned up alittle on the ditinctive dress of the various religious orders within
the Catholic Church and from the looks, this guy was a Jesuit. "If | could just show you one or two
things, | think | can prove I'm not with the Spanish army. For what it'sworth, Sefior Sanchez hereis
married to Dottoressa Nichols, our ambassadorato the Holy See, and the prime minister of the United
States, Michael Stearns, ismy brother-in-law. Now," he dug in his pocket, "see here—"

They'd anticipated this problem during the brief—very brief—planning sesson they'd had beforeriding
back to Rome. Aswdll as getting a short message from Cardina Barberini that would identify them to the
pope—committed to memory, asit would work pretty well for anyone who captured the message—Tom
had picked up afew itemsthat they had had among the embassy party that were unquestionably up-time
inorigin. A solar-powered four-function caculator, alittle flashlight whose batteries were currently
charged courtesy of agreat ded of sweat from one of the radio guys and the pedal generator that usualy
went to working the radio, and his own persona shotgun. Origindly belonging to Dan Frog, it wasared
hit with the Swiss Guards, who politely asked to seeit fire. Tom had brought awhole satchelful of rounds
for it, some of thefirst coming out of the new munitionsworks at Suhl producing percussion-cap rounds
for the private market, and |et off three cartridges of buckshot in the generd direction of the Spanish
army by way of demondtration.

Naturally, they wanted to know how it worked, and they took turns away from trying to see what the
Spaniards were doing past the ring of bonfiresto listen attentively while he explained the cartridges and
the pump-action mechanism. The questionswere intdlligent, and they were dl professonaly impressed
with such a convenient and useful weapon.

Tom decided he could get to like the Swiss Guards. He gtill kept in touch with the German



ex-mercenariesin the regiment hed helped organize just after the Ring of Fire, and the Swiss Guards
were fromasmilar mold. A little less rough-and-ready, what with having to be on their best behavior at
various church functions al the time, but basically the same. And after having dedlt with a dozen different
didects of German, Tom found the Swiss diaect pretty easy to understand within afew minutes. While
he was chatting with the Guards, Ruy had been convincing the Jesuit who had spoken that they were safe
to be alowed into the papa presence, even agreeing that they would check their weapons at the door of
the audience chamber. The Guards seemed fairly sorry to see the shotgun go, if nothing else.

Getting to see the pope turned out to be something of atrek. Once out of the bastion, the interior of the
Cagtel Sant’Angdlo's citadel was alot more convoluted than it had been when Tom had played tourist
there as ateenager, when it had been a museum. The building had had anearly two thousand year history
by then and Tom had found it confusing. Now, a sixteen hundred years and aworking fortress and
prison rather than amuseum, it was even worse. There was the detritus of extensive renovation and
building works shoved aside everywhere, and the place was full of scurrying priests, nuns, and assorted
guyswith guns and other wegpons who were being soldiersfor the day.

The route up through the central keep of the Castd Sant’Angelo, which had begun life as the Mausoleum
of the Emperor Hadrian, was like traveling through alayered history of Roman architecture, starting with
theremains of the origina tomb at the bottom, aspird corridor up through the monument, proceeding to
the medieva prison level and thence up to the renai ssance apartments built on the top of the fortress, an
oblong block of papa luxury standing across the drum of classicd fortification.

HisHolinesswas, of al places, on the roof. He was dressed in what Tom had to suppose had to be
cdled "civilian" clothes, dthough they were acouple of decades out of fashion and rather
expensve-looking. Therewasasmall breastplate in evidence and ahelmet on the table next to him.
Clearly what the well-dressed pope wore to a battle. In fact, there seemed to be no cardinals nor
bishops nor any other senior clergy in evidence. The only priests Tom could see werein theregular dress
of ordinary priests or Jesuits and one or two other orders of priests that Tom didn't know well enough to

tell apart.

That figured. If what Barberini had seen wastypical, any senior priest in this place was on a hit-list of
somekind. Either they'd heard the same story or were smart enough to figureit out, and were ready to
take it on thelam incognito. And the fact that they were dl ready to run pretty much summed up the way
they were thinking inside the Castel Sant’/Angelo.

One of the priests who had guided them up to the papa presence went over to converse with the aides
surrounding the pope. Looking around, Tom could see that the rooftop had a commanding view of the
defenses, dthough if the army outside got any artillery worth the name organized it wasgoing to bea
place they'd haveto get the hell out of pretty quickly.

While they waited, he turned to Ruy, who was leaning over the parapet watching the gunners below
heave and grunt to service their bombards. "Y ou reckon they can hold here?' he asked, quietly.

"No," Ruy said, not taking his eyes from the sight of the men laboring over the bombards by torchlight
below. "Thefirs escalade will carry thewall, possibly in many places a once. With more men, moretime
to prepare, or the outer defenses intact, or any of ahundred other things not as they are, there might be
hope for some days. Asitis?' Ruy shrugged. "And they know it. But these are the Swiss Guard. Itisa
little more than a hundred years since they died, amost to the last man, guarding a pope. They will not
surrender so long asHisHoliness till stands here, hisflag flying.”

"l wonder if they'vetried asking for terms.”



"I know not. It would certainly seem like the prudent course, and there is no good reason why they
should not leave with full military honors." Ruy sucked at his mustaches amoment. "No reason for a
reasonable beseger to refuse such, of course. They would wish HisHoliness given into their captivity
firgt, which of course they cannot do, but if His Holiness surrendered himsel f—"

"l wonder if he offered?’
Ruy shrugged. "Wewill discover thismomentarily,” he said.

Therewastime for four more bombard shotsto go off. From here, Tom could see that they were
mounted on the battlements of the inner keep, three stories below. They were being worked by crews
that conssted mostly of uniformed Swiss Guards, another sign that the fortress had been caught woefully
unprepared. If there were professiona gunnersto work those cannon, they had been caught outside the
castle. Tom wondered what they were achieving with al that effort, other than to pissthe attackers off.
There were regular cannon on the walls aswell, gunsfixed to fire out over the outer defenses, and maybe
cover the outer part of the outer ward. Maybe they could be depressed to cover the inner ward, but it
didn't ook likeit. They might be some help if the walls of the inner ward were about to fal, but again it
didn't gppear asthough they'd depressto fire that close. Maybe there were guns lower down that would
serve. Ruy didn't seem to think so, though. And, when it came down to it, with thousands of attackersin
the assault there would be little the cannon would achieve anyway. They took minutesto load, and were
hard to aim accurately. The medieva inner defenses of the Castel Sant'’Angelo depended on having a
great deal of manpower to make them effective. Tom had to admire the poor doomed bastards who
were going to try anyway. And if the army outside isreally alert for escapers, we'll end up joining
‘em.

"HisHolinesswill see you now," said the priest who had guided them up.

Tom had been expecting an old guy—somehow he had been imagining someone who looked like John
Paul 11, the only pope he had ever known back up-time.

"Y our Holiness does us much honor," Ruy said, and kndlt. Tom wasn't sure of protocol for a
non-Catholic visiting a pope, so hefollowed what Ruy was doing.

"A rescue party of two?" the pope asked, when they had regained their feet. "I have heard much of the
marvel ous machines possessed by the Americans. Can it be that some such contrivanceisto be
employed? An airplane, perhgps?’ There seemed to be genuine yearning in hisvoice at that last.

"Your Holiness," Ruy said, "no great wonders, smply mysdlf and some few brave companions. We bring
an offer of the assistance of the United States of Europe, and asylum in that nation if Y our Holiness so
desires.”

"Alas, | cannot abandon—"
"Your Holiness," Tom said, "that's so much crap. It'syou they want to kill."

The pope's old-fashioned look in reply had a good three hundred years head start on any such look Tom
had ever had before. "Did they desire only that, Signor Simpson, they would have accepted my offer to
give mysdlf into their hands. Asit s, al offers of parley have been rgected.”

"That figures," Tom said. "They can't just shoot you after taking you prisoner; that makes you amartyr.
Have you heard what's happening to cardinals who support you?'

The pope inclined his head and cocked an eyebrow in sllent inquiry.



"They are being assassinated,” Ruy said. "We have word of nearly adozen dead so far, from the
father-general, and your own nephew saw Cardind Bischi doneto death in the street only thismorning. It
isthe father-genera's estimation that any cardinad who might not cooperate with Borjain the next
conclaveisbeing killed, if thereisany chance he might bein Romein timefor the conclave. He hasno
conclusveinformation in relation to the cardinds e seawherein Itay, but—" Ruy's sllence, and smdll,
discarding gesture with hisleft hand, was as suggestive as awhole litany of dead priests.

"We suspected . . ." the pope said. His face had gone from drawn and tired and harassed-looking to
masklike. AlImost asif the undertakers had been at work. Serene, even.

"Now the Holy Father knows." Ruy'stonewasflat. "1 have amessage from Cardinal Antonio Barberini
the Y ounger by way of authentication, if Y our Holiness advisersarein any doubt.”

Tom caught the parsing. One look at the face of His Holiness Urban V111 would reassure anyone that he
doubted not asingle word, and would have believed if it had come from Satan himsdif.

Some of the papa ades began to get it. "He meansto make himself pope," one of them murmured, and
there were severa gasps and not afew angry mutters.

Urban was shaking his head dowly. "Then | must ask mysdf whether, in these most difficult of times,
Holy Mother Church can survive an antipope.” Heturned onitsaides. " Can it? Adviseme."

A lot of blank lookswasthereply. A lot of blank, worried looks.

"Your Holiness," Tom said, "if | understood Father-Genera Vitelleschi correctly, thereisgoing to be an
antipope come what may. | don't know the law of the church, but assassinating your predecessor, even if
it's covered up as confusion of the battle, has to make an dection invalid, doesn't it?"

"Debatable, my son," the pope said. "Thereis precedent." His mouth twisted into awry grin. "Not al of
what the Protestants say about previous holders of my officeis entirely danderous.”

"Y our Holiness, would you havethe likes of Borja asthe true pope?' Ruy asked, and there was venom
in hisvoice as he said the name. That figured. Ruy had seen more of what Borjahad ordered donein
Rome today than anyone ese here, if Tom's guesswasright. "'If he holds the throne of Saint Peter, he can
do so only as antipope whileyou yet live."

For long moments, no one spoke over the sound of the cannon roaring and the hubbub of the defenders
about their work. "I must think about this" the pope said, at length. "And | must pray for guidance. There
remain yet some hours—"

There came adistant roar, as of hundreds, thousands of throats yelling defiance. All dong the parapet,
heads turned, men leaned over and peered into the darkness. Tom looked himsdlf, asdid everyonein the
party around the POPE.

Beyond the fires that the besiegers had it in the outer ward, the outer defenses were visible asvague
firdit blurs. Only now they seemed to heave and writhe and move, and gleam here and there asthe
firdight caught on helmets, breastplates, and weapons.

"They begin the escalade early,” Ruy said. "Foolish. Many morewill die than might havein adawn
attack. Y our Holiness, if you will go, you must go now."

Outside, in thefirdight, the advancing columnswere plainly visible, lit by the firesthey themsalves had s&t.
From within the advancing columns—merging into acrowd asthey neared the walls—little jets of flame
marked where musketeers were optimigtically shooting at the walls. From the walls themsalves, jets of



flamein answer as Guards emptied their pieces a the oncoming horde. It wasn't enough. It would never
have been enough. Tom could aready seeladders beginning to rise.

That sparked athought, and he dashed over to the far sdeto check theriversde wall. Nothing so far,
and he could see the Guards on that wall running to either end to hold the bastions. "Ruy," he called out,
"we can get out through the gate in the river wall if we go now. | don't see an assault coming over the
bridge."

Ruy had been urgently addressing the pope, then appedling to the bodyguard who were with him even
here. Now he headed for the stairs down, surrounded by Swiss Guards and holding the pope'sarm. He
managed to make it look like a gesture of support for an elderly gentleman—only afew years older than
he himsalf was, but in attitude the gap was decades wide—but in truth it was the nearest he could get to
frogmarching the pope.

Tom carefully kept hisface sraight as he joined them. "His Holiness tried to order the Guard to surrender
whilewe escape," Ruy said. "Their commander has refused the order. They will fight to the last to cover
our flight.”

The pope began to say something.

"No, Holy Father," Ruy said, cutting him off, "'do not waste this. These men serve the Church in their
way, serve her in yoursthat they do not do soinvain.”

Thelaughing adventurer, making light of every difficulty, was gone of asudden, Tom noticed. Ruy'sface
had set hard into the mask of a conquistador, intent on deadly purpose and grim daughter to al who
stood in hisway. A far cry from the joker who'd smply waltzed in to afortress under sege smply by
asking nicdly.

Oh shit, Tom thought, if Ruy's getting serious, we are in deep, deep shit.

Chapter 42

Rome

Frank looked at the gun on the shelf under the bar in front of him. He'd been halfway to giving the thing to
the guys upgtairsfor the last hour. HEd kept it in case he needed it, but made sure it wasn't actudly in his
hand in case the assault started. He wanted to be down and in a posture of abject surrender immediately
and with no possibility of being mistaken for athreat by even the most nervous musketeer. Which meant
that it was pretty slly to have it here where it was guaranteed to be no use whatsoever. And it wasn't



like he wasin any shapeto fight either. What with splintersin various bits of him, cuts and bruises and the
pain from hishand, heredly didn't fed likefighting at all.

The street outside was getting dim, and inside the bar it was dmost pitch black. Frank had allowed one
small candle, and made sure to stand well away from it. Maybe that Captain Don Vincente was a
reasonably decent sort of guy and wouldn't order amassacre. That didn't mean that the musketeers
across the street wouldn't do their level best to make sure there wasn't any resstance inside. The end of
the bar where the candle was flickering and dancing was taking dl the musket fire, with balls crashing into
that part of the room a couple of timesaminute. Piero, who was doing hisleve best to look nonchalant
on akicked-back chair with his heels on the bar, had tried running bets on how long it would take for the
musketeers to succeed in shooting the flame out, but the joke had got old an hour ago.

Frank cringed again as the cannon aong the street banged—where, Frank wondered, did al those guys
writing about old battles get the notion that cannon roared? This one made a huge bang and then shook
the building and Frank's teeth. A roar was more drawn out, kind of. He tensed up for the crash, not that
he ever did so in time, and then relaxed as he redlized they'd missed again. That had made him giggle at
first. Missing the broad side of a building was the standard of bad marksmanship. And then Frank had
remembered what the captain had said; if he didn't want to smply smash up the cannon, he had to fire
from along the street and make aholein Frank's wall by bouncing cannonbals off it at an angle. A lot of
that fagade was wooden paneling between brick arches, and afair proportion of that was aready pretty
busted up. Only the door was closed completely, although there was achunk of the brickwork missing
from onesdeof it dready.

It wouldn't be long, anyway. They were getting a shot off every three or four minutes. Frank had no idea
whether that was quick or dow for three guns, but they'd kept it up for two hours now. They'd only
missed afew shots, and the ones that had hit had got in between the columns of the brick archesthat
made up the front of the ground floor of his place and smashed the woodwork out of its supports. Frank
wasn't too happy about what was happening to the brickwork, either. He wasn't an engineer, but there
was one column that looked like it had had most of its outer face smashed away. And this building had
been standing hundreds of years on those columns; Frank wasn't sure about how well they'd hold up with
one of them shot away and all the others battered by a couple of dozen cannonballs.

Piero coughed on thefalling dust. It was pretty constant now, athough when the cannons hit they
produced a massive shower. Which was damn strange, actudly. Given how much housawork Giovanna
had them al doing updtairs, it wasn't like there was any dust Ieft in the place. " Seemslike cannon are
harder to am than they look, eh?' he said.

"Lookslike," Frank said. "That makes, what, three or four misses?"
"I count five, with that. | don't like thelook of that wall, either.”

"l was wondering about that, t00." Piero's presence was helping alot. If he'd been on hisown, hed have
gone completely nuts by now. One or two prisoners, the captain had said, and they'd decided on two.
Piero wasthe only other redigtic candidate. The Inquisition had to have Frank, no question. Of everyone
who was | eft, Piero was the one with the most family connections and money and so had the best chance
of getting off with the aid of agood lawyer and alittle luck, probably with no more than a dose of
intimidation by being shown afully stocked torture room. Which was, apparently, standard procedure
before questioning anyone. Piero planned to confessto a couple of years worth of drunkenness, adultery
and genera mishehavior to keep them from torturing him because they suspected he was hiding
something. Hed joked that if hewas lurid enough in the details he could get the Inquisition to boot him
out just to keep him from killing the priests with jegl ousy.



Piero took aswig of wine. "'l could wish it was safe to step out in the Street and surrender.”

"Wed get shot. Whoever that inquisitor is, he got those guys with the muskets plenty stirred up.” Most of
the day had passed with no more than adesultory few volleys of fire from across the street, which had
scattered afew splinters of glass and wood about the place and served to keep everyone's heads down.
But being mostly out of sight of officers and not being in any position to do much other than waste ammo,
the soldiers had settled into arhythm of a shot every few minutes, apparently more for looks sake rather
than anything else. When the cannon opened up, the musketeers had stopped for alittle while, and for a
few minutes after the rest of the guys had gotten safely hidden upstairs Frank and Piero had considered
going out and surrendering in the street so they didn't have to endure any more cannonballs crashing into
the front of the bar.

Then someone—or something—had made them go into high gear. There seemed to be more of them
over there, too. From ashot every few minutes it went to two or three aminute, with occasiona flurries
that had Frank and Piero forgetting the nonchaance they were trying to display and crouching behind the
invitingly solid bulk of the bar. Even the regular rate of shooting put paid to the notion of going out there.
If nothing else, the Sight of any movement in here would attract every would-be Hawkeye acrossthe
dreet.

Same with the stable yard, which had alot less cover and was overlooked by all of the buildings across
the street. There was maybe three or four feet out front where a shooter on the roof opposite couldn't get
them.

Piero sighed between musket shots. "I know. What is keeping them? Surely even a Spanish soldier could
make hisway through what isleft of your front wall? My great uncle Pierpaol o could get through some of
those gaps, and heisfamousfor egting Sx medsaday.”

"Maybe they want to seeaholein—"

Frank winced and hunkered down some more as another cannon-shot sounded, and thistime hit the
front of the building. A brief cacophony of bangs and crashes and a gentle shower of wood splinters and
chipsof brick told Frank that the thing had ricocheted inside the taverna. It sounded like someone had
taken the entire contents of the building up to the roof and tipped the lot four storeys down on to the
cobblesin one go, and finished with the sound of bresking glass.

"Shit," he said, with feding, once he was sure thelittle lump of hot iron had stopped bouncing around.
"Second time that's happened.”

Herisked a peek, surveying the piles of furniturein the main bar room area. There was just enough light
to tell that what had aready been amessy heap had now been stirred up and trashed even more. As he
watched, apile that had been tottering gave way, either knocked askew or with some crucia support
smashed out. Ancther crash, thistimealittle lessflinch-inducing. It looked like the cannonball had eft
through one of the windows to the yard; there was alittle more light from the evening sky filtering in that
way now. The next musket ball came by uncomfortably close, no more than eighteen inches above his
head, and Frank ducked back down, his pulse suddenly hammering in his ears and his mouth full of the
cold coppery taste of fear. Clearly held been visible, the movement maybe. Missing by eighteen inches
was about par for what they were able to do with those weapons at fifteen, twenty yards, Frank recalled.
So clearly they'd been aming a him, not at the light at the other end of the bar.

Sure enough, whatever it was that periodicaly put awild hair up the asses of the musketeers started
biting again, and aragged volley of shots passed over Frank's head, and he heard the dull
tock—tock—tock of rounds hitting the wood of the bar. Thank God for cheap carpentry, hethought.



They'd saved on building the bar by doing it themselves. The counter itself had been ingtalled by apro,
but the structure of the thing was something he and Salvatore had knocked together themsalves using the
parts from a couple of old, heavy tables they'd found when they moved in. The things had been
something like the picnic tables Frank had known back in Grantville, except without the gaps between
the planks, which werethree or four inchesthick. If I'd known, I'd have bought some sheet iron for
‘em, he thought to himsdif.

"l don't think those fellowslike you dl that much,” Fiero said, and the mournful tonein hisvoice gave
Frank afit of the giggles.

"You think?1 thought it wasjust the guys with the cannon who were pissed a me."

"No, those fdlows are just crude in their wooing, Frank," Piero said, deadpan, and then, in the faggiest
fasetto he could manage, "Look what a big gun I've got, Frank, let mefireit for you!"

Frank knew he shouldn't, but he laughed anyway. What the hell, he was three hundred years away from
Gay Rights, or whatever it was. And probably going to die anyway, alittle voice at the back of his
mind added. He laughed long and loud, and hoped the musketeers across the road could hear him. Even
if they did, they dacked off thefirealittle.

Which meant that he heard the creaking start. " ou hear that, Piero?" he asked.
Frank could hear Fiero swalow nervoudy before he answered. "A kind of groaning noise?'

"l wasthinking cresking," Frank said, wondering how in hell he was managing to fix on something so
fresking trivid at atimelikethis. "I'm aso thinking that this placeisn't going to take much more
punishment beforeit fals down. Y ou want to take alook, see what you think? | think they're watching
for meto poke my head up here."

Which was true enough. But more to the point, Frank wasn't sure he could get up again, he wasfast
coming to redlize. Hed tried to will hislegsto stand up under him so he could poke his head over the
bar, and found they wouldn't budge. He felt down each trouser-leg while Piero wasrisking aglance, and
came up dry. He hadn't been shot. So thisiswhat it feels like, Frank thought, being too terrified to
move. Hedidn't fed like he was agibbering wreck at al. In fact, hefelt quite clear-headed. And he
knew what he had to do, or ought to do, at least. He just couldn't make himsalf do it. He decided heldd
shift abit away from the position hed been in, and found he could move quite handily if hedidn't think
about getting up. There was nothing wrong with hislegs.

Hetried to stand up again, and couldn't. Even the thought of doing it made him fedl nausesated, now, and
hislegs shook in their rebellion at what Frank was trying to make them do. And there was a constant
whine of musket balls overhead and the occasiond hammer-blow of abal into the front of the bar to
remind him of why thiswas 0.

Piero grunted a swearword and sat down heavily on the floor. The musket-fire shifted over to his spot,
and that wild hair seemed to have gotten back up the musketeers. It waslike being in agiant
popcorn-maker for afew seconds. When it settled down, Piero called softly "Y ou okay, Frank?

So hed noticed Frank shuffling about. "Y eah, just getting comfortable,” he said, and blushed at thelie. In
the dark, Piero saw nothing. Frank hoped like hell hisvoice wouldn't give him away. "What'd you see?!
he asked.

"One of the pillars, to the left of the door, looks likeit's about to give way. That last shot must've
knocked out abig lump, there's abouit four, five bricks left right now, and the top part isleaning over. |



think | seethe ceailing sagging down some.”

Frank found his mouth going dry and his somach churning. He needed the bathroom, and needed it redl
bad. HE'd read an Edgar Allan Poe story when he was akid, about some guy who got bricked upina
wall, and ever since then the thought of getting buried or shut in had creeped him out completely. Having
it happen on top of an entire day of getting shot at was moving Frank's mental needle clear over to "wig
out." He couldn't sop himsalf whimpering alittle. Get a grip, Frank. "What about the guys upgtairs?' he
wondered aloud.

There was along pause from Piero. Frank took comfort from the fact that the thought of the ceiling
coming down was getting to Fiero too. Findly, Piero said, "Frank, at thistime and in this place, sorry
gpecimen of Christian charity that | am, | could not give afuck about the guys upstairs. Their corpses will
be on top of thewreckage."

Frank thought he heard Piero's voice catch on the word corpses. Then he redized something e se. "Hey,
when did we last get shot at?'

"You'reright. Maybe it's about to be over." The sheer hope and yearning in Piero's voice dmost made
Frank laugh out loud.

A loud and violent crunch, followed by aredly loud creak interrupted the moment of good humor. And
then there were loud, popping cracks, as of big pieces of timber splitting and breaking.

"Piero, cellar! Now! It'sgoing!”

Piero was moving before Frank was done yelling, and made it into the mouth of the cellar sairwell before
Frank had properly got hislegs under him. They'd planned to retreat hereif the musket fire got too
intense, if it started coming through the wood of the bar. They hadn't figured to shelter init if the place
collapsed around their ears. Frank madeit in to the mouth of the stairwell just as the noises stopped. He
checked to make sure that the stairwell was still asolid brick congtruction, thanked any gods that might
be around for medieval standards of design—if in doubt, overbuild—and peered around to see what
the rest of the building was doing. The ceiling at the front of the bar was now sagging to four feet lower in
the middle than it was at the Sides. Some of the brickwork out front was still standing, but it looked like
the collapse of the ceiling had knocked some of the pillars out. In fact, there was ahuge pile of rubble out
there, illuminated by something burning. Silhouetted by it, in fact. Frank hoped like hdll that it wasjust a
whole bunch of torches. If this neighborhood caught fire, they were dl dead if the Spanish weren't redl,
real understanding about | etting people escape.

There'san inquisitor out there, dummy. Probably call it God's Will and a great saving in firewood
if we burn to death of natural causes. Frank redized that the little voice in the back of hismind was
back. Good timing. Great timing.

"Arethey beginning the assault?' Piero asked, red hopein hisvoice,

That better not be because you're looking forward to a fight, Frank thought. "Can't tdll," he said out
loud, ligtening carefully. "Evenif | could understand Spanish, | can't make out what they're yelling a each
other."

"Sounds like proper military shouting,” Piero observed, and Frank quietly agreed that it did have that kind
of sergeant-like flavor that jocks loved to imitate so much.

Ontheother hand. . .



"I canttdl if it's'line up you guys and storm that building' or 'line up you guys and wait whilewetossa
couple grenadesin there.' | reckon the difference could be important.”

"Grenades?' Piero spat. "Filthy wegpons.”

Frank couldn't help but be amused. When dl was said and done he reckoned violence and weapons
were pretty much all as bad as each other, and the people who made them necessary didn't have much
causeto complainif the other guy turned out to be more fiendishly inventive when it came to dishing out
the pain and misery. Right up until the roof started collapsing held been thinking that he'd beeninwith a
fair chance of ending thiswith nobody €l se getting hurt, and as such was ahead of the game. Y ou
reckon?' he said, looking back a where Piero was displaying an authentic lefferto scowl. "Me, | think
dead isdead. And from their point of view, tossing a couple of grenadesin here would be a good way
for them not to get hurt so bad, what with marching into a notorious nest of bloody-handed revol utionists
anddl."

"True," Piero said. "But right now | don't fed like seeing the other fellow's point of view."

Frank listened again. The shouting was till going on, and the firdlight was moving about in away that
suggested torches. Frank had seen people lighting their way along the streets with the things and
recognized the way they made the shadows shift and dance. It was one of the regular sghtsin a poor
neighborhood such asthis one, after dark.

That was ardlief. They weren't going to burn to death. There was still no shooting, which was another.

"Reckon we can surrender now? Trying to defend a building that's falling down strikes me as hopeless
enough that they'll respect usfor giving in before they haveto comein and get us.”

"Hasto beworth atry," Piero said. "How are we going to do this?'

"Let'skeepit smple” Frank said, and cupped his hands around his mouth. "We surrender!" he yelled,
hoping like hell someone out there could understand his Italian. He got up and walked toward the front of
the barroom. "We surrender!™ he yeled again, looking nervoudly at the sagging ceiling, which picked that
moment to creak forebodingly. None of you guys hiding upstairs better move suddenly, he thought.
And then, in one of thase thoroughly helpful contributions from his Inner Pessmigt, and loud noises can
start avalanches, can't they?

He got near the front, picking hisway though the mangled and shattered furniture, and yelled again. There
was a sudden stop to the shouting outside. " Say that again,” adistant shouted voice from outside called.

"We surrender!" Frank yelled back. "The building is about to collapse!”

Therewas along slence, long enough for Piero to makeit up next to Frank. "What'd he say?' he
whispered.

"Just asked meto repest it," he whispered back. "He hasn't answered yet, though.”
"If they accept, let me gofire,” Piero said.
IIWMI

"Y ou, they may shoot out of hand. Stay behind me until we are among them. They may not shoot if they
do not redize who you are until too late."

"Uh, right," Frank said. There were any number of holesin that argument, not least of which wasthat if



they were going to be shooting captives out of hand they wouldn't be getting picky. That Don Vincente
guy had said there was an inquisitor trying to run the show for him out there, and wasn't it the Inquisition
who'd come up with Kill them all, God will know his own? Besides, if they wanted to make sure
Frank was dead, al they had to do waswait. Maybe tossin a couple of grenadesto help mattersalong a
bit. Something cracked in the timbers above, and the celling shifted alittle, causing a shower of dust and
grit. Frank could hesr it pattering around him on the floor and on the broken furniture.

"How many of you are there?' came a shout from outside, followed by awhite scarf on astick poked in
through ahole in the shattered wall.

"Two," Frank caled back. "Were coming out, unarmed.”

The white rag was followed by aface under ahelmet, who looked into the darkened interior, said
something over his shoulder and reached back for atorch. It turned out to be the sergeant Frank had met
earlier, onceit waslit up. Frank could see that the torch was a chairleg with some rags wrapped around
it. Clearly these guys had had to improvise on the spot as well. Half of the sergeant's face was covered in
black soot, the way soldiers got to be when they'd been shooting alot with black-powder weapons. He
was grinning, which Frank hoped was agood sign. He shouted something over his shoulder, out of which
Frank picked out the word "dos," which he recognized as being Spanish for "two.

"The sergeant vanished, and after amoment—ypunctuated by another groan from the celling timbers—the
shout came back: "Come out, one a atime! With your hands up!”

Frank heaved aggh of relief. "Youfirg, Piero," he said, looking nervoudy at the ceiling. Yeah, that's
right, bartender'slast to leave a sinking bar. Tradition.

Piero nodded. "Thereis nothing left to say, Frank, except that when we meet again after this, the drinks
are very much on me, yes?'

"Get gone," Frank said, suddenly remembering what he was waking out into. At least most of the
people who came here for shelter got away, hethought. Just me, Giovanna and Piero got caught.
Then thelittle voice added, So long as the falling building doesn't kill the rest of the guys.

"First one coming out!" heyelled, as Piero stepped up to the gap the sergeant had used, hishandsin the
ar.

Frank listened to Piero's scramble over the rubble. There were voices, and then a crash from somewhere
up above. The ceiling groaned, and Frank hunkered down into the doubtful shelter of abroken table. He
peered upward, nervoudy, squinting againg the falling dust and grit, and then curled up tight with hiseyes
closed when he saw the ceiling began to drop again. A few seconds, and then he opened them again. In
the middle, at the front, the ceiling was maybe five feet from the ground, where it had been nearly ten feet
moments before. Please let that be where it gets stable, Frank prayed. Please.

"Next one! Come out now! Hands up!" It was amiracle Frank heard the shout over the sound of his
pulse hammering in his ears. He stood up and made himsdlf walk, not run, over to the gap. Ashe stood in
the gap, blinking in the too-bright torchlight, something began to give way in the collapsing floor behind
and above him. Nails began to rip free and timbers cracked. Sounds like gunshots, he thought.

The musketeers across the street thought so too.

The last thing Frank remembered was fire, blooming like time-lapsed roses across the street, and swirls
of dirty white smoke that seemed to glow like pearlsin the torchlight. And Piero's face, horrified where
he stood between two soldiers, under guard.



It al went dark.

Chapter 43

Rome

There was shouting by the time Ruy, Tom and the pope reached the stairs down to the lower levels of the
fortress. By the time they'd gotten to the main part of the old fortress, there was screaming.

"Wemust leave while the inner ward holds," Ruy said. "Over thewadll or through the door?”
"Which door?' The pope asked.

"Theoneintheriversdewall,” Tom said.

"It isbarricaded.”

"l saw aswe entered.” Ruy was negotiating the find turn of the staircase and emerging into the circular
corridor that ringed thewall of the inner tower. "Without help, it will take much timeto clear away

through.”
"Can't wejust climb over the blockage?' Tom asked, "His Holiness seems pretty spry.”

Ruy chuckled. "The gate opensinward, Sefior Simpson. The barricade keepsit closed. | did not examine
closdly—ah, excuse me." Heflattened against the wall as abunch of middie-aged men with arquebuses
that looked like they'd had the rust hastily scraped off quite recently came up through the stairs they were
about to use. "But | sugpect that the barricade is nailed in place," he concluded.

"Itis" thepopesaid. "l saw it done."
"Over thewdl itis, | guess” Tom sad. "Well need rope.”
"Ropewe shdl find," Ruy said. "Or anything that might serve. Please to be observant aswe passaong.”

Down two moreflights of stairs, through a courtyard and amad dash down the spiral corridor around the
old tomb, and out in to the courtyard. They were on the east Side, facing the river, which ran more or less
due north-south by the fortress.

All dong thewal ahead of them, Tom could see guardsmen on the parapet, hastening in either direction
toward the walls that had been threatened, while others remained to guard against the possibility of a
further attack taking advantage of the diverson. Although if an attack camein, with haf the men on this



wall gone, they were screwed. Still, it should be pretty much impossible to get ladders around to thisside
without bringing them over the bridge, and there hadn't been any when Tom had been over that Side
before.

To Tom'sleft, just vigble above the storage houses built close under thewall in the northeast corner, he
could see Guardsmen leaning out with gunsto fire at targetsright at the foot of thewall. As he watched,
one of them jerked, his head fountaining up as someone below shot him. The body pitched back and then
dumped forward. Beside him, he heard the pope mutter " Requiem aeternam dona eis domine . . ."

Tom fdt hisstomach heave. I've seen worse, lots worse, hetold himsdlf sternly. Somehow it till seemed
to get to him.

Ruy was taking in the scene as wdll. "We have perhaps five minutes before they gain thewals™" he said,
in tones that spoke of ajudgment formed from long experience. "The wholewall isengaged. There are
no reserves. If the towerswere not heavily engaged, those men would not need to lean over so. We may
hope that the towers are protecting each other for the moment.”

There was aloud cheer from beyond thewall, and Tom saw the head of along, crudely lashed ladder
dam into thewall closeto the corner tower to their Ieft. Seconds later, two more appeared farther dong
thewdl. "Ruy," hesad, "l think we should be leaving. That's right next to our way out, if we're going
over the lowest part of thewall.”

"A moment." Ruy was rummaging among apile of planks and spars roughly stacked against the fortress
wall. Tom recaled that the whole place had been sheathed in scaffolding afew days before, and redized
that half of the work of readying the place for defense must have been taking dl that down. And in these
days before stedl scaffolding poles and other modern conveniences of the building trade, scaffolding was
lashed together. Hejoined Ruy.

Ruy beat himtoit. "Here." He lifted up asizeable coil of hempen rope. "Not ideal climbing rope, but it
will serve”

"Right. I'll go first, we may need to clear away. And, respect to you, Sefior Sanchez, | do brute force
and ignorance awholelot better than you."

"The province of the young," Ruy said, smiling. Tom could swear there was a hint of sadnessin that smile.
Whether it wasfor youthful folly or in remembrance of his own days of brute force and ignorance, Tom
didn't know.

The lack of reserves Sanchez had commented on had been more profound than Tom had thought. Men
were streaming across the courtyard to get up to the walls, but they were few, pitifully few. Therewerea
couple of hundred yards of wall to hold, and probably no more than three hundred men to do it. Tom
didn't even bother to try to estimate the numbers as he strode—don't run, you might need the wind
—around the inner castle toward the tower they had climbed in by.

Tom recalled that it had alower parapet on theriver side. If the Spaniards hadn't troubled to get around
to that Side, there might be an easier way over there. They were just reaching the door of that tower
when he heard the sounds of hand-to-hand fighting, the clangs and screams of men close enough to smel
each other locked in a struggle with edged weapons. Somewhere, someone was using grenades. The
fizzing crack of thelittleiron pots of black powder seemed to be coming from the other side of the wall,
S0 maybe that meant the defense was holding well somewhere. Other hand, they've got grenades too.

Twiceinthetimeit took to get to the tower door, men fell from the parapet, and Tom couldn't help
feeling glad hed never been in thiskind of fight. The Sght of the oncoming Swabiansat Suhl dyingin



dozen lots il woke him &t night with the cold swegts. The last screams of wounded men falling thirty feet
onto paving stones wasn't going to leave him any time soon either. Ruy was behind him, bringing the pope
aong.

Onceingdethetower, the noise wasif anything worse. "They're on the tower, Ruy,” Tom said, guessing
from the sounds he was hearing from above. "Do we fight our way through or look for another route?!

"I may have been optimigtic,” Ruy said, "but thisisthe quickest way to the top of the wall now. Sefior
Simpson, ensure your gunisfully charged.”

"Right,” Tom said. He worked the dide, checked that the magazine was full, and checked the safety.
"Ready," he said. Thiswas, if anything, going to be the easy part. Without even trying too hard he could
get ashot off every second or so, and at these ranges even his notorioudly poor marksmanship would be
no handicap. And the guys coming over the wall were coming over with swords and knives and pikes.
So long ashe didn't let any of them in range, he wasfine. Rate of fire, he murmured to himsdf, trying not
to think about what actualy happened to men who took ablast of heavy shot at close range. Especialy
when he'd have to be at close range to see it happen.

Another body fell from thewall, thistime right opposite where Tom was standing waiting to go in to the
tower. He had his back to the grain-store that was built under the wall here, side-on to the door ready to
dash through it, gun at the ready. He had no ideawhether that was the right way to do it, but he'd seen
cops doing something likeit on TV. In the absence of any actud training, it was al he had to go on. His
own troops had been hot as you could wish for on standing up and taking it like menin afiring-line. This
SWAT stuff was pretty much beyond them. Or they grew up in cities and were used to casua violence at
close quarters.

"Inyour own time, Sefior Smpson,” Ruy said, "'l have His Holiness behind me."
"Okay," Tom said, and took adeep breath. "Let'sgo."

He made the turn into the door look alot more casud than he felt and moved quickly but without running
acrossto the sairs. There wasn't much to see down here. On the way in, there had been guys sitting
around waiting their turn on watch or catching some shut-eye. Now, it was empty with theremainsof a
meal and drinks spilled off the table in the middle of the floor. Up the dairs, one step at atime. The
sounds of combat got louder, and Tom flinched as he heard another grenade go off. "Where are they
getting dl those grenades?' he asked. "I thought those things were rare?"

"Therearearmories hereand a Ogtia," the pope said. "They have had ample timeto fill them." Tom
redized the old man—it was possble to think of him asan old manin away it wasn't of the
not-much-younger Sanchez—had spoken English. Quite good English, aswell. So it wastrue about him
being awhiz with languages. He redlized he'd stopped to woolgather, and took alook up the stairs
before continuing.

"What isit, Sefior Smpson?' Ruy asked. "Is there a problem?”
"No, just apause for thought.”
"Thismay bethe voice of ingtinct,” Ruy said. "Do you counsd finding another route?'

Therewasaflurry of screams and curses among the clashes of metal above, and a sudden crack and a
puff of smoke in through one of the arrow dits. "Not yet," he said. "I think that meansthey're still holding
up there." He began to wak forward and up the sairs.



"l find one must trust ingtinct in these matters, you know," Ruy said, dmost casudly, as he followed Tom.
"To placefaith in reason when battleisjoined isto submit to rank supergtition. No man can think fast

enough.”

"True" Tom said. "Although al the battles I've been in have been amite more forma." He held up ahand
to Sgnd ahalt. The door onto the lower leved of the tower's fighting platform was right ahead. "Let me
check if they'reill friendly."

He leaned his head out of the door and saw that the platform was elbow-to-el bow with Swiss guards, or
at least the part he could see was. He had no ideawhat was going on up at the top. Two of them had
grenades and were lighting fuses, while another dozen or so were gathered around the tops of two
ladders with their halberds at the ready, the closer onesjabbing at whoever wastrying hisluck. Tom
decided to establish their bona fides the best way he could, and stepped smartly over to the nearest
ladder, shotgun at the ready. The guy on the ladder looked a Tom, away from the halberd he wastrying
to get past one-handed for a critical moment and squawked as the back-spike of the thing laid open one
sde of hisface. He clutched at the wound with the hand that gtill held his sword and lost hisfooting.
Trying to hold hisface and his grip on the ladder with nothing but his hands proved too much and hefell.
Fifteen feet, at least. Tom winced.

Heworked the dide, and without letting himsalf pause to see what was happening, walked the shots
down the ladder. Screams and cries and around of cheers were the result he got. That, and abunch of
shots from below. He stepped back hurriedly as near-misses flung up chips of stone from the wall hed
been leaning over.

Ruy joined him. "HisHolinessiswaiting in the tower," hesad, "I think we should try e sawhere, yes?'

"Maybe," Tom said. There were Spanish soldiersall around the bottom of the tower, sometrying to am
arquebusesin the press and otherswaiting their turn a the ladders. In the firelight from the bonfires atop
the outer defenses they seemed like alot of demons, jostling for a chance at the condemned sinners. The
shadows under their helmets made them seem faceless and sinister, and the forest of bright-whetted
weapons they were carrying reflected the firdight so that they swam in aseaof flames. Theview dong
theriversde wall wasllittle better. Some of the soldiers had spilled around and were in the shadows aong
that wall, but there seemed to be a nice long section of wall with no attackers. Tom couldn't see anyone
coming over the bridge, but the other side was ahundred yards away, easily, and there was no red light
over there to see what was going on.

More shots spanged from the breastwork, and a guardsman staggered back clutching his face, blood
gtarting between hisfingers. Tom was about to go to the man's aid, dithering briefly between that and
reloading his shotgun, when something landed on the parapet next to him. Something smdl and round and
black and shiny, with afizzing fuse.

He was halfway back to the doorway before he yelled "Grenade!™ and Ruy was ahead of him. Naturaly
faster reflexes and less mass to get moving. It's going to go off any second, Tom thought—and then his
back and legs were on fire and he was pressed up against the opposite wall of the stairwell he'd come up
and there was a flashing somewhere in front of his eyes and darknessto either side and he could hear a
drange noise. He fdt, suddenly, very tired.

"—Sefior Smpson? Now is not the timeto—" Ruy was shaking his shoulder, gently but firmly. "Ah, you
areawake, | see”

"What . . . 7' Tom muttered. It sounded like an darm clock going off, if he could just hit snooze—and
then he remembered where he was. Or where he had been. "How long was I—ow!" The painin his back



and legsreturned.

"A few seconds, no more," Ruy said. "And thank you for shielding me from the blast. Y ou don't seem
badly hurt. Some fragments, no more."

"Fedsworse," Tom grunted. Hetried to look around to see how bad it was, but hisback hurt like hell.

"Some smdll cutsto your legs, and onein your ass, Sefior Smpson,” Ruy said. ™Y our buff-coat
prevented the worst elsewhere, and you were aready out of the worst of the blast.”

"Got to get out,” Tom said, grabbing hold of what he decided was the sdlient point. "Got to get the pope

"Y es, but are you well enough to—"

Tom had been here before. 1t wasn't the first time held taken amild stomping and played on, after al. He
stood up, took a deep breath, winced at the literal pain inthe ass, and said, "'If we've got to, we've got
to. How'sthewall doing?’

"Hijo de—" was Ruy's only response. There was a sound of metal moving very, very fast. A scream, and
agurgle, and Tom turned round to see that the doorway out to the tower's lower fighting platform was
blocked by Spanish soldiers, the first of whom was aready collapsing with hisface amess of blood and
his crotch bleeding out. Sanchez was holding the door with a sword in one hand and adagger in the
other.

Tom spotted the shotgun he'd dropped, but it wastoo far away. So he reached for his pistol instead.
One of the soldiersin the doorway was struggling to get his halberd through, while another was armed
with either avery long knife or a short sword. The kind they caled ahanger, Tom recalled. The short
blade was no use where Sanchez was concerned. Thetip of the saber he had brought licked out like the
tongue of asnake and opened the man's gut in aneat thrust-and-twist action after batting the man's blade
just fractionally aside. As he hunched forward over the wound Sanchez punched the blade in again,
making aneat gouge in the man'sthroat. The halberd the next man had was now in play, but Sanchez
caught the thing with his dagger and, hardly moving hisarm, flicked the saber around and acrossthe
wielder'sface, stepping around the halberd to get in close. The sword came back again to cause the next
man to try to get through the doorway to sway back out of reach of the wicked and bloody edge, getting
sprayed with drops of hisfriends blood for histrouble.

Tom got hispistol up and into the correct stance. He was alousy shot, but he couldn't miss at thisrange,
and he began to methodically punch away at centers of mass. Effective though the breastplates these guys
wore might have been againgt down-time firearms at any reasonable range, against a 9mm round at not
much more than knife-fighting distance, dl they did was make a thunking sound as the bullets went
through. Tom shot six times, taking five enemies down.

Just targets, he repested to himself each time he pulled the trigger, trying not to think about it. Sanchez
had stood back.

And then men in Swiss Guard uniforms surged across the doorway, taking advantage of the hole Tom
had opened in the melee.

"We need to find another way," Ruy said.

"Reckon youreright,” Tom said. "Let's get upgtairs, go dong thewall.”



Chapter 44

Rome

"News, Ferrigno!" Cardina Borja barked as he stared out over the rooftops of Rome. The terrace atop
the Palazzo Borghese afforded afine view of the Vatican, the Castd Sant'’Angelo and the district within
the Leoninewall that was the focus of effort of the troops he had wheedled out of the viceroy of Naples.

For hoursthe Castel Sant’Angelo had spat its defiance at the surrounding troops. The ring of bonfires
illuminating itswals and the crash of the bombard shellsit wasfiring lighted, by turns, the assorted vile
andfilthy little dleysaround it. Borja had been assured by some military functionary or othe—not one of
the generals, he was sure, but some under-officer detailed to keep the prelate happy, in the mistaken
belief that Borjawould not notice the implied dight in fobbing him off with a second-rank myrmidon.
Doubtlessit wasto do with their embarrassment at the fact that this smple assault on afortresswhose
defenses had been out of date a hundred years ago was taking hours, that an operation that had been
planned to be complete during asingle day had now proceeded beyond sunset. The cardinal-infante had
managed the reduction of an entire city in not much more time than this, scarcely two years before.

Borjahad grown weary of the excuses some hours before. The just execution of the Barberini was now
long overdue and the final prize, the completion of God's holy work in righting the wrongs done Holy
Mother Church was close, tantalizingly close. And so he had bid Ferrigno shut hisweasdlly little mouth
and hold the reportsthis half hour past, while Borjawatched the shdllsfly and prayed furioudy for cam.

Now, though, something seemed to be happening. Only asmall part of the outer defenses of Castel
Sant’/Angelo was visible from this vantage, but there seemed to be movement there.

"Wel?" he barked again. What was keeping the man?

"Y our Eminence," Ferrigno said, coming to his side, "word reached us some moments ago that the
ladders required for the escalade on the inner ward were prepared and the assault would proceed
momentarily. The courier assured Colond Don Pablo and mysdlf that thefirst ladderswould be reaching
the wdls only afew moments after he himself arrived here, and indeed—"

"Enough!" Borjaheld up ahand. Ferrigno was agood enough secretary, if kept well-whipped by his
master'stongue. But the man's besetting Sin was atendency to prattle when nervous. Raised to the
priesthood from afamily barely removed from the common sort of folk, the man had not had the proper
composure of agentleman under fire. Nor, he being from some middle order of persons, did he havethe
brute indifference to peril that marked the true lower orders. Thus, with thefire of great guns echoing
over thetiled roofs of Rome, the man seemed in near danger of soiling himself.

Chrigtian charity bid Borjasilently recognize that his own impatience had contributed nothing to helping



the man'stemerity. Still, it was unseemly. He sighed. "Fetch this Don Pablo"—it was a help, at least, to
know the man's name; since Borjahad not troubled to remember it past theinitia ingtruction—"and bid
him explain to me, aswill undoubtedly be the case, why the Barberini will not be in our hands before
dawn."

"Yes, Your Eminence," Ferrigno said, hisrdlief evident. Where Don Pablo might be was anybody's
guess. Borjahad made his boredom with the technicdities of the man's explanations—excuses, to give
them their right name—aentirely plain some hours before.

Borjaturned and looked again over the rooftops of Rome. To the east, the seven hills of Romerose
away from theriver, their shapeslost amid the nighttime shadows and the shifting light from the
explosons of shellsand the fires burning round the city. The hills seemed to burn themsalves, grest rolling
waves of firelike ocean swells of dark flame. Here and there, ahouse, some great palazzo or the town
residence of some prelate, burned. There seemed to be no way of preventing it, unfortunately. The
confiscation of theworldly goods of those heretics who had thrown in with the Barberini would have
done much to defray the costs of this business. God'swork it might be, but much of it was done by men
who expected to be paid. A company of soldiers sent to ensure that some cardina was arrested seemed
to turn into ravening bandits the instant they were out of sight of responsible oversight. Quevedo was
quite clear on the orders he was giving to these men, but deeply regretted, in his every report to his
measter, that the houses were being looted and the looters giving in to incendiary impul ses.

The demise of so many cardinas would doubtless become convenient later. Some would have had to be
released from prison in order to seeto it that the canon lawyers were satisfied. Sinceri had been quite
clear on the forms that would have to be followed to assuage the narrow, pinched consciences of such
men. Doubts would otherwise be raised, he had said, and although nothing overt would ever be said and
nothing printed that named him specifically, there would be lingering doubt about what had taken place.
So there would need to be forms observed to ensure that once Barberini wasin custody, he could be
kept there without any whispering.

With no suggestion, of course, that whoever replaced him in the ensuing conclave was an antipope. Borja
remained mindful of the old saying that he who went into conclave a pope would come out acardind, the
folk wisdom that reminded al of the Holy Spirit's dispensation to punish presumption and the sin of pride.

"Y our Eminence?' Don Pablo's gravelly tones came from behind. It was quite clear why he had been
vigted with the duty of liaison to the cardinal. An ageing warhorse whose wind and vigor were no longer
up to the vicisstudes of combat, he had been shuffled off to the roof of the Palazzo Borghese to be out of
the way. Borja could not bring the rest of the man's name to mind, he being of some country-gentry,
hare-catching little hidalgo family of scarcely any account whatsoever. The cardinal had never heard of
them nor could he place who of consequence they might be related to.

Stll, Borjacould not shake avague feding that the man waslaughing a him.

"Enlighten me, Don Pablo," Borjasaid, turning away from alast glance at the Castd Sant'/Angelo. The
Barberini's defiance was no longer being hurled by the bombard-shdll full from its ramparts, or
battlements, or whatever they were called. Bastions, possibly.

"AsY our Eminence wishes. | will beg forgivenessif, in describing what may be, beyond the discernment
of my eyes, | err in some small detail—"

"Fine, fing" Borjasaid, waving aside the excuse. "How soon isthis assault likely to succeed?"

"Y our Eminence strikesfor the very nub of the matter.” Don Pablo's salt-and-pepper mustachios crinkled
upward in an ingratiating smile. "The walls of theinner ward are some hundred paces around, perhaps a



hundred and fifty if | am any judge of these matters. Seventy-five to ahundred, leaving out of account the
river wall where an escalade isnot practical. Along that wall, perhaps two thousand men can be brought
to the point of decison. Against two hundred who will be defending thewalls.™

"Tento one odds, eh?' Borjasaid, hearing the first cheerful newsin some hours. " Surdly the daughter will
be brief?*

"Alas, Y our Eminence, would that it were so. There will be perhaps adozen ladders, and at the top of
each will beasingle man. Againgt him will be ranged two, perhaps three Swiss Guards. Only the very
skilled and lucky will achieve the wall, and they in turn must be till luckier to survive long enough atop
thewall for hiscomradesto get over and assst him."

"It will, however, be inevitable? Surely with so many—?' Borjawas keen not to let Don Pablo—what
wasthe rest of the man's name again?—make too many excuses and deflate the small moment of hope
Borjahad fdt that the thing would be over soon.

"Y our Eminence, the prospects are good. For it istrue that we require only one lucky man with the
courage of alion. The Swiss Guard surrounding His Holiness require to be fortunate at the top of every
ladder long enough to break the spirit of the attackers.”

"How so0? With such numbers—"

"Y our Eminence, while these men wait at the foot of the walls, they will be showered with bulletsand
grenades and even rocks thrown from above. Men will be wounded and die. Soldierswill bear much
with the scent of victory in their nogtrils, Y our Eminence, but however willing their spirits, their fleshis
wesk. If they do not carry thewalls quickly, Y our Eminence, the defenders might break their spirit."

"And how likdly isthis?' Borjaasked, hisearlier ill-humor returning in force.

"Moderately, Y our Eminence. Even with the conditionsfor a successful escalade being asfavorable as
they are a thistime—"

Don Pablo's shrug was very expressive. It expressed hope, great hope, al the hope that a Chrigtian
gentleman might bear in an imperfect world where stout hearts stood firm againgt the sin of despair, yet
alowed for those imperfections and admitted that to express true confidence in anything was to admit the
cankerous worm of thesin of pride.

Borjasghed. "So it might be that a second attempt would be required?’

"Indeed, Y our Eminence. And it would be my recommendation, and a course of action that will naturaly
suggest itself to your commanders at the Castel Sant’/Angelo, that the men be well-rested before a second
attempt is made. Waiting for dark tomorrow would aso be well advised, at the very least. An escalade
by daylight would be far less certain of success, and it would be acounsd of perfection that an assault
wait for the following dawn."

"Why not dawn tomorrow?"

"Y our Eminence would not flog ahorse past its endurance?’ Don Pablo's tone was the very mode! of
politeness, but Borjacould detect just ahint of testiness. Not sufficient that he might reprimand the man
without being unseemly.

"Of course not," Borjasaid. He was no great horseman, but he could ride and owned several horsesin
addition to the mule he used on public occasions. A good horse was avauable animal. In somecircles,
the suggestion that aman might abuse a horse was afit subject for adue—thetitle of caballero being



taken very serioudy by some.

"Itisasmilar case with soldiers, Y our Eminence." Don Pablo's tone remained equable and patient
without ever quite straying over thelineinto patronization. " These men have marched hard, with little re<t,
from Ostia after a seavoyage itsalf asource of discomfort and little deep for men not habituated to the
sea. That they remain ableto fight is testimony to how stout their hearts are, Y our Eminence, but a
prudent commander will not attempt to press them beyond endurance, for in that direction lies certain
falure”

"l see," Borjasaid. That there were limited benefitsto flogging a brute beast once it wastoo tired to
work was obviousto even the dullest wit. He Sighed. "' So we must pray that God grants a swift end to
the performance of hiswill in Romethisnight.”

"Indeed, Y our Eminence." Don Pablo bowed and | eft the terrace.
"Y our Eminence?’ It was Ferrigno again.

"What now?' Borjaasked. Surely it was too much to hope that this was news of the successful assault
already?

"The heretics of the Committee of Correspondence, Y our Eminence. We have word from Father
Gonzalez who issupervisng the arrest.”

"There has been an arrest?’ Borja said, not troubling to hide his disbelief that, for once, there was
something going right.

"After afashion, Y our Eminence" Ferrigno said, visbly cringing.
All Borjahad to do wasrai se one eyebrow to complete Ferrigno's collapse.

"Y our Eminence," he went on, talking quickly now, "there was a cannonade to force an entrance to the
building, which the heretics had fortified againgt the possibility of their capture. The structure was an old
one, Y our Eminence, and there was a collapse.

Borjacould not see where the trouble was more than aminor annoyance. So the alchemist'swhelp
would not live to publicly repent of hissins. The loss of a heathen soul to Satan was amatter for the most
profound grief, but acommonplace tragedy.

"Send word," he said, "that the search for survivors should be diligent and thorough, but that | am
satisfied that the nest of heresy has been destroyed. My complimentsto Father Gonzalez and the soldiers
assging him, dso."

"Yes, Your Eminence." Ferrigno fled to do the cardind's bidding.

"Y our Eminence?’ The next voice Borja heard was one that caused him to ddlight and groan in dismay in
equa measure. And one whose owner took a positive delight in Borjanot seeing him enter. Asthough
Borjacared awhit for how wel the man did hiswork of skullduggery, provided resultswere
forthcoming. A matter on which Borjawas growing impatient this night.

"Well, Quevedo?' he snapped, turning to see the man. Over his shoulder, the flare and flicker of the
battle around the Castdl Sant'’Angelo was visible againgt the night sky. A pal of smoke hung over that
part of the city and every flash of cannon and the constant flicker of arquebuses and musketslit it like the
visions of hell offered by second-rate country preachers.



"Y our Eminence will be pleased to hear that the final reports on the prelates Y our Eminence wished to
have prevented from working againgt Y our Eminence are received. All are accounted for, abeit that two
were overtaken on the road out of Rome. Y our Eminence was most wise to disburse monies on the
maintenance of horsesfor the soldiery to use on their arriva.”

"l was?' Borjaredized that he might well have not paid complete attention to everything Quevedo had
done on hisbehalf in the last few weeks. The man had spent aremarkable amount of money, that was
certain. Doubtless he had foreseen the possibility of flight and—Borja pulled himsdlf back to the matter at
hand. No matter that Quevedo had planned well, it was the results that mattered. "How many are
accounted living?' he asked.

"Three, Y our Eminence," Quevedo said, gravely. " Caetani iswithin the Castel Sant’/Angelo, where as
Camerlengo of the Holy Roman Church he was required to be, and Vitelleschi seemsto have been
forewarned and escaped Rome before the arriva of the army.”

Borjachuckled. "Viteleschi, en? The spider not in hisweb when you went to catch him?"

"Indeed not, Y our Eminence. There are few who may reckon themselves any man'sequa insuch a
business asthis one, Y our Eminence, but Vitdleschi is one such. And heis master of the Jesuits, to boot.
| believe | may have adverted as much to Y our Eminence?”

Borjawaved it aside. "Rdligious orders can be suppressed, given sufficient will on the part of the Holy
See" And there would be sufficient will. "Who wasthe third prel ate accounted living?”

"The youngest Barberini, Y our Eminence, Antonio. He seemsto have been better prepared to flee than
others. The Pdlazzo Barberini was, as| mentioned in earlier messagesto Y our Eminence, largely empty
when'Y our Eminence's men entered it. The cardina himsalf was apprehended in the course of his
departure, but being by far the youngest man on thelit, had the wherewitha to cut himsdf free of the
men who attempted his capture. His guard died to aman covering his escape.”

Borjanodded once, dowly, and then shrugged. "It is of littleimport. The man isabutterfly, of minor
consequence save insofar as he bears the Barberini name and wears the purple. He may serveyet asa
scapegoat for hisfamily's peculations these ten years past. | am more concerned that there have been no
captures aive, Quevedo. | gave ordersfor capture, not assassination.”

"Indeed, Y our Eminence, and | tender my most humble apologies. However, the congtraints of time and
hands to turn to the task have meant that in many cases those guarding the prelatesin question have felt
themsalves able to make ashow of defiance. In dl cases, ether the subject hasdied in thefighting or was
killed to prevent his escape, apoint on which Y our Eminence was most forceful. There wereto be no
fugitives"

Borjasighed, again. "So beit. It ssemsthe Holy Spirit has sentenced each of these men to death, for in
the wager of battleisthe providence of the AlImighty most clearly to be seen. Let usturn to amore happy
chance. Isit confirmed that Barberini iswithin the Castel Sant'’Angelo?”

"Itis, Your Eminence. The man | set to watch the Leoninewal ismogt reliable, and positively identified
Barberini as he passed from the Vatican to his current redoubt.”

"Good, good. | will ask, Quevedo, that you go personaly and seeto it that thereis no escape there,
ether. | would desire gregtly that the man publicly answer for his crimes againgt the church, but not a the
price of hisbeing granted any period of liberty during which he may wresk further mischief."

"I am Y our Eminence'sto command.”" Quevedo withdrew with abow.



Borjaturned back to watch over the roofs of Rome, and tried to guess whether the confusion and tumult
about the Castel Sant’Angel o meant he would see success before the dawn.

Chapter 45

Rome

Tom rubbed at his eyes. The courtyard between the inner keep and the wall was sheltered from thewind
and there were two hundred men in it and on the wall around it doing their level best to burn their own
weight in black powder. A few bombards were il firing, lobbing shells out over the wdlsin an attempt
to drive off the crowd of Spaniards at the walls. The assault had been going on for nearly twenty minutes,
now, and everyone who could work a gun was doing so. The Swiss Guard knew that an attempt was
being made to get the pope to safety, and afew of them had grinned savagely at Tom and Ruy asthey
cast about for away to get out.

They'd tried theriversde wall aready. By the time they'd got up onto the upper leve of thewallsand
gone dong to find a place to rappel down, there was a spillover from the assaults on the north and south
walls, and there was only anarrow gap that was not now covered by Spanish soldiers awaiting their turn
at the ladders. For al the bravery of the Swiss Guards, there was no driving them off, now.

The grenades had been exhausted in minutes. There were more in the armory, but with everything dse
that had had to be doneto get the fortressinto a condition fit for even the little defense they could
manage, there had been too few hands availableto fill many of them with powder. The men onthewadls
were reduced to tossing rocks and cannonballs over the wallsin an attempt to put the attackers off, but it
was unlikely to achieve much.

Possibly, if the defensive works had actudly been finished, the fortress might have held longer. Or at dl.
For now, there were small parties at the top of each ladder who had beaten off three concerted rushes at
thewall, but the attackers were not retiring after each attempt. They were ranged at the bottom of the
wall and any man who showed himsalf over the battlements received ahail of bulletsfor histrouble.
There were dready forty or fifty casudties, most of them dead. They wouldn't want for last rites, elther.
The place wasfull of priests. Tom had stayed with the pope by the river gate while Ruy went to discuss
the escape further with the commander of the Swiss Guard. Hopefully, there would be some kind of
diverson, but Tom couldn't imagine whét.

Ancther man fell from thewall above them, and hit the ground with the bondlessfindity that could only
mean one thing. The pope started forward. Tom was about to restrain him, when he saw the elderly
cleric knedl down by the corpse and make the Sign of the cross.



Tom went to one knee beside him. "Y our Holiness? Please be quick," he said as gently as he could over
the noise of bettle. "The man is surely gone beyond any comfort you can bring him."

"I know," he said, and Tom saw in thefirelight that the pope's eyes were bright and shining, hisface blank
with distress. "But he will not go there without my prayersto speed him on hisway. He—will—not."

Tom redlized that what he had taken for disiresswas, in fact, overwheming fury. "It'sdl wrong, isn't it?"
he said, embarrassed at the bandity of the sentiment in a place where men were dying every second.

"All wrong, yes" the pope said, closing the dead guardsman's eyes and crossing himself again after a
briefly murmured prayer. Tom didn't know enough Latin to understand what held said.

"These men"—the pope gestured at the broken thing beside him, the brainslesking onto the ancient
flagstones, the smdlls of shit and blood and piss reeking the man's death even over the stench of
powder-smoke—"have pride that they die before | am taken. And Borjaknows this. Signor Simpson, |
have not learned enough English to say it well, but—"

Tom didn't have enough Itdian—or, at least, not enough of that class of Italian—to follow al of it, but the
sentiment was clear enough. He hoped that, wherever he was, Borjas ears were burning. And the pope
was right. Borjas attempt to capture the pope was as good as a death sentence for all two hundred of
these tough, wiry men from the Alps, no matter that they went to their deaths grinning savagely and
determined to heap up the corpses of their attackers on the way.

Whatever ese he had ordered today in Rome, Borja had ordered the murder of two hundred men who,
Tom was sure, he would have gotten along with famoudy if he had met them esewhere. His
Episcopalianism notwithstanding, Tom couldn't help fedling that there might well be something to achurch
that had aman likethisat its head. Sure, the fellow was a notorious crook when it came to money and
nepotism, but till—

He sighed. "Y our Holiness, let's get back under cover, please?!

The pope nodded, rose tiffly from his knees and moved back with Tom under the shelter of thewadll. "I
thank you, Signor Simpson. It seemsthat once again | am to be saved to continue God'swork by the
United States of Europe.”

Tom grinned. "Any time, Y our Holiness. It isn't like we can piss the Spanish off any more than we
aready did."

The pope smiled back. "Thisistrue. But one Spaniard deserves to be pissed off agreat ded, | think."

"Y ou're picking up English idiom quite well, there, Y our Holiness," Tom said, trying not to snigger likea
schoolboy. Theideaof priests swearing was kind of amusing. Hearing the pope do it was hysterical.

Tom was saved from bursting out laughing atogether by Ruy reappearing.
"What're we doing?' Tom asked.

"A diversonisarranged, and we should take cover whileit comesto pass." Behind him the keep of the
Cagtel Sant'’Angelo seemed to explode as people—mostly men, but some women as well—began
pouring out of the door and fanning out to head for the bastions and the various buildings under thewalls.

Tom wondered about that for a second or two, and then ahorrible thought presented itsdlf. "What have
you arranged asadiversion, Ruy?' he asked, with ahorrible suspicion that hed dready worked it out.



"The good captain and | discussed it, and it seemed a shamethat al that powder would be wasted for
want of timeto shoot it a the enemy. And it certainly makesfor an excellent dternative to surrender,
yes?

"Ruy! That building isafuckin' world historical monument! Are you out of your—" Tom stopped. "Yes,
you are, aren't you?'

"Indeed. And | notice that you have followed me every step of the way, Sefior Smpson.” It was dark
under thewall, and Tom could not see Ruy'sface very clearly, but hisimagination clearly supplied the
grin. A great ded of humor with morethan atint of maliciousglee.

"Please, what isthe plan?' The pope was aso eyeing the stream of people fleeing from the inner keep.
Tom noticed aso that there seemed to be rather fewer jets of fire from various windows, asthe
musketeers and arquebusiersfell slent.

"Y our Holiness, thisfortresswill not be surrendered. Shortly, there will be astruggle onthewalsasthe
defenders seek to escape. There will be an explosion, a mighty one athough not, we think, sufficient to
leve thecadlle”

"You think?" Tom was dumbfounded. Hed picked up alittle about up-time demoalitions, enough to
understand that it was a precision business that was done carefully and patiently with calculationsto
umpteen decimal places. Matters were certainly more rough-and-ready in the seventeenth century, but,
dill, therewerelimits.

"We were pressed for time," Ruy said, and Tom could see enough of his silhouette to see that he was
shrugging.

"How did you persuade the Guard?' the pope asked. "' had understood that they would fight on here so
that the enemy would not suspect—?"

He was switching back and forth between Italian and English in asingle sentence. Tom found it
surprisingly easy to follow. So long as he didn't switch to Spanish for Ruy's sake, because al Tom could
remember how to say in that language wasto explain that he no habla it.

Ruy shrugged again. "It was not hard. These men are proud that they are known for never surrendering,
Y our Holiness. But the Swissare apractical folk, very hardheaded. | explained that the best manner in
which to ensure that their mission was successful was create so much confusion that the Spaniards did
not redlize you were gone until it wastoo late. | promised on your behaf that word would be given when
you reached a place of safety so that the survivors might raly to you. Infact, it was one of the lieutenants
of the Guard who suggested evacuating the keep and firing the magazine.”

"How are we getting out?' Tom asked, redizing that Ruy was being surprisingly reticent on this subject.

"Ah, now there we have afurther trick to play.” Ashe said it, four guardsmen ran up, each carrying a
small keg under one arm and a bundle under the other. They headed straight for the barricade piled
behind theriver gate.

Tom put two and two together and redlized that he wasn't going to like this, not one bit. He looked
around himsdf. Thewall they were sheltering under was the medieva inner ward, which was asquare of
four bastions connected by walls, under which an assortment of outbuildings and sheds had been
constructed. The spare stonework of the later tourist-attraction castles was something that happened
after the castlefell into disuse. A working fortress needed dl kinds of interior structures. Right in the
middle of theinner ward was the cylindrical Structure that had started as Hadrian's mausoleum and was



now thefortified citadel of the papacy. So there was going to be an explosion there, and unless Tom
missed his guess there was going to be an explosion next to the door right by them. Asfar as he could
see, there was shelter from one, but not both.

The guardsmen came back from the barricade behind theriver-wall gate, one of them trailing a stream of
powder from the keg under hisarm. The other three were pulling on plain clothes from the bundlesthey'd
been carrying. Makes sense, Tom thought, that livery iskind of distinctive. Which didn't advance the
matter a hand one whit.

"Ruy, we are screwed!" heyelled, over asudden and thunderous cheering that seemed to come from
every direction a once.

"Not yet, Tom. Not until | finally get to have my wedding night, at any rate."

"Jesus, Ruy," Tom said, suddenly wincing at the thought of blaspheming in front of the pope, who didn't
actually seem to mind. "Where do we take cover?’

"There," the pope said, pointing along the wall. There was, maybe twenty yards away, a cluster of blocky
stone buildings just under the bastion they'd comein over. "Grain houses. Very strong.”

"See?' Ruy was grinning as he stood up in thefirdight. "Did I, Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz, not say
that the Almighty would provide? His persond vicar on earth shows usthe way."

"Right,” Tom said, grinning in spite of himsdlf, "that'swhet | cdl service.”

The grain stores proved to be cool and, relative to the din outside, quiet. Ruy was with the guardsmen at
the door doing something with the powder train. Ingde, there were already adozen or more civilians
taking shelter, perched on the sacks of grain that lined the walls. Some, with more presence of mind, had
found places where the bags were stacked like sandbags. A couple, junior priests from the looks, offered
nervous grins when Tom led the pope in with them to crouch down.

Ruy came back, and between him and four guardsmen, the shelter was getting cramped. "The
powder-trainislit. Perhgps a minute?'

"What about the men on thewalls?' Tom asked, redlizing for thefirst time that unless those guys had
noticed what was going on, they had had no warning.

"Most will live" Ruy said, somewherein the gloom beside Tom. The sounds of bettle, the clatter of metal
and the hoarse yells of men struggling for life and death, were growing closer. "More than if this assault
should continue. Much of the blast will remain insde thefortress, except for our little diverson.”

"Ya but_u

Tomwas cut off by aglaring flash and amighty dam likethe gate of hell. Lightsflashed in front of his
eyes, and for apanicky moment he could not breathe, felt as though he was submerged under miles of
lightless ocean, and then his vision began to come back through the purplish-green afterimage of the
doorway.

"Guess you got your earth-shattering kaboom," he said, and then redlized he hadn't heard aword. Shit,
deaf on top of everything, he thought, and staggered to hisfeet.

He could see nothing. He pulled out hisflashlight and tapped it a couple of timesto get it to come on.
He'd more or less avoided using the thing for months at atime, battery-recharges being as tough to come
by asthey were, and thelittle light ssemed dmost indecently bright in the gloom. The Swiss Guards were



blinking and looking about. Two of them hauled the pope gently but firmly to hisfeet. Tom noticed that
everyone in the room had the beginnings of anosebleed, and he could fed awarm wet trickle on hisown

top lip.

"The barricadeisgone," Tom heard, and looked around. Ruy's voice had sounded like it had come from
avery long way away indeed, but the wiry Catalan was stood right next to him, and had been bellowing.
He'd aready been up and about while Tom was gathering hiswits.

How does he do it? hewondered. If I've got half his energy at that age, I'll be glad. Half his energy
now would be good, too.

"Right!" Tom yelled back. He switched to the rather coarse German held used with his mercenaries and
hoped the Swisswould understand. " Follow Sanchez! I'll come behind!"

They seemed to get the message. Tom limped after them, checking his gun as he went. Somehow the
shock of the explosion had made his ass hurt worse, and it definitely fdlt like the cut there was bleeding
again. Riding back was going to be a stone bitch. Here's hoping | live long enough to suffer with that,
he thought.

Outside the grain store things seemed eerily quiet and clear, dthough Tom had to wonder if that wasin
part due to the deafness. He certainly couldn't hear his own boots on the flagstones of the courtyard. All
of the junk that had been out in the courtyard had settled or tumbled over, and there were lumps of
shattered masonry everywhere. There were fires here and there. The air had temporarily cleared, but the
smoke was dready starting again. Here and there shocky-looking survivors were staggering abot,
looking dazed.

A few short strides, stepping over debris and bodies, brought them to the gate. Before looking more
closdly there, Tom looked up at Hadrian's mausoleum. The whole top was missing. All of it. The heavy,
thick walls at the base had channeled the blast straight up and burst the upper floors like a suppurating
boil. The jagged rim of the drum at the top was stark againgt the flame-lit clouds of smoke above,
crowned with argpidly sweling mushroom cloud, acloud that looked like aflying saucer lifting off when
seen from below as Tom was looking &t it. The papal apartments that had stood atop the great drum of
the fortress were gone completely. Probably in orbit, he thought. Bits of ‘em, anyway.

Heturned to the gate. Ruy was beckoning. The gates were cracked, partialy open, but had fallen off
their hinges. "Jammed!" Ruy shouted. "'Push!”

Again, the words seemed to come from avery long way away. Tom hoped that the dim rumble as of a
receding freight train was his hearing coming back.

"Right," he murmured. "Brute force and ignorance, coming right up." He handed off his shotgun to
someone, not looking around as he weighed up where best to push. He wasn't quite up to the bulk hed
had as noseguard for his university, but he was ill in damned good shape—better, in some ways—and
had plenty of mass. He set ashoulder againgt one ledf of the gate and heaved. A little lift to the push, and
hefelt it sart to shift. Damn thing must weigh two tons, he thought, panting with the effort. Hisright
ham began to burn, and the gash in his ass-cheek sprang aleak again. Something in the shoulder he was
shoving with began to flare awhining little spike of pain into thejoint, but he pushed on.

And then it gave, and he had to clutch at the gate to keep from faling on hisface. Ruy, followed by two
guardsmen, egled through the gap, then two more, and finaly someone was tugging at hisdeeve and
offering him his shotgun back.

"Thank you, Y our Holiness," he said, and escorted the pope out into the cool night air.



To find the way was blocked. His hearing was definitely coming back. "I have orders, Don Ruy,"
Someone was saying.

"And you arefollowing orders?' Ruy replied. "It seems an age of miraclesisupon us."
"Mog drall."
"Stand aside, Quevedo,” Ruy said.

Tom moved forward to see what the trouble was. There seemed to be only acouple of soldiersthere,
and one older guy, dthough till younger than Ruy, who looked like an officer typeif Tom was any judge.

"No, Don Ruy," the other man—Quevedo? Sharon mentioned him, Tom redized—"It beggars belief
that you do not have His—ah, | seeyou do."

Tom had the presence of mind to get between Quevedo and the two soldiers with him and the pope. The
guardsmen pulled out an assortment of long knives and pistols that Tom hadn't noticed them carrying
before. A quick check to either sde showed that there didn't seem to be any other soldiers close by. The
men under thewalls, if they had been as shocked as those insde by the explosion, had recovered by now
and the one ladder Tom could see had a steady stream of men going up it. It wouldn't be long before
those men started looking for gates to open. He worked the dide of his shotgun. "Ruy," he said, loud and
clear, "onesde, please.”

"No," Ruy said, "l have adebt to pay. Get HisHoliness clear.”

Tom wasn't about to argue with the crazy old guy. Fuck it, hethought, I'll apologize later, and raised
the shotgun to his shoulder. He got abead on one of the soldiers and was surprised by aflare of the
musket the man was carrying going off. He jerked the trigger compulsively and sent the shot somewhere
over the rooftops of Rome. Where the Spaniard's shot had gone, Tom didn't see, but to either sde the
guardsmen snarled and leapt forward while Ruy went at Quevedo like alike agpringing trap.

Inthetimeit took him to work the dide for a second shot, the two soldiers had gone down under aflurry
of knife-thrusts and one pistol-shot, a guardsman was bent over and clutching awound in hisside, and
Ruy was booting Quevedo in the face to free his sword from the man's neck, into which it had gone
nearly three quarters of the width. Blood was spurting everywhere, and Quevedo's face had gone dack
as his head flopped to one side.

"I never did cure him of that fault in his guard with the back-sword,” Ruy remarked, casualy, ashe
flourished an aready-bloodstained handkerchief to clean hisblade. "And | am now glad | did not."

Quevedo thumped to the floor as he spoke the last words, and was clearly dead by the time Ruy
sheathed hisblade.

Tom turned and saw that the pope was asssting his wounded guardsman. "Not bad," the pontiff
remarked when he saw Tom looking. "And you have good doctors, not so?"

"Threeof 'em,"” Tomsad, grinning. "Let'sgit."

They dipped unseen to the boats, while behind them thefiresin the ruins of the Castel Sant’Angelo began
to take hold and light the night sky once more.



Epilogue

Rome

Giovanna peered into the earthenware jug that the jailer had brought in that morning. She could manage
the night despite the thirst. There would be another jug in the morning, asthere had been for the last two
mornings. She had had to use most of it to get Frank clean, since she had been alowed to share acdll
with him. They had let adoctor at him, and the bandages were clean, at least. It was the rest of him, the
cuts, the bruises, the scrapes and gouges. And the soot and the dust he'd been covered with, and the
dried blood.

Hewas dtill breathing, for which Giovannathanked God. They had left Giovanna her rosary, which had
been her mother's. Sheld been trying for yearsto follow her father's revolutionary precepts but she'd not
been able to bear to throw the thing away. Here and now, it was agreat comfort. She even remembered
theright prayersto say.

Would it do any good? They'd told her there was to be a new pope soon, that the old onewas dead in
the ruins of the Castdl Sant'/Angelo. The last light of a summer's evening came through thetiny, barred
window, and she stared up at the indigo sky in which stars were starting to appear. Outside she could
hear the sounds of soldiers marching about. She'd heard only snatches of the sack of the city that was
going on outside. Sometimes there was screaming, and earlier in the day she'd heard the gridly sounds of
an execution outside. From the window, she'd just been able to see that someone was being garroted.
Someonein apriest's clothes. Shed tried to think of it asthe inevitable bloodshed when the forces of
reaction fdll to fighting among themselves, but what sheld seen had been an old man being strangled.

It made thinking about anything beyond the next jug of water and loaf of bread . . . hard. Thelast of the
daylight wasfaling on Frank'sface now. His eyeswere twitching alittle under hiseydlids, and his
breathing had the rasp of his soft snores. She hoped that was agood sign. The linen of the bandage
around his head was crusted with blood, and she had not dared try to changeit. Therewas afinger
missing from hisleft hand, the ring finger. That seemed to have stopped 00zing now, and she hoped shed
kept it clean and dry enough. The broken leg seemed to have been set well enough, but she could not tell
under the splint and the Strapping.

They'd told her that he'd been shot, but only grazed by two bullets, and the rest had happened when the
building collapsed. That he had not been beaten, or shot by anyone's order. That the shooting had been
an accident in the tension of surrender and the bruises from being buried under rubble.

Why Spanish soldiers should care that she thought of them any better than she did, she had no idea. But
they had put her in here to nurse her husband, which was worth far more than any apologies. She had
been weeping, barely ableto breathe for grief until they told her Frank was alive. They'd dso told her



they did not have enough jailersto nurse al the injured prisoners, and needed the cell space anyway.

It hel ped that the Spaniards were using Roman jailers, who didn't seem al that enthusiastic about keeping
prisonersfor the Spanish Inquisition. They were doing their best to keep everyonein the cdll block
hedlthy and comfortable.

And Frank till dept. She had heard stories of people who never awoke after head injuries, and every
hour Frank dept made her think about them some more. He had the beginnings of afever, too. If any of
his wounds became gangrenous, only the mercy of her jailerswould bring adoctor to save him fromiit.

Therewas arattle of keysin the corridor. Someone was coming.

"Sefiora?' Thevoice wasn't the usua jailer, anative Roman, but a Spani sh-accented voice. Giovanna put
down the jug and stepped away from the door when the spyhole clacked open. There was murmured
conversation outs de and then another rattle of keys. The door opened and it was the Spanish captain
who had had her captured but let everyone else go. And who had had Frank shot.

She choked down the urge to hurl hersdlf at him and try to choke thelife from him. Getting hersdlf killed
would not help Frank and, anyway, the man had been under orders from that foul priest who had spent
hours making her fed filthy with hiseyes.

"Yes?' shesaid, after taking a deep breath, and then stopped. What el se to say to such aman?

"Itisno largething | can do, Sefiora Stoney Marcali,” the captain said, "but | felt | must make at least
some smdll apology, however humble, for my part in what has happened.”

"My husband is till dive—" Giovannaresisted the urgeto spit Spaniard! at the man in lieu of aname she
did not know. "—Spanish soldier. He may awaken any time now."

"| pray for this happy outcome,” the man said, and Giovannawondered to see that he clearly meant it.
There was Sncerity written al over hisface, despite his somewhat cracked Itdian.

"Thank you, Sr," she said, wondering what the man's name was. She'd caught that he was a captain when
she'd been held there on that street, watching them shoot cannons at the place shed made homefor dl
those months, the place where her husband had been hiding and had come out of to be shot. "He deeps
now. He has dept for days. | worry, but they will not send adoctor again. | have asked and asked, but
they will not send adoctor, and | have donedl | can."

She ached to ask for his help, and pride would not stop her. What stopped her was fear of what the
answer would be. She could keep herself warm with hopein acold cell. If he said no, even that patry
rag of comfort would be taken away.

The pleading must have shown in her face. "I will ask on your behaf, sefiora,” the captain said. "And
while the pleas of Don Vincente Jose-Maria Castro y Papas may count for little, | will not haveit said
that they were not entered in theright ears. | do not know if you are military prisoners, civil prisonersor
in the hands of the Inquisition, sefiora, but it may bethat | can sow somelittle confusion and seeto it that
the standards of the military are upheld. Even the standards of the Inquisition would be an improvement, |
think."

Giovannabowed her head in gratitude. Gratitude and not alittle fear—would he demand—"?

She looked up, and saw no lechery in what she now realized was the face of quite ayoung man.
Thirty-five, no more. And yet aface lined with cares. She had seen him argue with the other Spaniard,
the priest, and redlized that the argument, and what he had had to do when helost it, had both cost himin



their own way.
"Thank you," she said, her voice barely above awhisper.

"I would say that what happened was entirely againgt my will, sefiora,” he said, "but thisis no comfort.
Please, accept my gpologies neverthdess. Thereislittle about this business'—he waved ahand intheair,
taking in the whole of Romein oneweary little circle—"that | can atonefor in any way save what was
placed in my handsto do. | did it, but thereisno honor init, no pride."

There was nothing Giovanna could think of to say. Could she even say she forgave him, when shefelt no
forgiveness, no pity? Even as recompense for the crumb of charity he had offered? The words would not
come. After along and uncomfortable silence, the captain lft.

She went to Sit by Frank. "Do you hear, my love?" she whispered to hisdeeping ear. "They may send
another doctor to help you. | pray they will."

"| pray they will too," hewhispered back. "1 fed like shit."
"Frank?' shecried doud, "Are—"

He hissed, and shefell silent. "Not so loud,” he said. "I figure so long as they think I'm out they won't do
anything. | think | woke up when that guy wasin here.”

"Captain Papas?' she asked.
"Wasthat him? 1 thought that was adream—" his bresth rattled as he spoke—"water?"

She offered the jug, and he drank the last of the water greedily. Giovannaknew she could wait for more,
but Frank had had no more than the dribbles she had dripped through hislipsfor days.

"God, that tastes good,” he whispered, histhroat till plainly raw. "I fed weak asakitten. | don't think |
could move much evenif | wanted to."

"Dont," Giovannawhispered back. "Y our leg is broken, and you have other injuries.”
"Yeah, | canfed—God, | can't tell. Everything hurts. The leg's bad, though.”
"Liedill, Frank, if we can fool them long enough.. . ."

"Yeah." His smile seemed to outshine the sarlight that lit their cell. " Something's bound to turn up.”

Padua, Italy

"Well, that'sthat," said Tom Simpson, demondtratively dapping his hands together, asif clearing them of
dust.

"What's what?' demanded Mdissa. She was glaring at the Venetian soldiers who were barring the road
to Venice—and doing o just as demondtratively.

Tom gave her asage look. "Weve done what we can, come as far asthe road takes us. If you givemea
minute or two, | can probably drum up afew more clichés."

"Very funny,” snapped Mdissa
"He'sgot apoint, hon,” said Dr. Nichols. He nodded toward the soldiers. "On the positive Sde, they've



got ten times as many troops guarding the road into Padua. | figure the pope's safe enough for the
moment, now that we'rein Venice's terraferma.”

"Don't cal me'hon,'" Melissa snapped.

Nicholsrolled hiseyes. "Sure, babe, whatever you say."

Sharon couldn't suppressagurgling laugh. Just . . . couldn't. Melissas face had practically turned purple.
Melissadtarted to glare at her, but hafway through started a gurgling laugh of her own.

"Okay, | surrender!” she exclaimed. " 'Hon' it is. Anything's better than 'babe.’ For God's sake, James,
I'm sixty yearsold."

"Don't look aday over fifty-five, hon," Nichols assured her.

"Indeed s0!" boomed Ruy, who had just emerged from the door of the very big tavernathey were
standing not far from. He gave Sharon asmile and alittle nod. Then, swept off hishat and gave Meissaa
sweeping bow that would have dazzled the court at Madrid. "1, Ruy Sanchez de Casador y Ortiz, swear
itistrug"

That was good for ared laugh, and from everybody.
When that was over, Melissaasked: " So now what?'

"At aguess” replied Rita, "Italy sarts going up in flames. A good chunk of the rest of Europe aswell.
With those two over there'—she wiggled athumb in the direction of the pope and his nephew, who were
engaged in some sort of negotiationswith three Venetian senators—"pouring on the gasoline.”

Tom studied them. The pope and the cardina were enjoying the shade next to the tavernaswall. Also
enjoying abottle of wine.

"l say wejoin them," he proposed.
"By dl means," said Sharon. "You do so."
"You'renot joining us?' asked Rita

"No. Maybe tomorrow. For themoment . . ." Shetook Ruy by the hand. "My husband has made
arrangementsfor aroom.”

"Roomsfor everyone," Ruy added. " Separate rooms.”

Seeing that everyone was staring at her, Sharon sniffed haughtily. "The stresses of the past period may
have scrambled your brains and made you forget everything. But not me. Our wedding was interrupted,
remember?'

And shewas off, Ruy in tow.

"Wdl, that'sthat," said Tom.

Madrid, Spain

Philip IV had been staring out the window of the Alcazar throughout the count-duke of Olivares report
on the situation in Rome. Now, his hands sill clasped behind his back, he hunched forward abit. Asif he



were|ooking for someone in the gardens below.
"How many ns do we have in our employ, Gaspar?'

The count-duke had been afraid of that roya reaction. Heinhaed, preparatory to launching alittle
gpeech on the virtues of caution.

"However many thereare," the king of Spain continued—there was asnarl coming into hisvoice
now—"1 want each and every one of them dispatched to Romeimmediately. With firm and clear
instructions to bring me back the head of Cardind Gaspar Borjay Ve asco. Note carefully—make sure
to passthis adong to the assassns—that | used thetitle Cardinal .”

The explosion findly came. The king unclasped his hands and dammed the pam of theright hand against
one of the window panes. Fortunatdly, the glass was thick and well made. "Well see how much that
bastard likes the title 'pope’ when he stares down at his severed neck impaed on apike!”

"Better if we could have him brought back dive," said Don Jerénimo de Villanueva

Olivares gave him awarning glance, but the Protonotario of the Crown of Aragon wastoo furiousto
notice. His own words had been said in asnarl.

"We could then entertain oursdves a leisure, with historture," he finished.

Fortunately, the other two members of the hastily assembled council present, José Gonzdez and Antonio
de Contreras, were more phlegmatic by temperament—and, unlike Villanueva, had been keeping an eye
on their patron's reaction. They knew the count-duke of Olivares quite well, and interpreted the
expression on hisface correctly.

"I think we need to be cautious here" said Gonzdez.

Hesaid it cautioudy, of course. Granted that Philip 1V was not generally a hot-tempered man; granted
aso, he normdly left matters of governance to the count-duke while the king entertained himsalf with his
patronage of art and literature. Still, he was the king of Spain, and he was in an obviousrage.

Theking turned away from the window, bringing his heavy-boned face to bear on that of hisadvisor. The
sweeping roya mustachios were practically quivering, below the prominent nose and above the classic
Habsburg chin and lower lip.

"Why?" he bellowed. He pointed arigid finger at the window. "That—that—"
"Traitor,” Villanuevaunhdpfully supplied. "Madman, dso."

"Yed That madman—that traitor—hasjust managed to bring down into ruins Our entire foreign policy!
Every bit of it!"

"Ah—not quite, Your Mgesty," said Olivares.

The king brought the glare to bear on him. "Indeed? Please explain to me, Count-Duke, which aspect of
Our policy the creature Borja has not destroyed.”

Philip didn't wait for an answer. Although he didn't concern himsdf with the day-to-day business of ruling
the Spanish empire, the king was neither stupid nor ill informed. Most times, Olivaresfound that a
blessing. On some occasions, however—this certainly being one of them—it was something of acurse.

Theking brought up histhumb. "Shal We begin with arecitation of the casudties suffered by Our armies



in the north? We recdl them quite well, Gaspar, even if you seem to have mysterioudy forgotten. How,
We can't imagine—since those dismal figures were the principal subject of your report to Our council not

S0 very long ago.”

Theforefinger came up. It was alarge finger, and very giiff. Olivares had to restrain amomentary and
quite insane urgeto giggle. He had no difficulty imagining Borjaimpaed on that royd digit.

"L et'smove on to a congderation of our military situation. We were dl agreed that we faced an
unavoidable period of retrenchment, did we not? While we scraped up the money—We shall get to that
subject in amoment!—in order to recruit more troops and arm them with the new wegpons that the
cursed Swede and his American witches have inflicted on the world.

"Did we not?" he shouted.
A nod of hasty obeisance was caled for here, and Olivares—hastily—provided it.

"Splendid,” continued the king. The middle finger came up. "L et usnow congder Our financia
position—whichis perilous, asaways. The last thing we needed was to have amadman—no, a
traitor'—produce aStuation in Itay which will—unavoidably, Olivares, deny it if you can!—force usto
pour bullion into that miserable peninsula.”

Olivarestried to say something, but Philip would have none of it. "Deny it if you can! With the troops that
madman—no, that traitor!—pulled out of Naplesto carry through his adventure, tell me—if you can,
Olivaresl—that wewill not face arebdlion in southern Itay."

"| agreethat the financiad damage will be extensive, Y our Mgesty," Olivares said smoothly. He needed to
divert the king from too much thought on the subject of Itaian rebellions. At least for the moment, when
hewasin such afury.

In point of fact, Olivares was quite sure they faced something considerably worse than the usua
rebelliousness of Negpolitans. He had not mentioned in his report—and now thanked God that he
hadn't—the last item of information. That Borjahad not only overthrown the existing pope, but that he
had a so managed to let Urban escape. And to do so, to make the disaster complete, with the assistance
of the USE embassy to Rome!

Wasit redly too much to ask, that a madman not be a compl ete incompetent as well?

Thankfully, Villanuevawasfinaly coming to his senses. Redlizing the precipice that the royd anger might
plunge them over, the protonotario hurried to add: "My reports are that the latest bullion fleet from the
New World will be bringing more silver than usua, Y our Mgesty. | think—combined with some tax
levies, no way now to avoid them—that we will manage well enough.”

That caused thefirst break in Philip's escdating temper.
"Redly?' he asked.

Villanuevagave the king anod of such assured confidence that Olivares forgave him hisrecent sins. For
al theworld, you'd think Don Jerénimo actually knew what he was talking about.

Which, hedidn't. Villanuevaknew just aswell as Olivares did that there was no way, thisearly, to be
sure what amounts of bullion would be coming over from the New World. Even leaving aside the
ever-present danger of piracy, which was especialy acute now with the remnants of the Dutch fleet till at
largein the Caribbean.



But the count-duke was not aman to sneer at blessings, wherever they were found and however gilded
they might be.

"Indeed, Your Mgesty," hesaid, lying just as smoothly as Villanueva had. " Furthermore—"

Inthe end, it worked out aswell as Olivares could have hoped for. The king was still furious, but had
bowed to necessity.

"We smply have no choice, Y our Mgesty. Y es, Borja's actions were completely unsanctioned and went
far beyond any ingructions we gave him. But the fact remains that to disavow him now would smply
produce atill worse stuation. Y our brother's disaffection in the Low Countries'—he was tempted to
cdl it treason, but refrained—"is sure to deepen. | fear aso that our Austrian cousinswill do the same,
now that Ferdinand |1 has been succeeded by his son.”

And there was another casudty of Borjasinsane ambition. In truth, Olivares had looked forward to
dedling with Ferdinand I11 instead of his predecessor. The son was three times as smart and not given to
hisfather's pigheadedness. Unfortunately, that same intelligence would now lead him away from Spain,
not toward it. Olivareswas just as glumly certain of that as he was that he would soon face rebellions and
uprisngsal through the Itaian peninsula

"But for al those reasons," he continued, "we have no choice but to hail the restoration of the true faith to
the See of Rome. The coming storm is of Borja's making, not ours—but astorm it will surely be. To
throw over Borjawould be to throw over our cars aswell asthe mast that Borja himself demolished.”

That evening, Olivares had two other meetings. No broad councils, these, but secretive affairs.

Thefirst was with the envoy from Monsieur Gaston. Whom Olivares had carefully ignored in the padt,
but could do so no longer. With Spain now divided still further from both other branches of the
Habsburgs—he cursed Borja yet again—the empire could no longer afford the luxury of acareful policy
with regard to France.

"Yes," hetold him. "Wewill supply you with money. Troops dso, if need be. But!"

He wagged an admonishing finger under the miserable Capucin's nose. "Only if you can demondirate
some results”

The second meeting was more secretive ill. Olivares even went to the extreme of leaving hispalacein
disguise to make the encounter in ataverna

"Y ou can reach someonein Borjasforces?' he asked. "It will need to be an officer."

The man he sometimes used as an informal agent gave him anod. "1 can reach severd. More than you
might think. | can assure you, Count-Duke, that you are not the only one who thinks our beloved former
cardind isarogue.”

He cocked hishead, dightly. "Youwish.. . ."
Olivares shook his head. "No assassnation. The king was most explicit on the matter.”
He hadn't been at dl, actually. But there was no reason to bring that up.

"My concern is not with Borja, a the moment. My concern iswith the American prisoner. And his
Venetian wife"



The agent nodded. "So I've heard. Y ou want them .. ."
Olivares scowled. "Isit the wine, Pedro?"

Helifted his own glass, which was till mostly full. In truth, the wine was wretched. Thistavernawas not
onethat Olivares would have ever frequented on his own behalf.

"That keeps your mind fixed to murder, like amouseto bait?"
The agent chuckled. "'l point out to you—"

"Yes yes" Olivaressaid impatiently, "1 know what | normaly ask of you. But thisStuation is quite
different. Wewill most likely be a war again with the USE, and much sooner than | had either planned or
anticipated. | should think the rest follows."

The agent sudied him, for amoment, dowly twirling his glass around. Hed drunk very little of thewine
himsdf.

Then, he smiled, morethinly gill. "Yes, | understand. The prisoner issmply aboy. Hiswife, younger
gtill—and now pregnant, by the accounts. Emotionswould run high if they wereto meet asordid end in
Borjasdungeon.”

"High, indeed."

The agent was dmost grinning, now. The expression was quite insufferable, in away. But Olivares made
no reproof. He didn't like the man, not in the least. But he had dl the skills of the cursed Quevedo, with
none of Quevedo's flamboyance and carel essness.

For this subject, that was dl that mattered. The next few years were going to be stressful enough, for the
count-duke of Olivares. He didn't need to add to that burden the constant memory of Wallenstein being
struck down at adistance of half amile—because Borja couldn't resst further exercisesin madness.

"Yes, exactly. Hesjust aboy; and she, just apregnant girl of awife. Let's make sure they keep that
modest gatus, shall we? The world has martyrs enough.”

Magdeburg

Mike Stearns gave the man douched in achair in his office the Officia Stern Look. "Y ou
understand—agjiven the circumstances—that thisis entirely unofficia ?'

"Goes without saying," came the reply. Mike hadn't expect the Look to do much good.

"Fine. | hateto do this, but . . ." He shrugged. "I figure you're the best one for the job we've got. Going
by therecord."

"Hey, Mike, it'sno sweet. Redly."

Harry Lefferts rose from the chair and donned his wrap-around sunglasses. The ones he loved, that made
him look like an extrafrom abad thriller. Especialy combined with the boots and the Lee Van Cleef
cutaway jacket. The less said about the hat the better.

Inachair over in the corner, Francisco Nas looked to be choking on something.

"Onejailbreak, coming up,” said Harry. "My specidty.”



As he headed for the door, he said: "1t'll be thetalk of Europe.”
Onhisway out, he added: "Again."

About the Authors

Eric Flint launched the bestsdlling Ring of Fire seriesin 2000 with 1632. There are currently eight
volumesin thisseriesin print, and six volumes of amagazine devoted to the series available on-line at
www.baen.com. Hint'simpressivefirst novel, Mother of Demons (Baen), was selected by S
Chronicle asone of the best novels of 1997. With David Drake he has written six popular novelsin the
Bdisarius series, including the new novel The Dance of Time, and with David Weber collaborated on
1633, anove inthe Ring of Fire series, and on Crown of Saves, abest of the year pick by Publishers
Weekly. Flint received his masters degree in history from UCLA and was for many years alabor union
activist. Heliveswith hiswifein East Chicago, IL, and isworking on further booksin the Ring of Fire
series.

Andrew Dennis, in addition to co-writing the New York Timesbest sdller, 1634: The Galileo Affair,
had a story in Baen's The Ring of Fire, and has had many nonfiction pieces published on the subjects of
law and the paranorma. By way of aday job, he'salawyer and he livesin Preston, England with hiswife
and children.



