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Prologue

Lisbon, 1745

When I was a boy, there were days when I was outrageously, deliriously happy, even while I knew such happiness to be a mistake. Perhaps it is merely the way memory works, but over the decade that followed, I came to believe that the day of my greatest happiness was also the last time I knew of any happiness at all.

I recall running along Chiado Hill, moving with the grace and speed possessed only by the young, winding through streets crowded and so narrow I could have reached out and touched the houses on opposing sides. Seven years before that day, when I had been only six years old, my uncle had been trampled to death by a careless fidalgo on horseback not far from the very spot where I ran. My mother often reminded me of the dangers, but I knew better than she—or, I presumed, my late uncle—how to avoid them. I was an expert at dodging beggars and peddlers, avoiding the notice of judgmental priests, and leaping over piles of donkey turds. I knew how to place my feet to avoid slipping upon the street stones, uneven and loose. I made myself an engine of propulsion, as methodical and unwavering in my purpose as the distant windmills on the hills beyond Lisbon.

That day I ran with perhaps a bit more caution than was my usual. I was thirteen years old, and had the sense of invulnerability of all boys that age, but I was also a Portuguese New Christian, and therefore well attuned to the ways in which the universe’s clockwork mechanism produced irony and misery in equal measure. I’d seen men taken by the Inquisition on the same day they were to be married or had witnessed the birth of a child. Both of my grandfathers and one of my grandmothers had died in the dungeons below the Palace of the Inquisition. My mother often said that too bright an outlook invited bad luck, and I knew she was right. But that did not mean she had to be right today.

Over and over again, I put my hand inside my pocket to make certain it was still there—the necklace I had bought, just that morning, from Old Paolo, the peddler. I clutched it and felt the cool of the silver, which somehow reminded me of the softness of Gabriela’s skin. The necklace was for her, and so it seemed to me almost a part of her already, and touching it felt intimate and exciting and forbidden. I also wanted to make certain a pickpocket hadn’t taken it, for to travel five minutes out of doors with silver on your person was to invite theft.

I had lived all my years in fear and uncertainty, for that was the lot of my kind, but that day, at that moment, all was different. I had decided I was in love, and though she had not said so, I was sure Gabriela loved me in return. Earlier that afternoon, we had kissed for the first time, and I knew, right then, how I wanted my life to unfold. I knew how it must unfold because we would not be in Lisbon forever, nor even for long. Soon, we would no longer live in fear. It seemed simple and inevitable.

I was not supposed to know any of this, but I had a habit of eavesdropping. This was surely my father’s fault. If he did not send me out of the room when he discussed matters of importance, I would not have to resort to listening in secret. If he were willing to share with me the family business, I would never have had to teach myself how to unseal and reseal notes without leaving a mark on the wax. I knew he had his reasons. In Lisbon, secrets could be deadly. Perhaps he was right not to trust a boy my age, but someday he would realize how much faith he could put in me. Until then, I would take matters into my own hands.

I never said a word of what I knew, though I ached to tell this secret to Gabriela. By law, New Christians could never leave Portugal, but my father had money secreted away, and he intended to bribe soldiers and customs agents and sailors. He had friends among the colony of English merchants, that confederation of traders called the Factory. I had read the letters, written in code, that my father had sent to his friend the Englishman Charles Settwell. Our family and Gabriela and her father were going to leave. The five of us would flee to England or the Netherlands or France or another country beyond the Inquisition’s reach.

Perhaps it would not be this month, or even this season, but plans were in motion, and they could not be stopped. My father would soon have the money he required, and in Lisbon, the power of money dwarfed the power of the law, the crown, and sometimes, if luck was with you, even the Inquisition.

No, I could not tell Gabriela about any of this, but I could show her what she meant to me. For now, that would have to be enough.

I emerged from a series of dark and winding alleys and onto my own street, wider and brighter, with attached houses covered with glittering tiles. All through the city, bells rang, as they always did, loud and clear and bright. They were the sound of home. I ran past a trio of New Christian traders, friends of my father, clustered in serious conversation, and if they paused to look up at me as I sped past, I thought nothing of it. I offered the men a wave and moved on. I ran past a cluster of dark-robed Jesuits, and if their eyes fell upon me, I hardly cared. I even ran past the very worst of that species, the Jesuit Pedro Azinheiro, an Inquisitor who was said to hate Englishmen even more than New Christians. The man was a dandy, a womanizer, a mockery of a priest, and there was no one more feared among the city’s merchants. Even so, I waved at him as well. I was merely running, and even the Inquisition would not make a crime out of that.

The hill grew steeper yet, and I began to run short of breath, but it hardly mattered. I stopped and leaned forward for a moment, breathing hard, feeling the sweat drip down my back. My shirt, under my waistcoat, clung to my body. It was May, and already as hot as summer. I knew it would be cooler wherever my father chose to take us. That would be a nice change.

I found her where she said she would be, only a few streets over from our houses, outside the church of São Roque. She sat on the low stone wall, her legs dangling beneath her long brown skirts. She wore a bonnet that covered most of her inky hair, but the sight of a few wayward strands escaping their bondage excited me in ways I did not yet entirely understand.

Gabriela was lovely, and I was by no means the only one who thought so. Grown men stopped to look at her. That buffoon Eusebio Nobreza often attempted to strike up halting conversations with her, but if I was around, we children would start giggling, and Eusebio would storm off, infuriated.

Now neither of us giggled. I walked over to her, still winded from my run, taking in deep breaths as I let the sight of her wash over me. I tried to be subtle even as I stared at her big, dark eyes, her round face, her sharp nose, slightly flat at the bridge. All of her perfections and imperfections cast a spell, and I found that, for a moment, I could not speak.

“You’re late,” Gabriela said, pursing her lips into a knot. “I told you to meet me here before the bells rang.”

Just like that, I was no longer apprehensive. Why should I have been? This was Gabriela, not a stranger. I had no memory of anything before I knew her. We had almost no secrets from each other. She knew the whole of who I was, and knowing that, she had chosen to kiss me that very morning.

“I’m only seconds late,” I told her as I pushed myself up on the wall to sit next to her.

“Still,” she said with a smile both wicked and shy, “you shouldn’t keep a lady waiting.”

“Then I won’t,” I said. “Never again.” I reached into my coat pocket and pulled out the necklace. “I brought you something,” I told her, holding it up for her inspection. What I wanted, more than anything, was to put it on her. I wanted to reach out, placing both hands behind her neck, and gently brush her skin with my fingers as I fastened the hooks. The thought of doing it made my heart pound, and so I hesitated, and that instant became several seconds while I remained frozen, holding up the silver. Gabriela’s eyes went wide and then narrow and finally wide again. What did it mean? I tried to interpret her expression like a Gypsy sorting through tea leaves. As I did, a hand reached out, fast as a rabbit, and pulled the necklace from my grasp. My gift to Gabriela had been stolen.

Once again, I was running, this time downhill, which was both easier and more dangerous. I nearly caught up with the thief just a few streets away. The fugitive was small and quick, but his legs were not as long as mine, and as much as he wanted to escape with the necklace, I wanted it back more. He was greedy, but my need was greater.

I was perhaps ten feet behind the thief when he went flying through the air in an awkward, flailing tumble. His arms were splayed, and his mouth formed an O of terror and surprise. He landed hard, managing to keep his face up, but his chest slammed into the paving stones. I heard his sudden exhalation of pain.

The thief had been tripped. My friend Inácio had apparently witnessed my pursuit from a doorstep, and thrust his foot out just in time. Now Inácio sauntered over to the thief, who remained immobile. He reached down, placing his massive hand over the thief’s slender fist. He forced the fingers apart and took the necklace.

He held it up as I approached. His grin was equal measure pleasure in his conquest and for the opportunity to tease me. “For me?”

I held out my hand. “Of course not. It’s pretty, but not nearly pretty enough for you.”

Inácio hesitated, not because he wanted to take the necklace, I knew, but because it was his nature. He did not need to know whom the silver belonged to, only that it was an object of power, fought over by two people, and that made it interesting. He was from an Old Christian laboring family. His father did work for mine, and while we were an unlikely pair, we rarely passed a day without seeing each other. He was a dangerous boy, though never dangerous to me, and I trusted him completely.

“It’s a gift,” I told him, meeting his gaze, showing him no embarrassment.

A grin erupted under his large, hawkish nose. “Ah,” he said, and dropped the necklace into my hand. “She will like it, I think.”

The two of us now looked down at the thief, who had not yet risen. A few curious passersby had gathered to watch, but most people merely glanced at us as they continued on their way. A thief in Lisbon was hardly remarkable.

I had known the thief was small, certainly not older than me, but only now did I see that he was a Moorish child, eight or nine years old, wearing a tattered robe that had perhaps once been blue. He was hollow-eyed and shockingly thin, with sharp bones pressing out from beneath his skin. He looked up at us with his huge, sunken eyes and managed to raise his arms to protect his face. “Don’t hurt me.”

Inácio kicked him in the stomach. It was more to assert his authority than cause him pain or keep him on the ground. Boys on their own in Lisbon had to know how to protect themselves, and I liked to think I was good with my fists, but Inácio was another matter entirely. I’d seen him make a boy vomit blood after a single kick.

“Stop,” I told him.

Inácio shrugged. “Just letting him know what we think of thieves.”

“Why did you take it?” I asked.

“Because he’s a thieving Gypsy,” Inácio said. “What other reason did you imagine?”

“I was hungry.” The boy pressed his bloody hands to the stones and managed, slowly, to get to his feet. “I thought I could sell it. Please don’t call the soldiers. They will hang me.”

“Hanging’s what you deserve,” Inácio told him. To me, he said, “You can’t let his sad story sway you, Sebastião. Of course he claims to be hungry, but he’ll deliver the silver to his father or his master and they’ll feast tonight. They all claim to be starving.”

They all claim it, but often enough it was true. In this case, I believed it was. I’d seen starving children all my life. I had never seen a rich thief.

“I won’t call the soldiers,” I told him. I then reached into my pocket to retrieve my purse, but remembered it was empty. I had spent the whole of my money on the necklace. It had seemed so important, and yet I knew that if I brought it back to Gabriela now it would feel tainted. It would feel selfish and greedy, and I did not want to associate her with anything shameful.

I held out the necklace to the Moor. “Take it, and may Christ bless you.”

Inácio stepped between me and the young boy. “No,” he said. “You bought that for Gabriela. You can’t just give it away to a thief because he wants it.”

“It’s what I choose to do,” I said.

Inácio put a hand on my shoulder, not unkindly. It was more as though he wished to give me counsel—make me the beneficiary of his hard-won wisdom. “Where is your anger?”

I laughed and shoved him out of the way. “I don’t like being angry.”

The Moor took the necklace and dropped to his knees. He bowed low, touching his head to the street. Then he sprang up and ran, casting a wary look back not at me but at Inácio.

Inácio shook his head. “If I steal from you, do you promise to let me keep what I take?”

“Only if you tell me a very sad story.”

Gabriela was still sitting on the wall when I went back for her. She narrowed her eyes and cocked her head at me. “So. Where is my necklace?”

“The thief took it. I wasn’t fast enough.” I sat next to her, slumping down, performing frustration.

“That’s bad news.” She shook her head at the unpleasant turn of events. “I can’t kiss you unless there is an exchange of gifts.”

I tried to say something, but I had no idea what it would have been if I had been able to make my throat work.

“Although,” Gabriela said, looking upward thoughtfully, “I suppose if I gave you something instead, that would answer.” She unpinned the blue scarf that encircled her bonnet, and pressed it into my hand. “It was a pretty necklace, and I should have liked to wear it,” her voice now much lower.

“I’m sorry,” I managed.

“I liked it so much that I followed you,” she said. “I wish I could wear it, but there are things I like better than jewelry. I am very fond of kindness.”

She leaned in to kiss me, and relief and love and dizziness swam about my head in equal measures. This, I decided, is what happiness feels like, pure and unalloyed, and I wished the moment could last forever.

But our lips never touched. As I moved toward her, I felt a hand on my shoulder. I started and turned to see my mother. Her face was pale, and lined, as though she wore the mask of a much older woman. Her eyes were red from weeping.

“We must go,” she said. “The Inquisition has taken your father.”

My mother gripped my wrist and twisted until my skin burned, and she pulled me down the hill toward the quays. She had been crying, but now she was calm and controlled, her face as sharp and unmoving as stone. I had seen her like this before. When terrible things befell her, she could easily be consumed by her grief, but if there were responsibilities that required attention, she locked her sadness away. She had business, and she was tending to it.

“Tell me what happened,” I said. “I need to know.”

“It was the Jesuit who has been asking questions. Pedro Azinheiro,” she said, her voice flat and empty, as though reading a letter written in a language she did not understand. “He came with the Inquisition soldiers. If I had not been outside, talking to Senhora Paquda, they would have taken me as well.”

Pedro Azinheiro. I had waved at him like a fool. Better I should have killed him. I wished I could go back and make it all unfold differently. I could have wrapped that silver chain around his neck and choked the life out of him. Instead, my father was gone, arrested. He would be put to the question. He would be made to confess a thousand things he had never done. They would make him say he had lit the candles on Friday night, that he shunned pork, that he fasted on Jewish holy days, that he studied forbidden books and spoke in evil languages. Then, when he at last admitted to all these things, he would be made to say which of his neighbors and business associates had done it with him. He would resist all of this at first, but in the end, everyone said what the Inquisitors wanted them to say. Everyone broke. We all knew it. My father would break too.

There had been no public burnings for many years, but when my father finally emerged, a year or more from now, he would be emaciated and old. He would be impoverished and humiliated. And they had asked about my mother too. They would come for her soon enough. They were coming for all of us.

This was what we had feared, every day, almost every hour. It had happened. Part of me felt like perhaps this should be a relief—we no longer must wait for it. That much was true, but it was no comfort. This was the end of everything I knew.

We would never leave now. We would never escape to another country. All of that was gone. My family, my hopes, my life with Gabriela. It had vanished.

“What are we going to do?” I asked. I was trying not to cry. I wanted to be like my mother. I wanted to be about goals and tasks.

“We are doing what your father wanted,” she said. “What we both wanted. It is what we planned for.”

“Will they arrest us too?” I asked.

“I won’t let them have you,” my mother said. “Your father and I agreed on that.”

“But what about you?” I demanded. I sounded like a whiny child, and I hated it.

Her hazel eyes vanished into slits, and she turned her hard-set, oval face away from me.

She pulled me onto the quays belonging to the Factory. Beyond the swarming chaos of the piers were the great ships moored out on the massive expanse of the Tagus, like floating palaces. Smaller barges moved back and forth, perpetually bringing goods to and from the shore. We stood in the thick of English laborers, English sailors, English factors. They moved around us like ants around a stone. We remained still until one of them approached.

I knew him. He was a handsome and bewigged man, perhaps forty years of age. Charles Settwell, one of my father’s most important business contacts and his closest friend among the English.

He took off his hat and bowed at my mother. “Senhora Raposa,” he said in reasonable Portuguese, “I cannot express the depths of my sorrow at this terrible news.”

“Thank you, senhor,” she answered, her voice stiff and formal. “There is little time for sentiment, however. When does the packet leave?”

“With the tide. Soon.”

She nodded and swallowed hard. “Then there is some good fortune here, at least.”

“Of a dark kind, yes,” Mr. Settwell agreed.

“What is happening?” I demanded.

My mother lowered herself to look directly in my eyes. She was a tall woman, and I had not yet come into my full height. When she put her hands on my shoulders and crouched down like this, it made me feel like a child. Sometimes I hated it. Now, I craved it.

“They will come for me,” she told me. “They will come for you too. That you are so young will not stop them. You know that. Senhor Settwell has always been willing to help us. He will put you on the English packet, and you will go to England, where they can never harm you.”

“No,” I said. “You must come with me. We must get Papa, and we’ll all go.”

“It is too late for that,” my mother said. “It can only be you. They can smuggle a boy, not a woman. They cannot take the risk of me being caught. They risk enough with you.”

“I can’t go,” I said. “I won’t go without you.”

She began to cry then. I could see she was struggling not to, but the tears began to flow fast and hard. Her eyes were red, and her lips trembled. “Please, Sebastião. You must do what I say. You can’t know how I want to hold on to you, but if you don’t leave they will hurt you. They will make you scream, and they will make us listen to it, until we give them every name they want. Do you understand? They will use you to destroy us, and nothing you say will stop them. We could tell them everything we know, but they don’t care about what is true. They will hurt you to make us bend to their will. I know you want to help us, but the only thing you can do is be safe and free. That is how you will help me and your father.”

I was crying openly now. Under any other circumstances, I would have been furious with myself for weeping, but now I didn’t care. “But I won’t see you again,” I said. “I won’t even have the chance to say goodbye to Papa.”

“I cannot say what will happen. I pray to the saints we will find each other.” She crossed herself, and then stood and looked at the Englishman. “Take him.”

“No, Mama,” I said, but I knew the words were empty. She had made it so I could not stay. She had made it clear that to do anything but get on the barge would be a betrayal of both her and my father. To be loyal to my family, I must abandon them to the Inquisition.

I threw my arms around my mother and felt hers around me. I took in her familiar scent, and for the briefest of moments I felt safe with her. I forgot, for that second, that the future was fixed and immutable. I allowed myself to believe that things might somehow go back to how they were before.

Then the Englishman put his hand on my shoulder. “If we are to go, we must go now,” he said.

My mother pushed me away, firmly but with such warmth I felt my heart breaking anew. “I love you, my sweet boy,” she said. “We both love you. Be well, and don’t forget us.”

“No,” I whispered. “Not yet.”

She was already turning away, losing herself in the crowd. I moved to run after her, but the Englishman grabbed my arm hard.

“I know you want to,” he said, lowering himself to speak directly to me. “You’d be a wretch if you didn’t want to, but you cannot go after her. You must honor their wishes. Getting you to safety is the only power they have over the Inquisition. It is all they have left, and it will be all they will have to sustain them in the months ahead. If you love them, you will not take away that shred of comfort.”

I looked up at Mr. Settwell and saw that he too was weeping. Then I reached into my pocket and felt something. It was Gabriela’s blue scarf. I ran my fingers around and over it and I closed my eyes. I would never see her again either.

I could never say what happened in the minutes afterward. Did I later will myself to forget the moment when I chose to abandon my parents? Did I expunge from my memory the decision to escape rather than stay with Gabriela? I don’t know why I can’t recall those moments, but I am grateful that it is so.



London, 1755

It was a cold night in a rainy winter. The streets were full of melting snow and horse shit. The thief had fled through the alley, and I ran after him because that was what I did. I was a thief taker, and I was acting in accordance with my duties.

That was what I told myself: but the man in question was not really a thief. He had, however, tried to take something from me. No, that wasn’t quite true either.

He had flirted with a woman I was courting. Yes. That was certainly correct. He had tried to steal from me the woman I loved.

But again—that wasn’t right. I did not love Leonora, however deserving she might be. I had been courting her because my patron, Mr. Weaver, thought it would be good for me to seek a wife. He thought a kind woman would prove a calming influence. It was not turning out to be the case. Mr. Weaver was rarely mistaken, but this time, he had erred significantly.

I shook off my hesitation as I ran. This thief was called Harry Nunes. His ancestors were Portuguese Jews, but he had lived his whole life in England. He knew nothing about betrayal, and so he thought it was a game to take what belonged to another man. He also clearly knew nothing about the Portuguese spirit. You did not attempt to steal another man’s woman unless you were prepared to pay the price. I knew that even before I understood why a man might want to steal a woman, or to keep one.

I had heard, from children on my street—that’s how I discovered it!—that Nunes had visited Leonora. He had brought her a gift of flowers and cakes, and he had stayed for hours, visiting with her and her parents. There had, I am certain, been laughing within her home, for Nunes was a merry fellow. I was not.

Nunes was no fighter, but he was swift. When he saw me as he left his father’s silversmithing shop, he had known at once, and he fled. He leapt over stone and crate and broken barrel. He was as graceful as a deer, but every man’s luck runs short sooner or later, and he tripped over nothing at all—his own feet got in the way—and flew forward, sliding face-first through the muck in the alleyway.

I was on him in the span of three breaths, turning Nunes over to make sure he didn’t drown in the growing puddle. I would not have him drowning before I was done with him. The rain was coming down hard now, and lightning was slicing through the gray covering of clouds. I would have liked to think I resembled a spirit of righteous vengeance. In truth I knew what I looked like—a jealous madman.

Nunes’s lips quivered, and he formed words only after several unsuccessful attempts. “Sir,” he said. “I never meant to offer offense.”

“Then you should not have called upon Miss DeCosta,” I shouted at him.

He tried to scramble away, but my grip on his collar was tight. “She told me she did not think you were serious in your interest in her,” he said. His eyes were wide, darting back and forth, as though some escape were just outside his range of vision. “She says you do not love her.”

Of course I did not love her. I was not made for such feelings, but I did not like the reminder, coming from Nunes. I struck him in the face, feeling the warm pain of flesh against knuckles. I knew how to hit hard without doing myself too much damage. I struck him again, this time in the stomach. I was lost to my fury, but some part of me, some distant voice, did not want me to disfigure the poor fellow, to break his nose or knock loose his teeth. I raised my fist once more. The thunder and lightning seemed to be coming from within me, a product of my anger.

“Stop it, Mr. Foxx.”

I froze, but I did not turn to look. Not at first. Chasing Nunes through the wet London streets had required not a moment’s thought, but looking to see who spoke required all the courage I could muster. It was, of course, Leonora DeCosta, standing in the storm. As I came to myself, I realized where Nunes had been running—to the DeCosta home, looming above us. A tall footman held his own coat over Leonora’s head to protect her from the rain, and he was mostly successful. It was no easy task, for Miss DeCosta was tall herself, shapely and beautiful. She was also clever and witty, precisely the sort of woman who ought to have found a way into my heart.

“Miss DeCosta,” I said, dropping Nunes and straightening up. I spoke as though it were a chance encounter upon the street, as if I had been doing nothing more shameful than taking a stroll.

“Why would you do this?” she asked.

I could say nothing. It suddenly seemed too absurd. He had brought her cakes. He had sat in her parlor. There had, perhaps, been laughter.

“I’m sorry,” I said to her.

Despite the footman’s best efforts, water trickled down her face. It was rain, not tears. “I had heard,” she said, her voice hard and icy, “that you destroy everything you touch. I see now it is so.” She looked at her footman. “I shall survive a little water. Help Mr. Nunes.”

The footman appeared momentarily confused, unsure if he should obey, abandoning his mistress to the elements. She glowered at him, and he moved.

I turned away. I wanted to help Nunes myself, to apologize to him, but he would not want me. I recognized that.

The anger had been upon me, chasing and beating Nunes. I knew it well. It had been my companion for years, for almost as long as I had been in England. It was the only thing that eclipsed the grief, and that was why I had allowed it in, reveled in it.

I began to walk in the rain, not toward my home. Not toward anything. Leonora’s words stung me. I destroy everything I touch, she had said. And it was true. I thought about the friends I had made, the women I had known. They all left me soon enough. Only Mr. Weaver remained loyal. He shook his head when he heard about the things I did. He tried to talk to me, to encourage me to find other ways to vent my passions, but then I would feel the rage again, and I would do something else, and another person would be unable to forgive me.

I walked, making no effort to protect myself from the cold or from the water that poured down. I liked how it felt. I liked that it was uncomfortable and miserable. “I must do something,” I said aloud. The thought of poor Nunes running from me, as though I were a monster, filled me with shame. I remembered that day, ten years before, when I’d chased a thief through the Lisbon streets and allowed him to keep what he had stolen. I had not been a monster then. How had I become a person that my former self would have despised?

“I must do something,” I said again, though I had no idea what it could be.

Then, at once, I did know. It came to me, unbidden and fully realized. I knew how I was going to purge myself of all this anger. I was going to be someone other than a brute who beats helpless men in the rain. The answer was clear and welcoming.

I was going to have to kill someone who deserved death before I killed someone who did not.
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Chapter 1

Lisbon, 1755

I am not a kind person. That much, I believe, I have established in the previous account of enraged rival-pummeling. If I am a monster, however, then I am monster made, not born.

Indeed, I was made by men such as the priest who stood before me.

A man might live in London all his life, might upon a daily basis risk encounters with cutpurses and toughs, renegados who would slit a stranger’s throat for no reason but the thrill of murder, and for all that never cross paths with anyone as dangerous as a Portuguese priest. Here was the real devil.

Standing in the gloom on the Falmouth packet ship, I watched his movements, the half-laugh and calculated smile as he peered through my cabin door. The priest’s expression revealed nothing, for deception was the way of his kind, as natural to him as lying down at day’s end is to you. But it could be my way too. I had not come to Lisbon to kill this particular priest, but I would kill him all the same if the need arose and not regret it. I’d never killed anyone in my life, but I knew I could. Refraining from murder, not the murder itself, had always been the difficult part.

The priest was not five feet in height, and so plump that he looked like a ball for a child’s fairground game. His eyes were wide and bloodshot; his nose large and red from, I supposed, a healthy appreciation of Portuguese wine; and his ears comically massive and hairy. It was impossible to conceive of a countenance less threatening than that of this stunted man with his fleshy fingers, thick as carrot stubs, wiggling as though he played upon an invisible pianoforte. The priest’s masters had chosen him for his task precisely because he seemed harmless and bumbling, the very thing to soften the Englishman’s fear of papists, a mistrust bred into his roast-beef heart since the days of Bloody Mary.

The ship upon which I had arrived had been at anchor only a few hours now, and it was necessary to undergo this little dance with the priest before I could set foot on dry land. I made no complaint. I was not yet ready to leave, though I had watched from the deck as we approached the City of Seven Hills, as Lisbon styled itself. (The claim, of course, was rubbish. There were far more than seven hills, but the great men of the capital liked to shave off a few insignificant mounds of earth, all the better to suggest a similarity to imperial Rome. Rather like suggesting a monkey resembles a lion because they both have tails, but of the city’s many crimes, an inclination to boast was among the more forgivable.)

First the packet had anchored by the stout watchtower at Belém so the health inspector might take a cursory tour through the small ship, looking into our eyes and mouths, making certain we were not spotted or vomiting or covered with boils. There we had been treated to a bit of theater. Act I: the health inspector finds much in the crew’s appearance to alarm him—sallow complexions, coughing here and there, some alarming smells from the chamber pots. These sailors, he concludes, must never be allowed to spread their contagion ashore. Act II: The captain presses into the inspector’s hands a purse bursting with silver. Act III: The inspector, upon closer examination, decides that the crew is healthy indeed, and the packet is given permission to continue. The curtain falls, and all applaud.

As we continued on our way, I had watched as the distant palaces and monasteries and cathedrals glittered into view. Then, as we had moved east into the Tagus, came my first glimpse of the white stone and blue tiles and red terracotta roofs. There were the clusters of poor hovels in the Baixa and the Alfama. There were the flashes of green from the juniper and Mediterranean oaks and olive and lemon trees. There was the distant sound of a thousand churches ringing their bells at once.

The August sun had warmed my face as the ship sliced through the sapphire water toward this city, so strange and so familiar. In my memory, Lisbon was a place of looming dusk, its sky forever domed by sooty clouds. It was a land cast in gloom eternal, where shadows had more substance than men. Now the sunlight and the swirl of color, the indifferent beauty of the city and the sea, struck me as a species of mockery, one more deception from Lisbon’s endless supply. That was well enough. This time, I had a few deceptions of my own.

Even for the wary, a category that describes nearly every Englishman who arrives in Portugal, the city exuded its charms. Lisbon had seduced its share of pinch-faced and scornful Anglicans, come to spend a year or two, but who remained for as many decades. Poverty and despair and injustice were hidden from this distance. They were not on the skin of the beast, but in its lifeblood, flowing through secret channels and arteries, so that from the Tagus the eye fell only upon beauty paid for with Brazilian gold and diamonds. Domes and towers and arches jutted forth to announce that here was greatness, here was power. This was the story the Portuguese liked to tell themselves. If they spoke the words often enough, perhaps they could shout down the truth.

These last brooding thoughts I had indulged in from my cabin. I had already seen enough of Lisbon at a distance that morning, and I was not yet ready to return to the place I had lived for the first thirteen years of my life. Lisbon had been my home and my cruel master. Lisbon had taken my parents and stolen from me my friends. Now, I would soon walk its streets. I wished I had not hidden away Gabriela’s scarf, saved all these years, for I wanted to hold it. That ragged bit of cloth had become the sole monument to all I had lost, and I thought it would, at the very least, fire my determination.

The priest was but the first test, the first coin to deposit at a long and ever greedier series of tollhouses. He had appeared outside my open cabin door in his black coat and white cravat, grinning cheerfully and knocking with a lively flick of the wrist as though he were an old friend come to call. I turned to face him, and it was at that moment that I truly understood, perhaps for the first time, that I had placed myself in an impossibly dangerous situation. This thought cheered me.

“Now then, you must be Sebastian Foxx,” the priest said in native English. His voice contained only warmth. Like his appearance, it was meant to announce that this was a harmless man, jolly and good-hearted, no one to fear. This was no agent of a corrupt and degenerate institution, its maw set on devouring good Protestants and shitting out papist turds. No, no, he was just a jolly fat man, and who doesn’t love one of those?

“I am Foxx.” I stooped slightly as I spoke, for I am tall, and the cabin’s ceiling was low enough to brush my wig. A typical Englishman, on his way to Lisbon to engage in trade, might think of the cabin as a prison cell, and the beckoning city outside as freedom. I knew the precise opposite to be true.

The priest stepped into the gloomy chamber and reached out to take my hand, which he clasped with familiar warmth. His skin was sweaty and not at all pleasant to the touch. I wished I had put on my gloves. I would make a point never again to touch a priest without them.

“I am delighted to meet all newly arrived Englishmen,” he assured me, “but as you are the only one on this packet, today I am especially delighted to meet you. You have rescued me from a very dull afternoon.”

I had seen priests in London—many of them and regularly—though these were generally of the Church of England. From time to time I had also spied clerics of the Romish church, but upon English soil such men were utterly impotent, deprived of rights and privileges, and more despised than Jews. They were frightened, skittish things, prone at any time to be struck with dead rats hurled by gleeful children raised not to understand entirely the difference between a Catholic priest and Satan. Here, in Portugal, it was another matter. This affable man could have anyone he pleased arrested upon suspicion of any crime, or, if he chose, no crime at all. A stranger upon the street whom the priest cared mark with a jab of his thick finger would find himself clapped in chains and dragged to the dungeons of the Palace of the Inquisition. The Inquisitions of France and Italy, even the notorious Inquisition of Spain—they were all dead or toothless. In Portugal, the Inquisition continued unabated, deadly and pervasive and merciless.

I laughed nervously, for I did not wish to appear at my ease. My long apprenticeship under the great thief taker, Benjamin Weaver, had given me many skills. Most of them could be best witnessed as I thrashed a defenseless man in a London alley, but there were skills of a subtler nature too. For example, I knew how to pretend to be someone I was not, and this was more than simply making claims about oneself. A man’s nature was conveyed by a thousand means, by movements of hands and eyes and mouth, by how he stood or sat, by what he looked at and looked like. I little doubted my ability to make the priest believe I was what I wished him to see.

I returned the priest’s handshake, though my hand threatened to slip from his well-greased grip. “I very much doubt I shall relieve you from dullness, for I’ve little to say that will prove entertaining.”

“That’s where you are wrong, my son,” the priest said. “I love nothing above meeting new gentlemen.” Then he released my hand, and I was glad of it.

I invited the priest to sit in one of the rough wooden chairs bolted to the floor. The vessel had not been built for the comfort of its passengers. The packet’s chief purpose was to convey goods and mail from Lisbon to Falmouth and back again on behalf of the English Factory. Sometimes the packet carried many voyagers, sometimes but one or two, and none of these enjoyed any particular luxury. My cabin contained only two chairs, a table, a bed, and a trunk for storing a few articles of clothing. When upon the seas, it was near impossible to move without knocking into the furnishings, and my shins bore bruises from unsteady efforts to dress or use the privy.

“Now then. Sebastian Foxx,” the priest said, consulting a little book full of notes written in a dense hand, each stroke neat and fully articulated. “This is your first voyage to Lisbon, I see.”

I said nothing for several long seconds as I scratched at crystallized salt upon the splintering arm of my chair. It was something an anxious man might do. Indeed, it was something I ought to do in earnest, for what I planned to do was madness. I ought to be terribly anxious.

“Forgive me,” I said, affecting mild embarrassment. “I was surprised to hear you are an Englishman, or you speak as one at the very least.”

“Henry Winston, originally of Marylebone,” the little man said with an easy smile and a new round of spasmodic finger wiggling. “And now I am here, in Lisbon. It is the place for an Englishman of my religion.”

“It is what I have heard. Indeed, I ought not to be surprised to meet you, but it is one thing to be told there are English priests in Lisbon and quite another to encounter one.”

“Most Englishmen regard my religion as a form of plague,” said Winston. “They do not wish to get too close for fear I shall infect them with my Romishness.” His laugh sounded decidedly practiced.

“It seems foolish to recoil from Catholics in Lisbon,” I noted, like a man trying to ingratiate himself. “They are everywhere. Or so I am made to understand.”

“It is a devout city, and with no small share of priests, true enough. And we must do our duty.” The ship pitched a bit upon a wave, and Winston lashed out to take hold of his chair. He looked positively abashed an instant later. “You must think little of me, but even anchored upon the river, I do not much care for the feel of a ship upon the water.”

It was admittedly a bit choppy, but I had grown used to movement of the seas. The weather had been much rougher on the passage from Falmouth. Once we had come upon a summer storm and there had been general fear of foundering. Ill content to cower in my cabin and hope we remained afloat, I had joined with the sailors in securing the deck. While my attention had been fixed upon loose riggings that whipped around with strength enough to snap a man’s bones, a great wave had collided with the ship, sweeping torrents of blood-warm water across the deck. I had grabbed a rope an instant before the water slammed into me, blasting my body twenty feet into the air. The wind screamed in my ears. Lightning flashed, illuminating the frantic efforts of the seamen below. For a moment I was aloft, flapping like a standard. It seemed I might be up there forever or might as easily let go, losing myself in the tempest, merging with it, not in truth dying, but simply changing form to wind and rain and lightning. My hands were raw, and bursts of light illuminated the bloodstained rope. I could not hold on much longer, so perhaps I should choose the moment rather than leaving it to uncaring chance. Was there not some merit in making the decision myself? Was there not honor in surrendering to the elements?

Then, for no more than a heartbeat, the wind paused, and I fell, colliding against the wet wood of the deck. I was briefly insensible, but I soon awoke with a dull ache down one side of my body and the taste of blood in my mouth, my hands stinging. The pain was nothing but distant noise compared to the spiteful satisfaction of knowing the wave and the wind were gone, and I yet remained.

To the priest I said, “In time, a man grows used to the waves.”

“I am not a sailing man. I made the voyage here once, and shall never return.”

I nodded slowly, showing the priest the unease and caution he would expect, and then a bit more beside. About now he would begin to suspect that I had something to hide. I would appear to do my best to make conversation, but not chat easily. I would affect comfort, but my actions would betray a man unskilled at keeping secrets. If he was a perceptive fellow, and they would have no other kind in this role, he would see it all.

He clapped his hands together. “To business then. Portugal is a Roman Catholic kingdom, as you are aware. The open practice of other religions is not tolerated. You may not bring Protestant prayer books or Bibles into the country. You may not discuss your religion with anyone not already a declared Protestant, and then only within a private residence, and never upon the streets or within a public building. You must show respect for all members of the Church, all processionals and displays of faith, even when they are not led by a representative of the Church. Failure to do so will be to invite the attention of the Inquisition, which you wish to avoid. The Inquisition has the power to arrest anyone on Portuguese soil for any reason it may choose. Being English or wealthy offers no immunity if you are guilty of heresy.”

I knew all of this very well, but did not, of course, indicate the depth of my understanding. Instead I told him that the captain had explained these details previously.

The priest then smiled, perhaps to soften his message. “It is by no means a difficult thing for an Englishman to spend his time here unmolested by the Inquisition, but respect for our ways and a willingness to be forthcoming are necessary. So, to begin, you must tell me why you have come to Lisbon.”

“I am to engage in business,” I answered, letting the prepared lie roll off my tongue, savoring this first course. “I have come into an inheritance and now wish to establish myself as a factor, perhaps to work my way into the Factory.”

“A young man like you, so very industrious. I am made to understand you are but three and twenty, but you conduct yourself as a man older and wiser. I admire that, sir. Tell me the truth. Have you brought any illegal books here, Mr. Foxx?”

“Certainly not,” I said. The discomfort in my voice was feigned and had nothing to do with the illegal book I had indeed brought with me. The volume I had hidden away was, in fact, far more shocking than anything the priest might suppose me to own.

The priest leaned forward and smiled, perhaps warmly, perhaps malevolently. It was hard to say. “You are certain?”

“I have no wish to begin my career in Lisbon by running afoul of the law,” I assured him.

The priest leaned back and studied me with the particular attention of a man well practiced at detecting liars. He squinted slightly as he examined my face. For in my dark eyes and strong features, I believe Winston recognized something not entirely English, something strangely familiar. “I know how attached the English can be to their sacred books. We will, of course, search your possessions.”

I did not doubt it. It was why I had not chanced bringing a wide array of weapons with me and had come on the ship unarmed but for a single blade. One dagger of sentimental value would raise no suspicions. Of course, I would have to procure more blades, and perhaps firearms as well. Some grenados, if I could find them, might come in handy. If not, a few barrels of gunpowder could be of service. I was not quite sure what I would need, but it would be better to have more than I required than less. I’d been known to enjoy making things explode from time to time, and what better place than this to indulge? I would rather level the entire city than let the man I sought escape.

“Come, sir,” the priest continued. “It is wise to tell us now, for possessing illegal books is not a crime while you are still on the ship.”

Having lost myself in a reverie of gunpowder, I returned my attention to the priest’s concern about the rather less explosive power of the Book of Common Prayer. “I chose not to bring what I could not keep.”

“I will take you at your word, sir, for the time being. Tell me, what is your religion? Are you Church of England, or a member of one of the colorful dissenting sects?”

I did not answer, and this time my hesitation was genuine. I had prepared my response, practiced it in the silence of my cabin every day since leaving England. It was the first step down a path that, even now, I was not certain I wished to take. I might still retreat. I might choose a safer, less permanent course, but then the image came to my mind again. The man in the alley, Mr. Nunes, his face distorted in pain, his head knocked hard against stone, his eyes wide with terror at this beast that had set upon him. Behind him, Leonora DeCosta, witness to it all.

That memory had brought me this far, and it would take me along the rest of this journey. There were but two options before me now. I could remain the thing I had become, or I could cleanse myself in the very fires that had forged me. If I but said the words, I would inevitably draw out the man I wanted—the man who was said to loathe Englishmen above all else. Pedro Azinheiro. I depended upon my recollection of the man, that he could not resist the bait I was prepared to dangle.

The priest attempted to put me at my ease. “You are in no danger. We do not expect Englishmen to share our views—at first, at any rate. Ha-ha! You need only answer the question.”

I remained silent. Winston must work for his answer so that when he received the gift, it would be all the more believable.

The priest leaned forward until his face was close to mine. His breath smelled of onions and fish, and his body reeked of old sweat. “I am beginning to lose my patience, sir.”

I wanted him to stoke the fires of his expectation, to create the tension of the unfulfilled, the way a good playwright makes the audience long for the murder or the marriage that is all but inevitable. When I said the words, it would be like uttering an enchantment in a child’s story. Portals to other worlds would open. The gate to hell itself would swing wide.

My voice was hardly more than a whisper as I spoke the lie. “I am a Roman Catholic.”

The priest said nothing for a long moment. He stared as though looking at something impossible, a prodigy or a vision. He worked his lips like a man doing sums in his head. Then, at last, he stood and walked over to the cabin door with deliberate steps. Pressing the door closed, he turned back to me. The room was now considerably gloomier, and it filled rapidly with the priest’s unwashed odor. “It says in my account that you are a member of the national church. We ask as a matter of form, but we know things, Mr. Foxx. We always know. Why do we not know this?”

I closed my eyes for an instant too long for it to be a blink. “I have deceived people all my life.” I sighed and lowered my gaze. “A man of the Roman church can get nowhere in England. My parents were very careful to hide their religion, that we might cleave to the Church and yet not suffer for it. I came here to Lisbon in an attempt to establish myself in trade, but I will fail before I can begin if my countrymen discover my true religion. You must know that.”

“And yet you tell me the truth?” the priest said.

“I do not wish to lie to a priest,” I said. “That would be a sin.”

“A terrible sin,” he agreed. Nevertheless, his voice remained skeptical. He was like a man who finds a diamond in a dung heap. He cannot believe his good fortune, and so he tries, again and again, to prove the diamond nothing more than a piece of glass.

“Convince me,” said the priest, his words now hard and clipped. “Say the Ave Maria.”

I did. Upon command I also said the Paternoster and the Anima Christi. The words were ashes in my mouth, but I spoke them from rote. I had, after all, spent my first thirteen years a faithful adherent of the Church. His faith had been my own.

The priest walked to the door of the cabin and then back again. It was but a few steps, but he was too full of energy to remain still. “You need not worry. You may be sure we know how to value our friends.” The air of jollity had returned.

“I am glad to hear you say so.” I removed a handkerchief from my pocket and began to wipe my brow.

“And,” said the priest, “our friends must know how to value us.”

The priest’s meaning was clear. An Englishman, secretly Catholic, within the circle of the Factory—this was a prize the Inquisition must claim.

“I seek only to engage in trade,” I told him, still wiping at my forehead, my nose, even running the handkerchief under my wig, moving it askew so I looked disordered and, I felt sure, slightly deranged. More importantly, I looked vulnerable. “I have no desire to be caught in intrigues.”

“No intrigues,” the priest said. “Certainly not. Never an intrigue. We would never do anything to harm the prospects of a gentleman if he is of use to us.” The priest nodded as he spoke, as if urging me to agree. “I shall report what I know to my superiors, and you must understand the flow of power here in Portugal. Priests and Englishmen talk, and if the wrong man whispers in the wrong ear, secrets might be difficult to contain. If, on the other hand, you were to declare your willingness to aid the Church, that would be a different thing entirely. A favor done for the Church now and again could help you rise quite rapidly, I assure you.”

I stared ahead blankly, like a man who had wandered mistakenly into a forest darker and more tangled than he had imagined. I allowed nothing of my real thoughts to show, but I considered how this news would move through certain channels in the Palace of the Inquisition. The Inquisitors would whisper and wonder and speculate how this new Englishman might be of use. One priest would speak of it to another until the news came to the man I sought, and he would look up. His eyes would grow wide. He would smirk, never suspecting that it was a trap that scented the air.

Only a few hours in Lisbon, without even setting foot on land, and I had set things in motion. These people—my enemies—already danced upon my string. Unless I dangled upon their rope. That was also a possibility.

I put my face in my hands as though I were overwhelmed, confused, full of regret. Only three and twenty, and I was in waters well out of my depth! I knew not what to do, and wished—oh, how I wished—someone would save me! “Might we not forget this conversation ever took place?” I begged.

“That cannot happen,” the priest told me as he opened the cabin door. Halfway out, he turned back. “Go about your business. You will be contacted when it is convenient, but until that time you may take comfort in the knowledge that you will have the blessing of the Church.” Then he closed the door behind him with dramatic finality.

With the priest gone, I let my false expression fall away, a burnt egg sliding from a pan. I was now in danger, and I welcomed it. The expectation thrummed through me. My skin tingled with the thought of it. All those priests and Inquisitors swarming about me, looking to squeeze me like a lemon, filled me with eagerness and a kind of calm expectation and, indeed, gratitude.

Gratitude, I decided, was most appropriate. Keeping my voice just above a whisper, I spoke the words of the Shehecheyanu, the ancient prayer of thankfulness at auspicious times. In London, I had become a Jew in truth, converting, learning the ancient rites of my people. I had not done so out of devotion, but out of defiance. Always, in the back of my mind, I had dreamed of this moment, when I would do what had been forbidden to my ancestors and forgotten by my parents. How long, I wondered, since Hebrew had been spoken aloud in Lisbon? Perhaps this was the first time in twenty or thirty or forty years. What ghosts did I raise with these words breathed into the musty darkness? The act of defiance, secret and small though it was, pleased me.

Lisbon was the last place upon the whole of the earth I should be, but here I was, and there was no undoing what I had set in motion. I began to gather my things in preparation to leave. There was nothing to do now but to remove myself from the protection of Englishmen and find my way in a city full of villains. They had tried to destroy me once, and they would certainly attempt to do so again. Let them make their best effort. The priests and the Inquisitors, the factors and the traders—they would all discover the man to be much more dangerous than the boy. This time the schemes and the plots and the secrets were mine.
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Chapter 2

Ten years earlier, I made the bleak journey from Lisbon to Falmouth. Once the ship sailed out of Portuguese waters, the captain himself had fetched me from my hiding place in the hold and delivered me to one of the smallest cabins. He ordered that meals were to be sent to the room every day, but I was otherwise left to mourn in solitude. That was a mercy. I craved no company and no conversation. I wanted no one to see my tears. I lay upon the thin and scratchy mattress that smelled of mold and sweat, and I tried to dwell upon nothing but the rolling of the ship. I didn’t want to think about those I had left behind, those I had abandoned. I felt alone and desperate and terrified and nauseated with guilt. I wanted to feel nothing at all.

Everyone I knew was gone. Perhaps my parents might be executed or they might be set free to live in poverty and want. Regardless, I would never see them again. Nor would I ever see my friends. How would my days pass without wily Inácio by my side? How could I imagine wanting to live without Gabriela? Only in being torn apart from her had I understood the depth of what I felt. Now that was a raw wound, gaping and unable to heal. Even if I could someday return to her, she would no doubt be married. I still had her scarf, and I clutched it, pressed it to my face as I tried to recover the faint floral scent of her skin. Life in Lisbon had been cruel, but it was the only life I had ever known, and it was finished.

After we reached England, I continued the journey with one of the ship’s officers, a thin man with a limp, a blotchy complexion, and a perpetual reddish stubble upon his chin. Mr. Hastings, as he was called, had business in London, and before the ship had departed Lisbon, he accepted payment from Charles Settwell to see me from Falmouth to the capital. He was not a friendly man and spoke to me only to introduce himself and to say he did not much relish the company of children. He said this several times in the course of no more than five minutes, so I suspected it must be true. I nodded when he talked, but said nothing, and that was evidently to his liking.

Mr. Hastings fulfilled his responsibilities perhaps with less scrupulousness than desired, but with more than might have been expected. He made certain I had a place to sleep and enough to eat. If Hastings dined on beef and beer while I made do with hard cheese and brown bread, it was of no consequence. I ate little and that without relish. It was true that sometimes I was sent to pass the night in the stables while Hastings took a room, but I little cared for comforts. In any case, the stables were preferable when Hastings brought a woman back to our lodgings, although the sounds of his rutting were always mercifully brief. That Hastings had me pay, from my own purse rather than the funds Settwell had provided, for our room and food and, occasionally, his female companionship, was unsurprising. I could not expect him to care for me out of kindness. He was an Englishman, and I understood that most Englishmen did nothing if they did not see profit in it.

Hastings and I passed our days riding in silence in a bouncing coach alongside a curious admixture of passengers—people belonging to classes and representing occupations whose existence I had never previously suspected. England, I understood at once, was as unlike Portugal as China or India. It was not merely different, but deeply alien. Servants upbraided their masters. Women dressed down their husbands in public. Customers were at the mercy of the shopkeepers from whom they wished to buy. The journey to England from Lisbon was less like crossing an ocean and more like venturing into the land of fairies.

Before I had ever set eyes on it, I supposed London to be a city like Lisbon, but when it came into view, the size and the filth and the congestion confounded my imagination. It was spring, but still cold, and the air was thick with black smoke belched out from countless chimneys. Everything I touched was coated with a brown and oily scum. Two or three breaths of London air made my lungs ache. From a distance I saw both its massive buildings and the sprawl of lesser structures made of stone and brick and decaying wood. From the coach’s window, I observed not only beggars but whores too, who plied their trade openly and without shame. There were also other kinds of women upon the street—noblewomen and fashionable ladies without veils to cover their faces and in gowns that exposed no small part of their bosoms. There were merchants and peddlers and gentlemen and the poor. I saw no priests, no monks, and no nuns. The coach paused in the streets for the passage of drunks and defiant laborers and pigs and cows and sheep herded by their scowling minders, but never for a traveling relic or holy procession.

Once we reached the center of the city, Mr. Hastings took a portion of my remaining funds and hired another coach, giving the driver a particular destination. During this last part of the voyage, Mr. Hastings wrung his hands as he looked out the window. “I’m almost free of ye,” he said. “I hope you’ll report I treated you kind.”

I nodded. I did not like to speak anymore—not with these strange people in this strange country. I hated the way words felt in my throat, dry and rough as though moving against a tender grain. I understood Hastings wanted some assurance I would not complain about him, and I was willing to give it. I supposed I might have been treated better, but I did not much care, and I saw no reason to make trouble upon first arriving in a foreign land whose laws were a mystery and whose customs were a riddle.

At last we arrived at a street full of people who looked, for the most part, impoverished. We left the coach and walked past innumerable peddlers, men and women selling food and clothes and trinkets, all shouting their wares at once. There were odd-looking men with beards and long coats. I heard English and a strange sort of Portuguese and a language that sounded like German. The air smelled of bread and cabbage and fish. Brisk business was conducted everywhere.

Suspecting the answer, I spoke my first unsolicited words to Mr. Hastings. “What are these men?”

Hastings wrinkled his nose. “Jews,” he said, keeping his voice low as if this were a secret.

But it was not a secret. I could see that much. Jews. Actual Jews. Not New Christians, but my ancestral people, undisguised and undiluted, out in the street and speaking their own languages. There were men with long beards, who held books written in a strange script I knew must be Hebrew, though I had never before seen the letters. I had heard that Jews lived openly in England, but knowing and seeing were two different things.

Hastings, oblivious to my wonder, asked for directions and then led us


























































OEBPS/images/Liss_9781588369635_epub_tp_r1.jpg
The Day of
Atonement

A Novel

DAVID LISS






OEBPS/images/Liss_9781588369635_epub_L02_r1.jpg






OEBPS/images/Liss_9781588369635_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
DAVID LISS

Bestselling author of
The Whiskey:Rebels and A Conspiracy of Paper

THE DAY OF
ATONEMENT

ﬁi -Gy
% TAENovEL









OEBPS/next-reads-html/fonts/Shift-BoldItalic.otf


OEBPS/next-reads-html/fonts/Shift-Light.otf


OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/next-reads-html/fonts/Fort-Book.otf


