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Nostalgia Isn’t What it Used to Be

I started by writing short stories. The first was a science-fiction effort, written in the summer of 1970. I was twenty-one, and temporarily working as a night security guard at a factory in Tottenham, so I had long, empty hours to fill. The story was not very good, and it has never been published.

That September I started my first real job, as a trainee reporter on the South Wales Echo, and in my spare time continued to write stories. None of them were published. I can see now that they read more like outlines. I knew how to plot, but I had not yet learned how to draw out the full emotional drama from the tense situations I was creating.

All my short stories were rejected, but I had better luck when I tried a novel. The greater length forced me to think more about characters and their feelings. I wrote a sexy, violent thriller about drug crime. Not many people bought it, but I had a real book to hold in my hand and show my friends, plus a cheque from the publisher for £200. This was 1973, and you could take the family to Majorca for two weeks on £200.

I was on my way. It didn’t take me long to figure out that there was no easy recipe for a good novel. The books people love, and remember for years, are usually good in every way: plot, character, prose, imagery, everything. The more I found out, the more it seemed I had to learn.

In the next four years I wrote nine more books, but the bestseller I longed for still eluded me. Slowly, I learned the lesson that car chases and bedroom high jinks aren’t exciting unless the reader cares passionately about the characters in the story. In Eye of the Needle I tried to create interesting and different characters instead of just inventing tense situations. That book was my first bestseller. It won the Edgar Award for Best Novel in 1979 and was made into a good low-budget movie starring Donald Sutherland. My career was launched.

In those days the USA accounted for two-thirds of my readers, the rest of the world one-third. Today the proportions are reversed, mainly because of increasing prosperity in Europe and elsewhere. I now have hundreds of thousands of readers in places where few people could afford books forty years ago: Brazil, China, Poland, Spain.

In some countries I’ve had the same publishers all this time: Lübbe in Germany, Mondadori in Italy. Thirty years ago Pan Macmillan became my British publisher with The Pillars of the Earth. Authors change publishers if they’re dissatisfied: when we find a good one we stay.

I’ve learned to love publishers who are fizzing with ideas for innovative ways to pique the interest of book lovers. Creating an air of eager anticipation for a new book is really important. The excitement starts in the office and spreads quickly to booksellers, the media, and readers. Good publishers know how to do this, and the best do it time and time again.

For this new edition, my publishers asked me to explain why I wrote A Dangerous Fortune. I had toyed with the idea of a thriller set in the world of high finance before, but I had dropped it. With A Dangerous Fortune I was returning to an old idea in a different form. The Victorian era seemed better. But the book is not just about money. There are several murders, and a mystery that runs right through the story. It also has my first female villain, Augusta. I hope you enjoy it.

Ken Follett, January 2019
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  [ I ]

  ON THE DAY of the tragedy, the boys of Windfield School had been confined to their rooms.

  It was a hot Saturday in May, and they would normally have spent the afternoon on the south field, some playing cricket and others watching from the shady fringes of Bishop’s Wood. But a
  crime had been committed. Six gold sovereigns had been stolen from the desk of Dr Offerton, the Latin master, and the whole school was under suspicion. All the boys were to be kept in until the
  thief was caught.

  Micky Miranda sat at a table scarred with the initials of generations of bored schoolboys. In his hand was a government publication called Equipment of Infantry. The engravings of swords,
  muskets and rifles usually fascinated him, but he was too hot to concentrate. On the other side of the table his room-mate, Edward Pilaster, looked up from a Latin exercise book. He was copying out
  Micky’s translation of a page from Plutarch, and now he pointed an inky finger and said: ‘I can’t read this word.’

  Micky looked. ‘Decapitated,’ he said. ‘It’s the same word in Latin, decapitare.’ Micky found Latin easy, perhaps because many of the words were similar in
  Spanish, which was his native language.

  Edward’s pen scratched on. Micky got up restlessly and went to the open window. There was no breeze. He looked wistfully across the stable yard to the woods. There was a shady
  swimming-hole in a disused quarry at the north end of Bishop’s Wood. The water was cold and deep. . . .

  ‘Let’s go swimming,’ he said suddenly.

  ‘We can’t,’ Edward said.

  ‘We could go out through the synagogue.’ The ‘synagogue’ was the room next door, which was shared by three Jewish boys. Windfield School taught divinity with a light
  touch and was tolerant of religious differences, which was why it appealed to Jewish parents, to Edward’s Methodist family, and to Micky’s Catholic father. But, despite the
  school’s official attitude, Jewish boys came in for a certain amount of persecution. Micky went on: ‘We can go through their window and drop on to the wash-house roof, climb down the
  blind side of the stable and sneak into the woods.’

  Edward looked scared. ‘It’s the Striper if you’re caught.’

  The Striper was the ash cane wielded by the headmaster, Dr Poleson. The punishment for breaking detention was twelve agonizing strokes. Micky had been flogged once by Dr Poleson, for gambling,
  and he still shuddered when he thought of it. But the chance of getting caught was remote, and the idea of undressing and slipping naked into the pool was so immediate that he could almost feel the
  cold water on his sweaty skin.

  He looked at his room-mate. Edward was not well liked at school: he was too lazy to be a good student, too clumsy to do well in games and too selfish to make many friends. Micky was the only
  friend he had, and he hated Micky to spend time with other boys. ‘I’ll see if Pilkington wants to go,’ Micky said, and he went to the door.

  ‘No, don’t do that,’ said Edward anxiously.

  ‘I don’t see why I shouldn’t,’ said Micky. ‘You’re too scared.’

  ‘I’m not scared,’ Edward said implausibly. ‘I’ve got to finish my Latin.’

  ‘Then finish it while I go swimming with Pilkington.’

  Edward looked stubborn for a moment, then caved in. ‘All right, I’ll go,’ he said reluctantly.

  Micky opened the door. There was a low rumble of noise from the rest of the house, but no masters to be seen in the corridor. He darted into the next room. Edward followed.

  ‘Hello, Hebrews,’ Micky said.

  Two of the boys were playing cards at the table. They glanced up at him then continued their game without speaking. The third, Fatty Greenbourne, was eating a cake. His mother sent him food all
  the time. ‘Hello, you two,’ he said amiably. ‘Want some cake?’

  ‘By God, Greenbourne, you eat like a pig,’ Micky said.

  Fatty shrugged and continued to tuck in to his cake. He suffered a good deal of mockery, being fat as well as Jewish, but none of it seemed to touch him. His father was said to be the richest
  man in the world, and perhaps that made him impervious to name-calling, Micky thought.

  Micky went to the window, opened it and looked around. The stable yard was deserted. Fatty said: ‘What are you fellows doing?’

  ‘Going swimming,’ said Micky.

  ‘You’ll be flogged.’

  Edward said plaintively: ‘I know.’

  Micky sat on the windowsill, rolled over on to his stomach, wriggled backwards and then dropped the few inches on to the sloping roof of the wash-house. He thought he heard a slate crack, but
  the roof held his weight. He glanced up and saw Edward looking anxiously out. ‘Come on!’ Micky said. He scrambled down the roof and used a convenient drainpipe to ease himself to the
  ground. A minute later Edward landed beside him.

  Micky peeked around the corner of the wash-house wall. There was no one in sight. Without further hesitation he darted across the stable yard and into the woods. He ran through the trees until
  he judged he was out of sight of the school buildings, then he stopped to rest. Edward came up beside him. ‘We did it!’ Micky said. ‘Nobody spotted us.’

  ‘We’ll probably be caught going back in,’ Edward said morosely.

  Micky smiled at him. Edward was very English-looking, with straight fair hair and blue eyes and a big nose like a broad-bladed knife. He was a tall boy with wide shoulders, strong but
  uncoordinated. He had no sense of style, and wore his clothes awkwardly. He and Micky were the same age, sixteen, but in other ways they were very different: Micky had curly dark hair and dark
  eyes, and he was meticulous about his appearance, hating to be untidy or dirty. ‘Trust me, Pilaster,’ Micky said. ‘Don’t I always take care of you?’

  Edward grinned, mollified. ‘All right, let’s go.’

  They followed a barely discernible path through the wood. It was a little cooler under the leaves of the beech and elm trees, and Micky began to feel better. ‘What will you do this
  summer?’ he asked Edward.

  ‘We usually go to Scotland in August.’

  ‘Do your people have a shooting-box there?’ Micky had picked up the jargon of the English upper classes, and he knew that ‘shooting-box’ was the correct term even if the
  house in question was a fifty-room castle.

  ‘They rent a place,’ Edward replied. ‘But we don’t shoot over it. My father’s not a sportsman, you know.’

  Micky heard a defensive note in Edward’s voice and pondered its significance. He knew that the English aristocracy liked to shoot birds in August and hunt foxes all winter. He also knew
  that aristocrats did not send their sons to this school. The fathers of Windfield boys were businessmen and engineers rather than earls and bishops, and such men did not have time to waste hunting
  and shooting. The Pilasters were bankers, and when Edward said ‘My father’s not a sportsman’ he was acknowledging that his family was not in the very highest rank of society.

  It amused Micky that Englishmen respected the idle more than people who worked. In his own country, respect was given neither to aimless nobles nor to hard-working businessmen. Micky’s
  people respected nothing but power. If a man had the power to control others – to feed or starve them, imprison or free them, kill them or let them live – what more did he need?

  ‘What about you?’ Edward said. ‘How will you spend the summer?’

  Micky had wanted him to ask that. ‘Here,’ he said. ‘At school.’

  ‘You’re not staying at school all through the vacation again?’

  ‘I have to. I can’t go home. It takes six weeks one way – I’d have to start back before I got there.’

  ‘By Jove, that’s hard.’

  In fact Micky had no wish to go back. He loathed his home, and had done since his mother died. There were only men there now: his father, his older brother Paulo, some uncles and cousins, and
  four hundred cowboys. Papa was a hero to the men and a stranger to Micky: cold, unapproachable, impatient. But Micky’s brother was the real problem. Paulo was stupid but strong. He hated
  Micky for being smarter, and he liked to humiliate his little brother. He never missed a chance to prove to everyone that Micky could not rope steers or break horses or shoot a snake through the
  head. His favourite trick was to scare Micky’s horse so it would bolt, and Micky would have to shut his eyes tight and cling on, scared to death, while the horse charged madly across the
  pampas until it exhausted itself. No, Micky did not want to go home for the vacation. But he did not want to remain at school, either. What he really wanted was to be invited to spend the summer
  with the Pilaster family.

  Edward did not immediately suggest this, however, and Micky let the subject drop. He felt sure it would come up again.

  They clambered over a decaying picket fence and walked up a low hill. As they breasted the rise they came upon the swimming-hole. The chiselled sides of the quarry were steep, but agile boys
  could find a way to scramble down. At the bottom was a deep pool of murky green water that contained toads, frogs and the occasional water-snake.

  To Micky’s surprise, there were also three boys in it.

  He narrowed his eyes against the sunlight glinting off the surface and peered at the naked figures. All three were in the lower fourth at Windfield.

  The mop of carrot-coloured hair belonged to Antonio Silva, who despite his colouring was a compatriot of Micky’s. Tonio’s father did not have as much land as Micky’s, but the
  Silvas lived in the capital and had influential friends. Like Micky, Tonio could not go home in the vacations, but he was lucky enough to have friends at the Cordovan Ministry in London, so he did
  not have to stay at the school all summer.

  The second boy was Hugh Pilaster, a cousin of Edward’s. There was no resemblance between the cousins: Hugh had black hair and small, neat features, and he usually wore an impish grin.
  Edward resented Hugh for being a good scholar and making Edward look like the dunce of the family.

  The other was Peter Middleton, a rather timid boy who attached himself to the more confident Hugh. All three had white, hairless thirteen-year-old bodies with thin arms and legs.

  Then Micky saw a fourth boy. He was swimming on his own at the far end of the pool. He was older than the other three and did not seem to be with them. Micky could not see his face well enough
  to identify him.

  Edward was grinning evilly. He had seen an opportunity to make mischief. He put his finger to his lips in a hushing gesture then started down the side of the quarry. Micky followed.

  They reached the ledge where the small boys had left their clothes. Tonio and Hugh were diving underneath, investigating something, while Peter swam quietly up and down on his own. Peter was the
  first to spot the newcomers. ‘Oh, no,’ he said.

  ‘Well, well,’ said Edward. ‘You boys are breaking bounds, aren’t you?’

  Hugh Pilaster noticed his cousin then, and shouted back: ‘So are you!’

  ‘You’d better go back, before you’re caught,’ Edward said. He picked up a pair of trousers from the ground. ‘But don’t get your clothes wet, or everyone will
  know where you’ve been.’ Then he threw the trousers into the middle of the pool and cackled with laughter.

  ‘You cad!’ Peter yelled as he made a grab for the floating trousers.

  Micky smiled, amused.

  Edward picked up a boot and threw it in.

  The small boys began to panic. Edward picked up another pair of trousers and threw them in. It was hilarious to see the three victims yelling and diving for their clothes, and Micky started to
  laugh.

  As Edward continued to throw boots and clothes into the water, Hugh Pilaster scrambled out. Micky expected him to make his escape, but unexpectedly he ran straight at Edward. Before Edward could
  turn around, Hugh gave him a mighty shove. Although Edward was much bigger, he was caught off balance. He staggered on the ledge then toppled over and fell into the pool with a terrific splash.

  It was done in a twinkling, and Hugh snatched up an armful of clothes and went up the quarry side like a monkey. Peter and Tonio shrieked with mocking laughter.

  Micky chased Hugh a short way but realized he could not hope to catch the smaller, nimbler boy. Turning back, he looked to see whether Edward was all right. He need not have worried. Edward had
  surfaced. He got hold of Peter Middleton and started ducking the boy’s head again and again, punishing him for that mocking laugh.

  Tonio swam away and reached the edge of the pool, clutching a bundle of sodden clothing. He turned to look back. ‘Leave him alone, you big ape!’ he yelled at Edward. Tonio had always
  been reckless and now Micky wondered what he would do next. Tonio went further along the side, then turned again with a stone in his hand. Micky yelled a warning to Edward, but it was too late.
  Tonio threw the stone with surprising accuracy and hit Edward on the head. A bright splash of blood appeared on his brow.

  Edward gave a roar of pain and, leaving Peter, struck out across the pool after Tonio.

  [ II ]

  HUGH RACED naked through the wood towards the school, clutching what remained of his clothes, trying to ignore the pain of
  his bare feet on the rough ground. Coming to a place where the path was crossed by another, he dodged to the left, ran on a little way, then dived into the bushes and hid.

  He waited, trying to calm his hoarse breathing and listen. His cousin Edward and Edward’s crony, Micky Miranda, were the worst beasts in the entire school: slackers, bad sports and
  bullies. The only thing to do was to keep out of their way. But he felt sure Edward would come after him. Edward had always hated Hugh.

  Their fathers had quarrelled, too. Hugh’s father, Toby, had taken his capital out of the family business and started his own enterprise, trading in dyes for the textile industry. Even at
  thirteen Hugh knew that the worst crime in the Pilaster family was to take your capital out of the bank. Edward’s father, Joseph, had never forgiven his brother Toby.

  Hugh wondered what had happened to his friends. There had been four of them in the pool before Micky and Edward turned up: Tonio, Peter and Hugh had been splashing about on one side of the pool,
  and an older boy, Albert Cammel, had been swimming alone at the far end.

  Tonio was normally brave to the point of recklessness, but he was terrified of Micky Miranda. They came from the same place, a South American country called Cordova, and Tonio said that
  Micky’s family were powerful and cruel. Hugh did not really understand what that meant, but the effect was striking: Tonio might cheek the other fifth-formers but he was always polite, even
  subservient, to Micky.

  Peter would be scared out of his wits: he was frightened of his own shadow. Hugh hoped he had got away from the bullies.

  Albert Cammel, nicknamed Hump, had not been with Hugh and friends, and he had left his clothes in a different place, so he had probably escaped.

  Hugh too had escaped, but he was not yet out of trouble. He had lost his underclothes, socks and boots. He would have to sneak into school in his soaking wet shirt and trousers and hope he would
  not be seen by a master or one of the senior boys. He groaned aloud at the thought. Why do things like this always happen to me? he asked himself miserably.

  He had been in and out of trouble ever since he came to Windfield eighteen months ago. He had no trouble studying: he worked hard and came top of his class in every test. But the petty rules
  irritated him beyond reason. Ordered to go to bed every night at a quarter to ten, he always had some compelling reason for staying up until a quarter past. He found forbidden places tantalizing,
  and was irresistibly drawn to explore the rectory garden, the headmaster’s orchard, the coal-hole and the beer cellar. He ran when he should have walked, read when he was supposed to go to
  sleep, and talked during prayers. And he always ended up like this, guilty and scared, wondering why he let himself in for so much grief.

  The wood was silent for several minutes while he reflected gloomily on his destiny, wondering whether he would end up an outcast from society, or even a criminal, thrown in jail or transported
  to Australia in chains or hanged.

  At last he decided that Edward was not coming after him. He stood up and pulled on his wet trousers and shirt. Then he heard someone crying.

  Cautiously, he peeped out – and saw Tonio’s shock of carrot-coloured hair. His friend was walking slowly along the path, naked, wet, carrying his clothes and sobbing.

  ‘What happened?’ Hugh asked. ‘Where’s Peter?’

  Tonio suddenly became fierce. ‘I’ll never tell, never!’ he said. ‘They’ll kill me.’

  ‘All right, don’t tell me,’ Hugh said. As always, Tonio was terrified of Micky: whatever had happened, Tonio would keep quiet about it. ‘You’d better get
  dressed,’ Hugh said practically.

  Tonio looked blankly at the bundle of sodden garments in his arms. He seemed too shocked to sort them out. Hugh took them from him. He had boots and trousers and one sock, but no shirt. Hugh
  helped him put on what he had, then they walked towards the school.

  Tonio stopped crying, though he still looked badly shaken. Hugh hoped those bullies hadn’t done something really nasty to Peter. But he had to think of saving his own skin now. ‘If
  we can get into the dormitory, we can put on fresh clothes and our spare boots,’ he said, planning ahead. ‘Then as soon as the detention is lifted we can walk into town and buy new
  clothes on credit at Baxted’s.’

  Tonio nodded. ‘All right,’ he said dully.

  As they wound their way through the trees, Hugh wondered again why Tonio was so disturbed. After all, bullying was nothing new at Windfield. What had happened back there at the pool after Hugh
  had escaped? But Tonio said nothing more about it all the way back.

  The school was a collection of six buildings that had once been the hub of a large farm, and their dormitory was in the old dairy near the chapel. To get there they had to go over a wall and
  cross the fives court. They climbed the wall and peeped over. The courtyard was deserted, as Hugh had expected, but all the same he hesitated. The thought of the Striper whipping his behind made
  him cringe. But there was no alternative. He had to get back into school and put on dry clothes.

  ‘All clear,’ he hissed. ‘Off we go!’

  They jumped over the wall together and sprinted across the court to the cool shade of the stone-built chapel. So far, so good. Then they crept around the east end, staying close to the wall.
  Next there was a short dash across the drive arid into their building. Hugh paused. There was no one in sight. ‘Now!’ he said.

  The two boys ran across the road. Then, as they reached the door, disaster struck. A familiar, authoritative voice rang out: ‘Pilaster Minor! Is that you?’ And Hugh knew that the
  game was up.

  His heart sank. He stopped and turned. Dr Offerton had chosen that very moment to come out of the chapel, and now stood in the shadow of the porch, a tall, dyspeptic figure in a college gown and
  mortar-board hat. Hugh stifled a groan. Dr Offerton, whose money had been stolen, was the least likely of all the masters to show mercy. It would be the Striper. The muscles of his bottom clenched
  involuntarily.

  ‘Come here, Pilaster,’ Dr Offerton said.

  Hugh shuffled over to him, with Tonio following behind. Why do I take such risks? Hugh thought in despair.

  ‘Headmaster’s study, right away,’ said Dr Offerton.

  ‘Yes, sir,’ Hugh said miserably. It was getting worse and worse. When the head saw how he was dressed he would probably be sacked from the school. And how would he explain it to his
  mother?

  ‘Off you go!’ the master said impatiently.

  The two boys turned away, but Dr Offerton said: ‘Not you, Silva.’

  Hugh and Tonio exchanged a quick mystified look. Why should Hugh be punished and not Tonio? But they could not question orders, and Tonio escaped into the dormitory while Hugh made for the
  head’s house.

  He could feel the Striper already. He knew he would cry, and that was even worse than the pain, for at the age of thirteen he felt he was too old to cry.

  The head’s house was on the far side of the school compound, and Hugh walked very slowly, but he got there all too soon, and the maid opened the door a second after he rang.

  He met Dr Poleson in the hall. The headmaster was a bald man with a bulldog’s face, but for some reason he did not look as thunderously angry as he should have. Instead of demanding to
  know why Hugh was out of his room and dripping wet, he simply opened the study door and said quietly: ‘In here, young Pilaster.’ No doubt he was saving his rage for the flogging.
  Hugh went in with his heart pounding.

  He was astonished to see his mother sitting there.

  Worse yet, she was weeping.

  ‘I only went swimming!’ Hugh blurted out.

  The door closed behind him and he realized the head had not followed him in.

  Then he began to understand that this had nothing to do with his breaking detention and going swimming, and losing his clothing, and being found half-naked.

  He had a dreadful feeling it was much worse than that.

  ‘Mother, what is it?’ he said. ‘Why have you come?’

  ‘Oh, Hugh,’ she sobbed, ‘your father’s dead.’

  [ III ]

  SATURDAY WAS the best day of the week for Maisie Robinson. On Saturday Papa got paid. Tonight there would be meat for
  supper, and new bread.

  She sat on the front doorstep with her brother Danny, waiting for Papa to come home from work. Danny was thirteen, two years older than Maisie, and she thought he was wonderful, even though he
  was not always kind to her.

  The house was one of a row of damp, airless dwellings in the dockland neighbourhood of a small town on the northeast coast of England. It belonged to Mrs MacNeil, a widow. She lived in the front
  room downstairs. The Robinsons lived in the back room and another family lived upstairs. When it was time for Papa to arrive home, Mrs MacNeil would be out on the doorstep, waiting to collect the
  rent.

  Maisie was hungry. Yesterday she had begged some broken bones from the butcher and Papa had bought a turnip and made a stew, and that was the last meal she had had. But today was Saturday!

  She tried not to think about supper, for it made the pain in her stomach worse. To take her mind off food she said to Danny: ‘Papa swore this morning.’

  ‘What did he say?’

  ‘He said Mrs MacNeil is a paskudniak.’

  Danny giggled. The word meant shitbag. Both children spoke English fluently after a year in the new country, but they remembered their Yiddish.

  Their name was not really Robinson, it was Rabinowicz. Mrs MacNeil had hated them ever since she discovered they were Jews. She had never met a Jew before and when she rented them the room she
  thought they were French. There were no other Jews in this town. The Robinsons had never intended to come here: they had paid for passage to a place called Manchester, where there were lots of
  Jews, and the ship’s captain had told them this was Manchester, but he had cheated them. When they discovered they were in the wrong place, Papa said they would save up enough money to move
  to Manchester; but then Mama had fallen ill. She was still ill, and they were still here.

  Papa worked on the waterfront, in a high warehouse with the words ‘Tobias Pilaster and Co’ in big letters over the gate. Maisie often wondered who Co was. Papa worked as a clerk,
  keeping records of the barrels of dyes that came in and out of the building. He was a careful man, a taker of notes and a maker of lists. Mama was the reverse. She had always been the daring one.
  It was Mama who wanted to come to England. Mama loved to make parties, go on trips, meet new people, dress up and play games. That was why Papa loved her so much, Maisie thought: because she was
  something he could never be.

  She was not spirited any more. She lay all day on the old mattress, drifting in and out of sleep, her pale face shiny with sweat, her breath hot and odorous. The doctor had said she needed
  building up, with plenty of fresh eggs and cream, and beef every day; and then Papa had paid him with the money for that night’s dinner. But now Maisie felt guilty every time she ate, knowing
  that she was taking food that might save her mother’s life.

  Maisie and Danny had learned to steal. On market day they would go into the centre of town and pilfer potatoes and apples from the stalls in the square. The traders were sharp-eyed but every now
  and again they would be distracted by something – an argument over change, a dog fight, a drunk – and the children would grab what they could. When their luck was in, they would meet a
  rich kid their own age; then they would set on him and rob him. Such children often had an orange or a bag of sweets in their pockets as well as a few pennies. Maisie was afraid of being caught
  because she knew Mama would be so ashamed, but she was hungry too.

  She looked up and saw some men coming along the street in a knot. She wondered who they were. It was still a little too early for the dock workers to be coming home. They were talking angrily,
  waving their arms and shaking their fists. As they came closer she recognized Mr Ross, who lived upstairs and worked with Papa at Pilasters. Why was he not at work? Had they been sacked? He looked
  angry enough for that. He was red in the face and swearing, talking about stupid gits, lousy bleeders and lying bastards. When the group drew level with the house Mr Ross left them abruptly and
  stomped inside, and Maisie and Danny had to dive out of the way to avoid his hobnailed boots.

  When Maisie looked up again she saw Papa. A thin man with a black beard and soft brown eyes, he was following the others at a distance, walking with his head bowed; and he looked so dejected and
  hopeless that Maisie wanted to cry. ‘Papa, what’s happened?’ she said. ‘Why are you home early?’

  ‘Come inside,’ he said, his voice so low that Maisie could only just hear.

  The two children followed him into the back of the house. He knelt by the mattress and kissed Mama’s lips. She woke up and smiled at him. He did not smile back. ‘The firm’s
  bust,’ he said, speaking Yiddish. ‘Toby Pilaster went bankrupt.’

  Maisie was not sure what that meant but Papa’s tone of voice made it sound like a disaster. She shot a look at Danny: he shrugged. He did not understand it either.

  ‘But why?’ Mama said.

  ‘There’s been a financial crash,’ Papa said. ‘A big bank in London failed yesterday.’

  Mama frowned, struggling to concentrate. ‘But this isn’t London,’ she said. ‘What’s London to us?’

  ‘The details I don’t know.’

  ‘So you’ve got no work?’

  ‘No work, and no pay.’

  ‘But today they’ve paid you.’

  Papa bowed his head. ‘No, they didn’t pay us.’

  Maisie looked at Danny again. This they understood. No money meant no food for any of them. Danny looked scared. Maisie wanted to cry.

  ‘They must pay you,’ Mama whispered. ‘You worked all week, they have to pay you.’

  They’ve no money,’ Papa said. ‘That’s what bankrupt means, it means you owe people money and can’t pay them.’

  ‘But Mr Pilaster is a good man, you always said.’

  ‘Toby Pilaster’s dead. He hanged himself, last night, in his office in London. He had a son Danny’s age.’

  ‘But how are we to feed our children?’

  ‘I don’t know,’ Papa said, and to Maisie’s horror he began to cry. ‘I’m sorry, Sarah,’ he said as the tears rolled into his beard. ‘I’ve
  brought you to this awful place where there are no Jews and no one to help us. I can’t pay the doctor, I can’t buy medicines, I can’t feed our children. I’ve failed you.
  I’m sorry, I’m sorry.’ He leaned forward and buried his wet face in Mama’s breast. She stroked his hair with a shaky hand.

  Maisie was appalled. Papa never cried. It seemed to mean the end of any hope. Perhaps they would all die now.

  Danny stood up, looked at Maisie, and jerked his head toward the door. She got up and together they tiptoed out of the room. Maisie sat on the front step and began to cry. ‘What are we
  going to do?’ she said.

  ‘We’ll have to run away,’ Danny said.

  Danny’s words gave her a cold feeling in her chest. ‘We can’t,’ she said.

  ‘We must. There’s no food. If we stay we’ll die.’

  Maisie didn’t care if she died, but a different thought occurred to her: Mama would surely starve herself to feed the children. If they stayed, she would die. They had to leave to save
  her. ‘You’re right,’ Maisie said to Danny. ‘If we go, perhaps Papa will be able to find enough food for Mama. We’ve got to go, for her sake.’ Hearing herself say
  the words, she was awestruck by what was happening to her family. It was worse even than the day they had left Viskis, with the village houses still burning behind them, and got on a cold train
  with all their belongings in two sailcloth bags; for then she had known that Papa would always look after her, no matter what else happened; and now she had to take care of herself.

  ‘Where will we go?’ she said in a whisper.

  ‘I’m going to America.’

  ‘America! How?’

  ‘There’s a ship in the harbour that’s bound for Boston on the morning tide – I’ll shin up a rope tonight and hide on deck in one of the boats.’

  ‘You’ll stow away,’ Maisie said, with fear and admiration in her voice.

  ‘That’s right.’

  Looking at her brother, she saw for the first time that there was the shadow of a moustache beginning to show on his upper lip. He was becoming a man, and one day he would have a full black
  beard like Papa’s. ‘How long does it take to get to America?’ she asked him.

  He hesitated, then looked foolish and said: ‘I don’t know.’

  She realized that she was not included in his plans, and she felt miserable and scared. ‘We’re not going together, then,’ she said sadly.

  He looked guilty, but he did not contradict her. ‘I’ll tell you what you should do,’ he said. ‘Go to Newcastle. You can walk there in about four days. It’s a huge
  city, bigger than Gdansk – no one will notice you there. Cut your hair, steal a pair of trousers and pretend to be a boy. Go to a big stables and help with the horses – you’ve
  always been good with horses. If they like you, you’ll get tips, and after a while they might give you a proper job.’

  Maisie could not imagine being totally alone. ‘I’d rather go with you,’ she said.

  ‘You can’t. It’s going to be hard enough anyway, to hide myself on the ship, and steal food and so on. I couldn’t look after you too.’

  ‘You wouldn’t have to look after me. I’d be as quiet as a mouse.’

  ‘I’d feel worried about you.’

  ‘Won’t you worry about leaving me all on my own?’

  ‘We’ve got to take care of ourselves!’ he said angrily.

  She saw that his mind was made up. She had never been able to talk him round when his mind was made up. With dread in her heart she said: ‘When should we go? In the morning?’

  He shook his head. ‘Now. I’ll need to get aboard the ship as soon as it’s dark.’

  ‘Do you really mean it?’

  ‘Yes.’ As if to prove it, he stood up.

  She stood up too. ‘Should we take anything?’

  ‘What?’

  She shrugged. She had no spare clothes, no souvenirs, no possessions of any kind. There was no food or money to take. ‘I want to kiss Mama goodbye,’ she said.

  ‘Don’t,’ said Danny harshly. ‘If you do, you’ll stay.’

  It was true. If she saw Mama now she would break down and tell everything. She swallowed hard. ‘All right,’ she said, fighting back the tears. ‘I’m ready.’

  They walked away side by side.

  When they got to the end of the street she wanted to turn around and take a last look at the house; but she was afraid that if she did she would weaken; so she walked on, and never looked
  back.

  [ IV ]

  From The Times:

  
    
      CHARACTER OF THE ENGLISH SCHOOLBOY – The Deputy-Coroner for Ashton, Mr
      H. S. Wasbrough, held an inquest yesterday at the Station Hotel, Windfield, on the body of Peter James St John Middleton, aged 13, a schoolboy. The boy had been swimming in a pool at a disused
      quarry near Windfield School when two older boys had seen him apparently in difficulties, the court was told. One of the older boys, Miguel Miranda, a native of Cordova, gave evidence that his
      companion, Edward Pilaster, aged 15, stripped off his outer clothing and dived in to try to save the younger boy, but to no avail. The headmaster of Windfield, Dr Herbert Poleson, testified
      that the quarry was out of bounds to pupils, but he was aware that the rule was not always obeyed. The jury returned a verdict of accidental death by drowning. The Deputy-Coroner then called
      attention to the bravery of Edward Pilaster in trying to save the life of his friend, and said the character of the English schoolboy, as formed by such institutions as Windfield, was a thing
      of which we might justifiably feel proud.

    

  

  [ V ]

  MICKY MIRANDA was captivated by Edward’s mother.

  Augusta Pilaster was a tall, statuesque woman in her thirties. She had black hair and black eyebrows and a haughty, high-cheekboned face with a straight, sharp nose and a strong chin. She was
  not exactly beautiful, and certainly not pretty, but somehow that proud face was deeply fascinating. She wore a black coat and a black hat to the inquest, and that made her even more dramatic. And
  yet what was so bewitching was the unmistakable feeling she gave Micky that the formal clothes covered a voluptuous body, and the arrogant, imperious manner concealed a passionate nature. He could
  hardly take his eyes off her.

  Beside her sat her husband Joseph, Edward’s father, an ugly, sour-faced man of about forty. He had the same big blade of a nose as Edward, and the same fair colouring, but his blond hair
  was receding, and he had bushy Dundreary side-whiskers sprouting from his cheeks as if to compensate for his baldness. Micky wondered what had made such a splendid woman marry him. He was very rich
  – perhaps that was it.

  They were returning to the school in a carriage hired from the Station Hotel: Mr and Mrs Pilaster, Edward and Micky, and the headmaster, Dr Poleson. Micky was amused to see that the headmaster
  was also bowled over by Augusta Pilaster. Old Pole asked if the inquest had tired her, inquired if she was comfortable in the carriage, ordered the coachman to go slower, and leaped out at the end
  of the journey to have the thrill of holding her hand as she stepped down. His bulldog face had never looked so animated.

  The inquest had gone well. Micky put on his most open and honest expression to tell the story he and Edward had made up, but inside he had been scared. The British could be very sanctimonious
  about telling the truth, and if he was found out he would be in deep trouble. But the court was so enchanted by the story of schoolboy heroism that no one questioned it. Edward was nervous, and
  stammered his evidence, but the coroner excused him, suggesting that he was distraught over his failure to save Peter’s life, and insisting he should not blame himself.

  None of the other boys was asked to the inquest. Hugh had been taken away from the school on the day of the drowning because of the death of his father. Tonio was not asked to give evidence
  because nobody knew he had witnessed the death: Micky had scared him into silence. The other witness, the unknown boy at the far end of the pool, had not come forward.

  Peter Middleton’s parents were too grief-stricken to attend. They sent their lawyer, a sleepy-eyed old man whose only object was to get the whole thing over with a minimum of fuss.
  Peter’s older brother David was there, and became quite agitated when the lawyer declined to ask Micky or Edward any questions, but to Micky’s relief the old man waved aside his
  whispered protests. Micky was thankful for his laziness: Edward might have crumbled under sceptical questioning.

  In the head’s dusty drawing-room Mrs Pilaster embraced Edward and kissed the wound on his forehead where Tonio’s stone had hit him. ‘My poor dear child,’ she said. Micky
  and Edward had not told anyone that Tonio had thrown a stone at Edward, for then they would have to explain why he did it. Instead they had said that Edward banged his head when he dived in to
  rescue Peter.

  As they drank their tea, Micky saw a new side to Edward. His mother, sitting beside him on the sofa, touched him constantly and called him Teddy. Instead of being embarrassed, as most boys
  would, he seemed to like it, and kept giving her a winning little smile that Micky had never seen before. She’s stupid about him, Micky thought, and he loves it.

  After a few minutes of small talk Mrs Pilaster stood up abruptly, startling the men, who scrambled to their feet. ‘I’m sure you want to smoke, Dr Poleson,’ she said. Without
  waiting for a reply she went on: ‘Mr Pilaster will take a turn around the garden with you and have a cigar. Teddy, dear, go with your father. I should like to have a few quiet minutes in the
  chapel. Perhaps Micky would show me the way.’

  ‘By all means, by all means, by all means,’ the head stuttered, falling over himself in his eagerness to assent to this series of commands. ‘Off you go, Miranda.’

  Micky was impressed. How effortlessly she made them all do her bidding! He held the door open for her and followed her out.

  In the hall he said politely: ‘Would you like a parasol, Mrs Pilaster? The sun is quite strong.’

  ‘No, thank you.’

  They went outside. There were a lot of boys hanging around outside the head’s house. Micky realized that word had got around about Pilaster’s stunning mother, and they had all come
  to catch a glimpse of her. Feeling pleased to be her escort, he led her through a series of courtyards and quadrangles to the school chapel. ‘Shall I wait outside for you?’ he
  offered.

  ‘Come inside. I want to talk to you.’

  He began to feel nervous. His pleasure in escorting a striking mature woman around the school started to fade, and he wondered why she wanted to interview him alone.

  The chapel was empty. She took a back pew and invited him to sit beside her. Looking straight into his eyes, she said: ‘Now tell me the truth.’


  Augusta saw the flash of surprise and fear in the boy’s expression and knew that she was right.

  However, he recovered in an instant. ‘I’ve already told you the truth,’ he said.

  She shook her head. ‘You have not.’

  He smiled.

  The smile took her by surprise. She had caught him out; she knew he was on the defensive; yet he could smile at her. Few men could resist the force of her will, but it seemed he was exceptional,
  despite his youth. ‘How old are you?’ she said.

  ‘Sixteen.’

  She studied him. He was outrageously good-looking, with his curly dark-brown hair and smooth skin, although there was already a hint of decadence in the heavy-lidded eyes and full lips. He
  reminded her somewhat of the Earl of Strang, with his poise and good looks. . . . She pushed that thought aside with a guilty pang. ‘Peter Middleton was not in difficulties
  when you arrived at the pool,’ she said. ‘He was swimming around quite happily.’

  ‘What makes you say this?’ he said coolly.

  He was scared, she sensed, but he maintained his composure. He was really quite remarkably mature. She found herself unwillingly showing more of her hand. ‘You’re forgetting that
  Hugh Pilaster was there,’ she said. ‘He is my nephew. His father took his own life last week, as you probably heard, and that is why he isn’t here. But he has spoken to his
  mother, who is my sister-in-law.’

  ‘What did he say?’

  Augusta frowned. ‘He said that Edward threw Peter’s clothes into the water,’ she said reluctantly. She did not really understand why Teddy would do such a thing.

  ‘And then?’

  Augusta smiled. This boy was taking control of the conversation. She was supposed to be questioning him, but instead he was interrogating her. ‘Just tell me what really happened,’
  she said.

  He nodded. ‘Very well.’

  When he said that, Augusta was relieved, but worried as well. She wanted to know the truth, but she feared what it might be. Poor Teddy – he had almost died, as a baby, because there had
  been something wrong with Augusta’s breast-milk, and he nearly wasted away before the doctors discovered the nature of the problem and proposed a wet-nurse. Ever since then he had been
  vulnerable, needing her special protection. Had she had her way he would not have gone to boarding school, but his father had been intransigent about that. . . . She returned her
  attention to Micky.

  ‘Edward didn’t mean any harm,’ Micky began. ‘He was just ragging. He threw the other boys’ clothes into the water as a joke.’

  Augusta nodded. That sounded normal to her: boys teasing one another. Poor Teddy must have suffered that sort of thing himself.

  ‘Then Hugh pushed Edward in.’

  ‘That little Hugh has always been a troublemaker,’ Augusta said. ‘He’s just like his wretched father was.’ And like his father he would probably come to a bad end,
  she thought to herself.

  ‘The other boys all laughed, and Edward pushed Peter’s head under, to teach him a lesson. Hugh ran off. Then Tonio threw a stone at Edward.’

  Augusta was horrified. ‘But he might have been knocked unconscious, and drowned!’

  ‘However, he wasn’t, and he went chasing after Tonio. I was watching them: no one was looking at Peter Middleton. Tonio got away from Edward eventually. That was when we noticed that
  Peter had gone quiet. We don’t really know what happened to him: perhaps Edward’s ducking exhausted him, so that he was too tired or too breathless to get out of the pool. Anyway, he
  was floating face down. We got him out of the water right away, but he was dead.’

  It was hardly Edward’s fault, Augusta thought. Boys were always rough with one another. All the same she was deeply grateful that this story had not come out at the inquest. Micky had
  covered up for Edward, thank heavens. ‘What about the other boys?’ she said. ‘They must know what happened.’

  ‘It was lucky that Hugh left the school that very day.’

  ‘And the other one – did you call him Tony?’

  ‘Antonio Silva. Tonio for short. Don’t worry about him. He’s from my country. He’ll do as I tell him.’

  ‘How can you be sure?’

  ‘He knows that if he gets me into trouble, his family will suffer back home.’

  There was something chilling in the boy’s voice as he said this, and Augusta shivered.

  ‘May I fetch you a shawl?’ Micky said attentively.

  Augusta shook her head. ‘No other boys saw what happened?’

  Micky frowned. ‘There was another boy swimming in the pool when we got there.’

  ‘Who?’

  He shook his head. ‘I couldn’t see his face, and I didn’t know it was going to be important.’

  ‘Did he see what happened?’

  ‘I don’t know. I’m not sure at what point he left.’

  ‘But he had gone by the time you got the body out of the water?’

  ‘Yes.’

  ‘I wish we knew who it was,’ Augusta said anxiously.

  ‘He may not even have been a schoolboy,’ Micky pointed out. ‘He could be from the town. Anyway, for whatever reason, he hasn’t come forward as a witness, so I suppose
  he’s no danger to us.’

  No danger to us. It struck Augusta that she was involved with Micky in something dishonest, possibly illegal. She did not like the situation. She had got into it without realizing, and
  now she was trapped. She looked hard at him and said: ‘What do you want?’

  She caught him off guard for the first time. Looking bewildered, he said: ‘What do you mean?’

  ‘You covered up for my son. You committed perjury today.’ He was unbalanced by her directness, she saw. That pleased her: she was in control again. ‘I don’t believe you
  took such a risk out of the goodness of your heart. I think you want something in return. Why don’t you just tell me what it is?’

  She saw his gaze drop momentarily to her bosom, and for a wild moment she thought he was going to make an indecent suggestion. Then he said: ‘I want to spend the summer with
  you.’

  She had not expected that. ‘Why?’

  ‘My home is six weeks’ journey away. I have to stay at school during the holidays. I hate it – it’s lonely and boring. I’d like to be invited to spend the summer
  with Edward.’

  Suddenly he was a schoolboy again. She had thought he would ask for money, or perhaps a job at Pilasters Bank. But this seemed such a small, almost childish request. However, it clearly was not
  small to him. After all, she thought, he is only sixteen.

  ‘You shall stay with us for the summer, and welcome,’ she said. The thought did not displease her. He was a rather formidable young man in some ways, but his manners were perfect and
  he was good-looking: it would be no hardship to have him as a guest. And he might be a good influence on Edward. If Teddy had a fault it was that he was rather aimless. Micky was just the opposite.
  Perhaps some of his strength of will would rub off on her Teddy.

  Micky smiled, showing white teeth. ‘Thank you,’ he said. He seemed sincerely delighted.

  She felt an urge to be alone for a while and mull over what she had heard. ‘Leave me now,’ she said. ‘I can find my way back to the headmaster’s house.’

  He got up from the pew where they were sitting. ‘I’m very grateful,’ he said, and offered his hand.

  She took it. ‘I’m grateful to you, for protecting Teddy.’

  He bent down, as if he were going to kiss her hand; and then, to her astonishment, he kissed her lips. It was so quick that she had no time to turn away. She searched for words of protest as he
  straightened up, but she could not think what to say. A moment later he was gone.

  It was outrageous! He should not have kissed her at all, let alone on the lips. Who did he think he was? Her first thought was to rescind the summer invitation. But that would never do.

  Why not? she asked herself. Why could she not cancel an invitation extended to a mere schoolboy? He had acted presumptuously, so he should not come to stay.

  But the thought of going back on her promise made her uncomfortable. It was not just that Micky had saved Teddy from disgrace, she realized. It was worse than that. She had entered into a
  criminal conspiracy with him. It made her unpleasantly vulnerable to him.

  She sat in the cool chapel for a long time, staring at the bare walls and wondering, with a distinct feeling of apprehension, how that handsome, knowing boy would use his power.
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The Pillars of the Earth

In a time of civil war, famine and religious strife, there rises a magnificent cathedral in Kingsbridge. In a tale spanning generations – set against the sprawling medieval canvas of twelfth-century England – ambitions, love and tragedy collide as its inhabitants struggle to survive.
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World Without End

Prosperity, famine, plague and war. Two centuries after the events of The Pillars of the Earth, the men, women and children of the city once again grapple with the devastating sweep of historical change.
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A Column of Fire

1558, and Europe is in revolt as religious hatred sweeps the continent. Elizabeth Tudor has ascended to the throne, and in this dangerous world one man pledges to protect her life at all costs.
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Fall of Giants

As the Great War unfolds and Russia shakes in bloody revolution, this captivating novel of love and conflict follows the lives of five intertwined families across the world.
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As Hitler strengthens his grip on Germany and the dark clouds of the Great Depression hang over the world, five families must learn how to adapt to this new and dangerous reality.
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Edge of Eternity

As the Cold War threatens the entire globe, the descendants of the five families will now find their true destiny as they fight for their individual freedom in a world facing the mightiest clash of superpowers it has ever seen.
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A high-speed, high-stakes thriller about a lost masterpiece.

Those seeking it embark on an epic, desperate race around Europe to find one of the great missing artworks of the twentieth century.
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Paper Money

A gripping novel of high finance and underworld villainy.

Will reporters uncover the web of criminality at the heart of three seemingly unconnected events?
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Eye of the Needle

His weapon is the stiletto, his codename: The Needle. He is Hitler’s prize undercover agent and in the run-up to D-Day he has uncovered the Allies’ plans. Can they catch him before it is too late?
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Triple

The story of one of the most audacious espionage missions of the twentieth century – Mossad’s best agent must find and steal two hundred tons of uranium before it is too late . . .
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The Key to Rebecca

In Cairo during the Second World War, a lone spy has one chance to complete his mission and sabotage the British war effort in North Africa.
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The Man from St Petersburg

An engrossing tale of family secrets and political consequence. On the eve of the First World War, a man comes to London to commit a murder that would change history.
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On Wings of Eagles

A thrilling story of the real-life rescue of two Americans from revolutionary Iran by their millionaire boss and a famed Green Beret colonel.
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Lie Down with Lions

A riveting tale of suspense and deceit. Two newlyweds travel to Afghanistan to help as doctors in the war against Soviet Russia, but when the situation turns dangerous help arrives in the unlikely form of a past love rival.
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Night Over Water

September 1939, two days after Britain has declared war, a group of privileged but desperate people board the most luxurious airliner ever built, the Pan American Clipper, to escape to New York. Over the Atlantic, tension mounts and finally explodes in a dramatic and dangerous climax.
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A Dangerous Fortune

A shocking secret behind a young boy’s death leads to three generations of treachery in this breathtaking saga of love, power and revenge, set amid the wealth and decadence of Victorian England.
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A Place Called Freedom

1767. A wealthy woman finds herself alongside an idealistic young coal miner as they both seek better lives. But their adventures take an unexpected turn in this novel set in an era of turbulent social change.
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The Third Twin

A scientific researcher uncovers a perplexing mystery: two young men – law student Steve and convicted murderer Dan – appear to be identical twins. Yet they were born on different days, to different mothers. As she digs deeper, a terrifying conspiracy is revealed.
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The Hammer of Eden

In this heart-stopping thriller, it’s a race against time after the FBI receive an anonymous threat from a terrorist group that claims it can trigger earthquakes. Can they prevent a catastrophic disaster?
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Code to Zero

Florida, 1958. A man wakes up with no memory of his life, but he soon realizes that his fate is connected to the fiercely fought space race between the USA and Russia.
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Jackdaws

An irresistible novel of love, courage and revenge. Set in the Second World War, an all-female team must carry out a difficult mission while evading a brilliant spy-catcher.
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Hornet Flight

A breathtaking thriller set amidst the Danish resistance during the Second World War. A crucial message must be sent to Britain, but the only way to do so is by using a near-derelict Hornet Moth biplane.
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Whiteout

Human betrayal, medical terror and a race against time combine in this exhilarating novel. A family gather for Christmas as a storm brews, but the reunion is complicated by the theft of a deadly virus.
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