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I turned to Michel. “Is there any other way out of the city?”
“Other gates. But it will be the same.”
I looked back. Those guys from the gate would be able to see us in a 

second. “Come on. Let’s go.”
Once again Michel led the way.
“Look for a side street!” I said.
He hung a left at the next one, a narrower lane paved in dirt. A lot of 

the buildings seemed to have crofts or gardens behind them. “Can we hide 
in there,” I asked, waving at one of them.

“Not this early. The burghers will be alert for thieves; if the hue and cry 
goes up we will never get away.”

“Hue and cry?”
Michel found a small notch in the roadside; a sort of alcove where the 

walls of two crofts came together. We crowded in, out of sight of the road 
behind or ahead.

“The hue and cry,” Gigot whispered, “calls everyone out. If it is called 
upon us, every townsperson will issue from his house and try to stop us. We 
will be caught well before the guard reaches us.”

“We can’t be seen,” Michel hissed. “We can’t let the guard even see us. 
And we can’t chance being taken for thieves.”

“OK,” I said. No being seen. “What about a church? Can’t we ask for 
sanctuary or something?”

Michel looked dubious.
“An English custom,” Gaspard said. “But even if we could claim it here, 

the Prince-Bishop commands all of the churches.”
All of them? “Can we wait this out, then? Move after more people are 

in bed?”
Michel thought for a moment. “It will be cover-fire after the Compline 

bells,” he said after a moment. It took me a beat to parse what he meant: 
The actual words were couvre-feu. Literally cover-fire, but the meaning was 
closer to the sound than the translation: curfew. “It will be darker, but we’ll 
be challenged if we’re even spotted on the street.”

“But maybe not now?”
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“Not normally. Except that they’re looking for the four of us.”
I nodded. “OK.” I’d already been thinking along these lines. We needed 

to increase the odds that someone got out of the city. It was time to chan-
nel my inner squad leader. Or my 18th-level paladin. No, let’s stick with the 
squad leader. “We need to split up. We’ll be less obvious.”

There was silence. Michel was the only one who really knew the city. 
And we all knew exactly how well Gaspard and I were likely to do on our 
own.

“Michel, you take Gaspard. I’ll go with Gigot. See if you can come up 
with any way out of the city, or at least a good hiding place. But don’t stick 
your neck out. Meet us at Saint Martin’s church in the hour before Com-
pline.” That would give him about two hours.

He nodded, but he clearly wasn’t excited by the idea.
“I’m the one they’re after, and I’m the one who’s most distinctive. You 

should be able to avoid their attention. If I don’t make it out of the city, 
Michel, you need to get back to Bois de Haillot. You need to tell Ma Dame 
about Etien. That he’s got the Prince-Bishop on his side, and that he knows 
what we’re planning.”

Michel nodded again.
“Go.”
He nodded, then turned to look out into the alley. “Come, Gaspard.” 

They started away, but then Michel paused. He turned back.
“See you at the old church, Maitre.”
They continued on, and after a moment they were gone. I turned to 

Gigot.
“Can you get us to the old church? But not past the palace, or the 

Prince’s Head.”
“I think so. Yes.”
I nodded. I could probably find the way, too—I had a decent sense of 

direction—but I was far from certain. “You lead,” I said. “I’ll follow, but at a 
distance. So we won’t be stopped together.”

“I understand.” And just like that, he set out.
I followed. He started at a quick pace, but cut it back to a casual stroll 

when he reached the main road. He took a right, heading back toward the 
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town gate.

I got to the corner and paused, looking both ways. I caught a shadow of 
Gigot as he turned into a sidestreet. No sign of that patrol, or indeed anyone 
else. Made sense; I wouldn’t expect him to walk us straight into trouble.

I followed to the right, and then took a left down Gigot’s sidestreet. I 
could see him up ahead, passing two women who were just ducking into a 
house. This street was paved, but narrower than the one that led up from the 
gate; even with a lingering glow in the sliver of sky overhead it was nearly 
pitch black at street level. There were lights in many of the buildings, but 
they were dim and visible only as the outlines of shuttered windows.

Another couple of twists and turns. We were somewhere near the tai-
lor’s shop I’d spent the afternoon it; this was pretty much exactly the route 
I’d have taken if I was on my own. With the exception one or two people 
hustling into houses, we didn’t see a soul.

And then I turned a corner, and almost ran straight into a patrol.
I drew back, holding my breath; I hadn’t taken more than half a step 

around the corner. My heart pounded as I waited for the louder pounding 
of footsteps, the ringing of steel and raised voices, but they didn’t come—at 
least not right away. The guardsmen couldn’t have been more than twenty 
feet away, and they were headed my direction.

OK, so what now? I turned back—there were plenty of dark corners, 
but nothing close that would give me real cover if they came this way. I 
started moving anyway, wanting to run but afraid of the noise I would make.

Ten feet. Twenty. Nothing; no place to hide. I started picking up the 
pace—they had to be about to round the corner. Thirty. No shouts yet, but I 
wasn’t about to turn around and look. I broke into a run.

Had there been an alleyway back here? I’d been trying to keep track 
of things like that, places I could fall back on, but suddenly the streets I’d 
walked just sort of blurred together. There was a shop entrance I’d seen, set 
well back but without enough shadow. Up ahead the street crooked to the 
right; it would cut line of sight at least from the corner.

But they had to be reaching it. Right. About. Now.
No shouts. Had they turned back? Stopped? I hugged the right-hand 

wall, making the most of what cover the bend in the road gave me. Why 
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weren’t they following?

There: An opening in the wall. There was an alleyway there, I remem-
bered it now. I turned my jog into a sprint; if they spotted me now it wouldn’t 
much matter.

Forty feet. Twenty. Ten. I skidded to the corner, grabbing the timber 
frame at the edge of the building. My feet hit a patch of whatever slimy stuff 
was coating this particular stretch of road, but my grip on the building kept 
me upright and saved my five pounds worth of new threads. I stumbled my 
way around the corner and threw my back against the wall. Panting.

Were they coming? There could have been an army behind me at this 
point; all I could hear was the huff of my breathing and the pounding of my 
own heart. I closed my eyes and willed my breathing to steady, taking a few 
tentative sidesteps into the alley as I did. The drumbeat in my head didn’t 
clear, but it diminished. There were no shouts, no pounding feet.

I turned and headed down the alleyway. The ground was wet under my 
boots, slick with who knew what. I moved thirty, forty feet further in and 
looked for a hiding place. There: a stack of casks by a gate, right where the 
alley bent. I moved behind them and crouched down.

Some time passed. It had probably been no more than half a minute, 
but I realized I had no real idea. So I counted my heartbeats: Ten. Twen-
ty. Thirty. Still no sound of the patrol. I guess they didn’t follow. By some 
stroke of luck, they never made it to the corner. Or never, as impossible as it 
seemed, looked down my street when they passed.

And then I did hear a sound. Not from the street I’d been on. And not 
a sound I’d expected.

From the darkness behind me came a low, long-drawn growl.
I turned slowly, my hand going to my knife. My new knife. The one 

that accentuated my new outfit nicely, but didn’t have quite the butch heft of 
the one I’d left in the underground temple. I’d never notice that difference 
slicing up my dinner, but I was missing it now.

Dogs. Three of them. At least, three that I could see; they weren’t much 
more than shadows. One was padding past along the far edge of the alley, 
head low, teeth barred, and eyes fixed on me. The other two edged silently 
closer from down the alleyway.
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Crap. Make a break for it? That would send me right back toward the 

patrol. Plus, dogs are fast runners. I could try to scare them off, but what 
could I do that wouldn’t draw all kinds of attention? I crouched, holding my 
knife up at the ready.

I couldn’t keep them all in my line of sight now; the one creeping past 
had split too far apart from the others.

And that’s when they struck.
With a snarl, one of them lunged, darting forward with an open-jawed 

leap aimed straight at my throat. By sheer reflex I brought my left arm up, 
desperate to fend him off, and his jaws closed on my forearm. The grip of 
his mouth was crushing; I swear I could feel his teeth grind against bone. 
Without thinking I drove my knife into the side of his neck, and as quickly 
as he’d taken my arm, he dropped away.

A second dog—the one that had crept past—was leaping. I jabbed out-
ward with the knife in an awkward move, stumbling back into the casks 
behind me. My blow grazed its shoulder, but that and my move were enough 
to keep it from connecting. It struck the casks and bounced back with a yelp, 
but quickly rolled to its feet.

The first dog was limping about, coughing and hacking. I didn’t think 
it was gonna be jumping back into the fight any time soon, but the other two 
were regrouping. They had me flanked; only my back against the stack of 
casks gave me any cover at all.

And then there was another growl, from back the way the dogs had 
come.

Maybe it was time to run after all.
But the dogs’ heads turned; both sets of ears flicking briefly up and 

then, uncertainly, back. The growl came again.
The dog I’d hit in the shoulder turned and trotted a few paces away. It 

hesitated, looked back, and then took off again. Its companion considered 
me for a second, then followed, tail down.

Leaving me alone. With whatever had scared them.
I couldn’t see anything down the alleyway, and frankly I didn’t want 

to. I slipped around the casks, backing toward the street, and then turned to 
make a break for it.
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“Martin!” someone hissed.
I whirled.
A shape pulled itself from the shadows, growing taller as it stood. It 

was Gigot.
“Shit!” I breathed as he drew near. “You scared the crap out of me.”
“Apologies, Maitre,” he said.
“No, my apologies,” I answered after a breath. “You may have saved my 

life.”
He glanced at my arm. Another bleeder. I sheathed my knife and 

gripped the wound. The pain was all in the flesh; I flexed my hand and con-
cluded there were no broken bones. I might end up needing a little more 
time with Gaspard and his needle, but for now it wasn’t too bad.

“There was a patrol,” I said.
“Yes, I’m sorry. I had already crossed the street when they appeared. I 

went back and delayed them.”
“Delayed them?”
“I said I was lost. I pretended to be drunk.”
“They weren’t suspicious?”
“They were, I think. I said I was staying at the White Stag, that I was 

with a wool merchant from Bruges. They let me go.”
I had noticed an inn with a white deer on its board earlier in the day; 

it wasn’t far from the tailors.
“Well, thank God for that,” I said. “They almost got me. And thanks for 

chasing off the dogs. You were very convincing.”
Gigot said nothing.
“Let’s get moving again.”
He nodded and led the way back into the street.
No sign of the dogs. No sign of the patrol. Walking separately had 

probably been a good plan, but I found I really didn’t want to. We moved 
cautiously but together.

It was now full night. The narrow band of sky overhead was clear, but 
there was no sign of a moon. And fewer and fewer buildings showed any 
sign of light.

“Gigot,” I whispered, after we’d gone some distance, “what do you 
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know about the Templars?”

He didn’t answer at first, and in the darkness I had no way of telling if 
he even heard me. Then he said: “They protect the roads. For pilgrims.”

Of course. The first thing a highway robber would know about them.
“Don’t they have some special legal status?” Hadn’t I read that in some 

paperback?
“I don’t know,” Gigot answered. “They travel as they please. Few can do 

that, especially under arms.”
We were coming up on the small square. I peeked out as we reached 

the end of the road: Saint Martin’s church was opposite, while the wall of the 
commandarie stretched away to our right. The shadows weren’t as deep out 
in the open, but with no moon it was still extremely dark.

“You people need to learn about streetlights,” I muttered. Gigot glanced 
at me, but didn’t say a word.

We watched the square for a few moments; there wasn’t a single sign of 
life. “It must still be two hours until Compline,” Gigot whispered at last. “We 
should find a place to hide.”

I shook my head. “No. I’m going in. You wait here until I call for you.”
“Maitre?”
“Just wait!” With a quick glance back down the road I set off into the 

square, skirting the wall of the Templar compound. I passed a gate and then 
the corner of the commandarie church, and then stumbled at the steps lead-
ing to the church door.

The door was set back a bit into the wall, and I was a dark shape against 
its dark wood. Still, from that point looking out into the square, I felt utterly 
exposed. Certainly if anyone brought a light into the square, I’d be caught 
out like a roach on the kitchen floor—but without a fridge to scurry under.

I turned and knocked on the door.
Shit! I might as well have fired off a gun: The sound practically boomed, 

echoing around the square. My heart took up the cadence, pounding in my 
chest as I turned, desperately searching the darkness around me for any re-
action.

Nothing. Nothing I could see, anyway.
But no answer, either.
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After a moment I raised my hand to knock again. It took a moment to 

summon the will. It hadn’t been as loud as it seemed. I knocked again, with 
a little more force.

Nothing. I watched the square, waiting for someone to come running. 
A moment passed, and then another. Gigot was right. It was time to hide.

I was about to step off when a glow began to outline the little door. Af-
ter a second there was the clunk of a bolt being pulled, and the door cracked 
open.

“Who is it?” A voice hissed.
“I need to see Brother Chretien!”
The crack widened. There was a young man on the other side. The 

white robe and red cross, but no bald spot at the top of his short, dark hair.
“It is almost Compline! The brothers are at study. You must come back 

tomorrow.”
“Tomorrow is too late—I need to see him now!”
The kid looked perplexed. “I cannot help you, friend. You must come 

back after Terce.” He started to close the door.
I threw my hand up against the door. “Please!” I said. “This is an emer-

gency.”
The kid took a look at my blood-soaked sleeve, then glanced back into 

the chapel. He hesitated, and then said, “Come in.”
I called for Gigot, and a second later the two of us entered the chapel. 

Gigot tossed me a questioning look as he came through the door.
“I will fetch Brother Chretien,” the kid said. He was lighting a couple of 

candles from the rush light he carried. “Wait here please.”
I sat on the floor, resting my back against one of the fluted columns 

along the side of the chamber. My legs were a little shaky, and my arm was 
beginning to throb. Gigot moved to stand next to me. His hand rested on 
the head of his axe.

“Is this a good idea, Maitre?”
“I don’t know,” I breathed, “but it’s the best one I’ve got.”
Gigot was silent. He seemed restless, but after a moment I realized he 

wasn’t just fidgeting. His eyes traced the door we’d come in, then shifted to 
the smaller door I’d gone through that morning. He turned to look over the 
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wall behind us, then ran his eyes up to the window.

Scouting the exits. Or any line of attack. Good man.
It took the kid just a few moments to return with Brother Chretien.
“Maitre Martin!” he said. “I was just thinking of you.”
I started to my feet, but he waved me down. He knelt beside me. The 

kid had a bundle in his arms.
“Thinking of me?”
“Yes, you. You have been quite the talk today.” He took a couple ban-

dages from the kid and laid them on his knees, then started pushing up my 
sleeve.

I glanced at Gigot. “Really?” I said slowly.
“Dog bite,” Chretien said. “A good one. You really shouldn’t wander the 

back streets after dark.”
“Who has been talking about me?”
Chretien ignored me. “I’ve been asking myself: What sort of man ar-

rives in town with a ten-year-old draft and a strange accent.” He took an 
earthenware jar from the kid and pried off the lid, dabbing a rag in the con-
tents. “Buys himself expensive clothes. Then gives ostentatiously to the poor. 
One answer presents itself: A man suddenly into a large sum of money, but 
with a weight on his conscience. A thief or brigand.”

I glanced again at Gigot. He had taken a quiet half-step back, and his 
hand had moved to the haft of the axe.

Chretien didn’t seem to notice. “But then I think, why would such a 
man try to pass as a guild master? There are any number of pretenses under 
which you might bring us that draft. Claiming such a prominent title falsely 
would surely be the height of stupidity.” He paused and looked me in the 
face. “I don’t see you as a brigand. Or as stupid.”

Not the former, at least. Coming here might qualify me as the latter.
“Brother Chretien, I need your help.”
“I am the infirmarian,” he answered. “Only the Brother Administrator 

can offer you sanctuary.”
My heart jumped. “But he can do it? He doesn’t have to turn us over to 

the Prince-Bishop?”
He looked at me levelly. “The Knights of the Temple answer only to the 
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Pope, with no interceding authority. But the Brother Administrator is not 
likely countermand the Bishop without good cause.”

“How do you know all this stuff—about me? The alms and all that?”
“You gave generously, practically on our doorstep. Matthew tells us to 

give quietly, but acts like that can hardly go unnoticed. As for the clothes, 
that was reported by the bailiff when he spoke to the Brother Administrator. 
About your crimes.”

“Crimes.” Crap. Now I was a criminal. Not that that was a revelation 
after the last hour, but it sounded harsh tripping off the tongue. “Brother 
Chretien, I have not committed any crimes. This is the doing of my lord 
Etien.”

He tied off the bandage he was wrapping and looked me squarely in 
the face. After a moment he said, “It is not for me to judge. However, I am 
not privy to the bailiff ’s complaint, and I am not a man who follows rumor. 
Having heard nothing of these accusations, how would I recognize any need 
to detain you? You are free to leave. Or if you would speak with the Brother 
Administrator, I would be happy to take you to him—but I cannot warrant 
what he will decide.”

Back to square one—or plead my case to the Brother Administrator. I 
took a long look at the door, then rose to my feet.

“Take me to the Brother Administrator.”

*          *          *

Five minutes later we were back in that Spartan office. We waited in si-
lence for maybe ten minutes before Thierry joined us. Gigot’s habit of scop-
ing out the room was proving just that; he paced like a tiger in a cage, check-
ing the window before taking up position near the door.

“Martin,” the Brother Administrator said, entering the room. “I am 
surprised to see you here.”

“I’ve come to claim my draft,” I said.
“This is not an hour at which we usually conduct business.”
“And to ask for your help.”
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Thierry walked around to the writing stand.
“What,” he said slowly, “sort of help did you have in mind?”
“I need to get out of the city. Myself and my companions.”
“The bailiff was here this evening,” Brother Thierry replied, “with a 

warrant. The Mason’s Guild has made a complaint of fraud against you.”
“Etien, Count of Namur, is planning to take the manor of Bois de Hail-

lot from its lady, who holds it rightfully for the Holy Roman Emperor. That 
is what this is about—my lord Etien wants to stop her from defending her 
land. Stop her by stopping me.”

Brother Thierry turned toward the window. He stood for a moment, 
hands joined behind his back. “This dispute is outside the scope of the or-
der’s affairs.” Behind me, Gigot stirred. “I cannot help you,” Thierry went on, 
“and I can’t protect you against Etien.”

“Nonsense!” a coarse voice declared. I swung about.
“Brother Maynard,” Thierry said. Maynard was limping his way 

through the door. Chretien was out in the hallway beyond.
“Nonsense,” Maynard said again. “If you don’t want to help this,” he 

threw a scowl at me, “half-mason, just say so. But don’t refuse him in the 
name of neutrality.”

“Brother Maynard! Do you not have someplace to be?”
“I do, I do. It’s 2000 long miles from here.” He shuffled his way over to 

the chairs and sat down next to me. “Unfortunately the Grand Master has 
seen fit to send me here.”

Thierry lay his hand over his eyes for a moment. Then he straightened 
and said, “Martin, we have verified Lady Madeleine’s draft—”

Maynard started to object, but Thierry raised a hand.
“We have verified your draft. I will have the sacrist draw out your forty 

pounds.”
I nodded. “What about—”
“I will have to ask you to leave the grounds of the commandarie.” 
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