Introduction
It was always clear to me that my lovers, Odo and Gytha, were doomed to separate. Both their circumstances and their characters were bound to conspire against them. Originally, Gytha was more stubborn and Odo less ingenious than they ultimately proved to be, and their separation might have been a good deal more final...

Trial

The Festival of Saints Cosmas and Damian 1072
From the ringing of Prime, the dull clap of the bells in a dawn of flat light and clinging drizzle, Gytha is aggravated by a series of small disappointments. Before going to bed the previous night, she had taken off her gown and spread it on top of the blanket covering her pallet so that it would be less crumpled for her court appearance than if she had slept in it, as she usually does now autumn has arrived. Her hands, however, are now so cold she cannot plait her hair neatly and the gown, though free of creases, smells damp and clings to her shift in dank, unsightly clumps. 

She will see Odo today, she supposes, for the first time in…? She has no idea how long they have been keeping her in this room, days and nights leaking into one another, the compartments formed by bells or meals breaking down as she drifted in and out of a torpid, dream-like inertia. Sometimes people have spoken to her, the guards, a novice who brings her food, the Archbishop, she thinks. Odo. But not Odo, because whenever she has asked for him, or mentioned his name, even if her mouth has merely formed the full moon shape of its first letter, even when she merely thinks of him, they shake their heads. So she has given up speaking, or moving her cracked lips, she has tried to give up thinking, but her mind will not stay empty, he fills it, and Meg, and the baby. The baby. What did the cunningwoman say, what did she really say, what is her body telling her when there is nothing else to listen to but the scrabbling of mice and the soggy rustle of soiled straw?

Then the Archbishop came again, yesterday. You will be tried tomorrow, he said, do you understand? She found it difficult to understand tomorrow; once the Archbishop had gone again, sighing as he closed the door, she had to focus all her attention on tomorrow, wading about in her memory until she dredged up what she was looking for. Tomorrow. This day, a night, tomorrow. Seven bells. One plate of food, one soil jar filled, one water bucket emptied. Tomorrow. Today. She wants to make a good impression. Perhaps it is kinder to him if she looks unkempt and unattractive, but if she survives, it will not be to exchange Archbishop Lanfranc’s fetters for those of his regret. She pinches her cheeks, wishing she had a mirror, grateful she has not. 


She sits down to wait, on the stool with its one leg too short, straight backed to keep the sodden lichen coating the wall behind her from smearing her dress, feet together, ankle bone to ankle bone, hands folded in her lap. Perhaps she should pray. Our father, she begins, but then starts to wonder if they will shackle her, if the chapter house will be very full. Please no shackles, she prays, making her shuffle like an old woman in front of her lover, relieving him of that desire he once expressed of growing old at her side. No shackles or manacles or tears. Forgive us our trespasses as we forgive them…Forgive us.
Odo looks into the eyes in the mirror, so dark as to appear black in the shadows of the winter parlour, where the shutters remain closed against the rain and the fire is grudging, wet logs smoking sullenly. They narrow as the face which contains them smiles, pushing up the flesh of the cheeks.


“It is a sound argument, highness. The Bible gives us clear direction. In the Book of Exodus. And if a witch may not be permitted to live, how can the trial of one have any validity in a legal system which does not permit execution?” asks the jurist from Rome.


“The er…lady would have to be tried in Normandy to circumvent it,” adds the other, the man from Liege, whom he cannot see. Both men are standing behind him, giving him an uninterrupted view of himself in the mirror Osbern holds before his face, which he turns from side to side, wearing the same, critical expression he wears every morning as he checks to see that his servant has shaved him thoroughly, but seeing nothing other than the eyes of the Roman jurist.


“Well,” he says, standing and turning to face the two lawyers, dismissing Osbern with a wave of a hand which shakes slightly, “there has been no drought in Normandy this year so I do not think grounds could be found to try her there.” He gives a harsh laugh; the lawyers respond with wan, hesitant smiles.


Osbern returns almost immediately. “Your horse is ready, my lord, and they are ringing Terce.”


I have ears, he almost snaps, but restrains himself. If his patience is stretched on the rack and his nerves flayed, it is for no-one but himself to know. The hearing will begin after Terce, which Lanfranc will prolong by celebrating Mass; he will want the blood of Christ on his tongue to sweeten his weasel words. 


“Then, gentlemen, let us go. My cloak, Osbern.” 


The servant drapes the episcopal cloak about his shoulders and fastens the clasp, Odo being wise enough not to attempt this himself, though he grips his mitre firmly enough, just above his head as he murmurs the blessing. “The helmet of salvation,” he says to the lawyers, settling his headgear around his brow, flicking the lappets clear of his collar, “whose wearer is terrible to the opponents of truth.” The lawyers’ smiles grow broader, which only serves to dilute their effect. 

Though she has persuaded herself she is unfit to be seen by anyone, she suffers a brief, mean twinge of disappointment when she is brought into the chapter house  and sees that no-one is there save the three judges, various clerks and scribes, and Odo, flanked by two men in black, fur trimmed robes with close-fitting box shaped caps on their heads. The chapter house makes an imposing setting, much grander than the one at Saint-Vigor, she thinks, aware how greatly that must irritate Odo, with its tiered wooden stands and carved misericords jutting from the walls between the high, narrow windows. The judges, the Archbishop and two others she does not recognise, sit behind a long table on a raised dais opposite the door. One is another bishop, regaled similarly to Odo, though his purple is wool, not silk, and the band of his mitre is free of the gold embroidery decorating Odo’s, the other an abbot by his habit, though his broad face, pitted and weathered as old stone, makes him look more like a farmer. The clerks, standing at their lecterns with their quills and inkpots, knives, sand casters and clean parchments arrayed before them, litter the floor of the chapter house like crows establishing a pecking order around carrion.


Her guards bring her to stand, not among the clerks, but at their level, in the centre of the floor, so the Archbishop has only to raise his eyes fractionally from the documents spread before him on the table to have his vision filled with her corrupt and corrupting flesh. He has ordered that she be spared the fetters, and once the guards have her in position, though they remain flanking her closely, they release her arms which she chafes, hesitantly, as though unsure she has permission to move.


After disappointment comes exhilaration, a second, as her two escorts loosen the grip on her, when she believes she will fly. After the cramped room where she has been confined, the chapter house seems bounded only by the limits of the universe itself, full of dazzling light and sweet air. The air breathed, though she cannot look at him, though she feels his eyes fixed on her from where he stands with his lawyers like a sensation of burning down the right half of her body, by her lover. She inhales deeply, steadily, several times, clasps her hands in front of her to restrain their trembling, tells herself it is a grey day of dense cloud and unremitting drizzle and air smelling of damp stone and wood polish. And rosemary, and sandalwood. 

She must not look, she dare not, she will not be able to look away again. Or worse, she will see his gaze waver and shift, his features fold in disenchantment. A spider scurries over her left foot, scales the scuffed toe of her shoe and down the other side. Is that lucky or unlucky? Or meaningless. She cannot remember. She steals a glance, the tiniest dart of a look, without moving her head, through her lashes so she will not be blinded by all his episcopal finery. He looks…

The Archbishop clears his throat. “Today we remember in our prayers the holy martyrs, Cosmas and Damian. Let us pray for their guidance and that of Almighty God in the grave matters before us.”

Like a bishop. As the Archbishop prays, too rapidly for Gytha to follow his words, her heart turns cold and the blood slows to an ice-choked trickle in her veins. How alone she is, the one woman in this court full of men, the only one who has no church or army within which to hide. She has no background, no context, no generic term describes her, though many take bites out of her. Witch, whore, wife, lover. Mother? No, not that, she has proven herself incapable of that. The cunningwoman must have been wrong.

A painting of Christ enthroned in glory adorns the wall behind the Archbishop’s head, His hands spread to display the wounds and, balanced on his right palm, a tiny cathedral, Archbishop Stigand’s cathedral before it burned. She wonders if Archbishop Lanfranc will have the painting amended once his own cathedral is built.

“We are here to consider the evidence against this woman standing before you, one Aelfgytha of Colchester, who is accused of procuring divers evils against the estate of King William by means of witchcraft.” Addressing himself to Gytha, he adds, “do you have anything to say?”

She is about to shake her head, she is considering whether or not to ask him if anything she says can make a difference, when she is distracted by a movement to her right, a rustle of silk, soft shoes on polished wood, a shifting blur of purple. As Odo walks to the end of the tier where he has been standing with his lawyers, and steps on to the floor of the chapter house in front of the bench, their eyes meet momentarily and he smiles at her. It is not a smile anyone else would recognise, but the barest stretch of the lips, an almost imperceptible deepening of the laughter lines around his eyes, the look he gives her when they are marooned on opposite sides of large crowds, in hall, or church, chapter or court. It says everything he has to say about love and longing, mischief, impatience, it strips away the mask from the man and warms her heart as though he has taken it between his cupped hands and breathed on it. Trust me, it says, I will not let you fall.

“Your Grace,” he begins, then, bowing his head to right and left, “Bishop Remigius, Abbot Scolland, with your indulgence, I wish to present certain preliminary arguments.”

Lanfranc bestows enquiring glances on each of his fellow judges.

“I am content,” says Scolland. Remigius of Dorchester, who looks as though he would have preferred to object, seeing himself outnumbered, gives a sour nod of assent.

Odo introduces the two jurists, gratified by the success of his choice. Both men are known to Lanfranc, both, he established before employing them, held by him in high esteem. Smiles are exchanged. The Archbishop folds his arms and rests his head against his chair back. Scolland leans his elbows on the table, his chin balanced on his interlaced fingers. Only Remigius remains bolt upright on his stool, squinting over the high, bony bridge of his nose like a bad tempered hawk. After a parade of preliminary compliments, the Archbishop invites the lawyers to begin their arguments.

He should be paying closer attention than this. There is always a danger that, lacking his close personal investment in the case, the lawyers may overlook some cogent point or argue with less rigour than he has paid them for. But his mind will not stay focused. For every phrase he hears complete, three or four elude him or impinge only patchily on his consciousness. Perhaps he should have asked Lanfranc to have her taken from the court during these legalistic proceedings; it would have been more charitable than forcing her to remain, still standing, comprehending none of what is being said. The clerk appointed for the purpose will only translate questions of fact put to herself or witnesses, and their replies. But his senses are so starved of her he cannot bear the thought of being separated from her again so soon, even though he can neither speak to her nor touch her, even though she looks thin and ill and her dark blue gaze has a tendency to wander, propelled by a mind in which the force of will is clearly weakened. The walls between the chambers of his heart are breaking down under the pressure of his love for her, which flows now from the loci of erotic passion and companionship into the place of that overwhelming, protective tenderness he harbours towards his son. 

These clever men, so adroit in their manipulation of the law are a measure of his love, he tells himself, trying to concentrate, but his mouth and eyes, limbs and loins tell him otherwise. The animal within writhes and howls; the pain of not having is supportable, but that of almost having defies endurance. The animal creeps towards her on its belly, whimpering for mercy, but she does not so much as glance at him, merely stares at some point just above Lanfranc’s head.

He realises the lawyers have fallen silent and, after a brief pause, Lanfranc gives his response.

“As I would expect, gentelement, your arguments are ingenious and persuasive,” he begins. The lawyers demur with much simpering and dipping of heads. Like a pair of courting pheasants, thinks Odo, raging with impatience, shivering in the cool reason of Lanfranc’s tone.

“However,” continues the Archbishop, “I regret that your efforts seem to me to be premature. This court was convened to examine the evidence against the accused and to determine her guilt or otherwise. Or otherwise, gentlemen. By your emphasis on problems which may surround the sentencing of a witch, for alerting me to which, I thank you, you condemn Mistress Aelfgytha before she has even been tried. I am quite clear in my mind that, although we may well have cause to return to your submissions at a later stage, for now we must proceed as planned and, with God’s grace and guidance, come to a proper decision as to whether or not this woman before us has been a practitioner of the black arts.”

The lawyers bow and, after a brief, whispered consultation with Odo, retreat to the stands.

“We will admit the procurement of a miscarriage,” says Odo. “If your grace will do me the honour of hearing me, I believe I can offer an extenuation which, though it does not excuse the crime, makes it more understandable and deserving of your mercy.” 

Scolland nods his assent, Remigius’ squint intensifies but he says nothing. 

“Proceed,” says Lanfranc

“Thank you, Your Grace.” He composes his features to reflect sorrow and sympathy, injects a note of compassion, leavened by just the right measure of light censure, into his voice. “Mistress Aelfgytha did not seek out the woman Gunhild on her own account.”

Gytha, staring at the floor until the beaten earth takes on the aspect of a landscape, a map of hillocks and ridges, shallow basins and hair’s breadth ravines, feels a fluttering in her belly, a sensation of water washing against its sides, displaced to make room for something that was not there before. Nerves, she tells herself, or wind from the barley porridge she has been living on since her arrest.

“She was moved by the natural malleability and impulsiveness of her female nature to help a young woman, unversed in the ways of the world, who had fallen on a particularly vicious misfortune. This girl was well known to Mistress Aelfgytha, having lived and worked alongside her in my atelier for several years. The girl, moreover, had adopted Mistress Aelfgytha as a confidante, a sort of mother figure.”

“And where is this girl now?” asks Lanfranc.

“Gone to another place as a consequence of what befell her,” replies Odo smoothly.

“God have mercy. Continue.”

“This girl had a brother, a man whom we might charitably say had lost his reason, or perhaps in whose heart the Devil had found it easier to hold sway than in the hearts of stronger men. The girl, having believed her brother dead, after a chance meeting with him here, your grace, in your very infirmary, pursued him with disastrous consequences. Dire enough, I might say, that, saving the good name of your infirmarer and Saints Cosmas and Damian who intercede for us today, it would have been better had the man died. Not knowing her when she confronted him, he mistook her proffered affection for something other than filial love and treated her as, it seems, he was wont to treat all women who gave him the opportunity.

“Now, while we know that women are by nature sensual, and of a cold, damp humour tending towards the heat and dryness of the male, and that, in the Aristotelian model, they are matter desirous of the form imposed by men…”

“Bishop Odo, I do not question your learning, having myself supervised much of it. Do let us get to the point here.”

“The point, your grace, is that this unfortunate girl found herself with child by her brother, and turned, naturally enough, to my…to Mistress Aelfgytha for help. Imagine how she was torn, a woman of Christian conscience, herself a mother, between the two courses open to her. Either to let her young protégée give birth in sin and shame…”

“All the daughters of Eve do so.”

Gytha’s anger flies at him like a winged demon, hot, clawing at his back and shoulders. “Thank you, Bishop Remigius, for your timely reminder,” he says, his tone as glacial as he can make it in order to put out the demon’s fire. “Or to help the girl undo the sin which had been committed, to free her of the humiliation of bearing an incestuous bastard, a child which might itself have been afflicted with the Mark of Cain. She decided on the latter course, for which you and I, gentlemen, might trade the authority of the Bible and its commentators ad infinitum.” 

The lawyers clear their throats and shuffle their papers, but Odo briefly shows them the flat of his palm and they subside. “But she, being uneducated, though gifted with truly Christian intuition, believed simply that this girl might do more good in her life if the stain of her shame could be removed. She was, perhaps, twenty years of age, unmarried, a good natured creature of respectable parentage. Why throw away all her prospects for the sake of one ghastly misfortune for which, though her femininity doubtless contributed to it, she could not rightly be blamed for she did not will it?”

“If the man did not know her for his sister, can he be held fully responsible either?”

“He is a wicked man, abbot, one who preaches against the precepts of the Church. ‘An evil man, out of the evil treasure, bringeth forth evil things.’ He sows tares among our wheat. Whatever he knew or did not know, the evidence of his life shows his intent to be diabolical. Mistress Aelfgytha understood this.” As did I, God help me, and did nothing.

“Had she showed more inclination for the uses of religion, she would have been familiar with the case of Lot and his daughters, or Abraham and Sarah.” Remigius’ upper lip curls in a sneer.

“And the relevant verses of Leviticus, bishop, of which perhaps I should remind you.”

Lanfranc holds up his hand. “I do not think that will be necessary. Is your speech concluded, Bishop Odo?”

“It is, your grace. It remains only for me to entreat your mercy for Mistress Aelfgytha, a good hearted woman to whom life has not always been kind, forced into a difficult, if not impossible, decision, to which she brought all her common sense and the compassion of her nature, all, in fact, that she had to bring.” 

   Odo bows to the bench and retires to sit, still on the floor of the chapter house, on a faldstool erected for him there by one of the clerks. The stool is positioned so he is in three quarter profile to Gytha, so he cannot meet her eye without turning his head over his shoulder, so his flesh is concealed from her beneath his robes, except for the back of his neck, weathered brown and crazed with small wrinkles, his drake’s tail flattened by his mitre, one hand resting on his knee, the lobe of one ear whose salt taste and down of fine hair aches in her memory.

“It is a tragic tale you have unfolded for us, Bishop, one from which none of the players emerges unscathed. Judgement of it on its own merits would be an unenviable task indeed. I thank God, however, that we do not have to undertake it, as we shall hear more wide ranging evidence which will help to put the matter of Mistress Aelfgytha’s relationship with Gunhild in a broader context and a clearer light.” With a brief, chilly smile, Lanfranc then addresses himself directly to Gytha, speaking slowly, with many pauses to allow his translator to keep pace. “I regret that you have had to endure such a long preamble, Mistress.”

She has no regrets. Although she could not follow all that was being said, she knows Odo has done his best to help her. The Archbishop need not think he can set them against each other so easily.

“But now we can begin. This court has been convened to examine evidence that the accused, Aelfgytha of Colchester, is guilty of the practice of witchcraft, by which black art she has entrapped the lord bishop of Bayeux and Earl of Kent into an illicit liaison frowned upon by God and Holy Mother Church, and that she further, by intercession with the Devil, brought about the drought which inflicted grievous hardships on the people of Kent in recent months. We believe that she was assisted in her plan to discredit and bring down my lord of Bayeux, brother to the King himself and chief among his grace’s vassals, from within the very atelier where she worked for Bishop Odo, by a mute woman, a pair of identical twins…”

“Good God, man, Cosmas and Damian whose martyrdom we remember today were twins.”

Gemini, the cunningwoman said. Gemini.

“Please, my lord, be seated and refrain from interrupting me. Must I remind you this is an ecclesiastical court of the Church in England where you have no right of audience unless called to give evidence? Where was I? Yes, twins. With a magical power of transference. And the accused’s maid, Freya, a woman with a reputation for the use of charms and folk remedies, who is known to have accompanied her to the house of the cunningwoman, Gunhild.

“Alas, both Freya and one of the twins seem to have disappeared, and we have yet to lay hands on Gunhild. As the other twin is mad and the mute unable to give evidence for obvious reasons, we shall confine ourselves to hearing from only one of the women from Bishop Odo’s atelier who knew the accused intimately from the time of her first arrival in Canterbury. Bring in the first witness,” he calls, loud enough to be heard beyond the chapter house door. The door opens, and Judith enters, accompanied by two more soldiers and a swirl of cold, wet air. Both Gytha and Odo turn their heads, Gytha towards the door, Odo towards his mistress. As Gytha’s eyes meet Judith’s, Judith crosses herself and looks away. Shivering in the sudden blast of cold air, Gytha hugs herself, hands chafing her upper arms. 

“Bishop Odo?” queries Lanfranc, as Odo leaves his seat, climbs back into the stands, then returns with his cloak and advances on Gytha. Her guards step in front of her, barring his way, but before he has a chance to lay hands on either of them, Lanfranc waves them back into position. Walking around behind her, pausing briefly to stare at Judith, though it is long enough for the woman to colour and shift a little closer to one of the soldiers, he settles the cloak around her shoulders and reaches to fasten the clasp, their hands touching as she lifts hers to do likewise.

“You might make some effort to cover the woman’s head also,” comments Remigius as Odo returns to his seat.

“As I am neither a Norman nor a married woman, your grace,” she says, surprising herself by the strength and steadiness of her voice, “and as I appear before this court more because I am Bishop Odo’s concubine than because of my alleged involvement in witchcraft, I will keep my head uncovered in order to look the part.” The clerk appointed to translate hesitates, stutters and falls silent. “Very well,” she sighs, and repeats what she has said in Latin. Though her Latin is inelegant and ungrammatical, and she speaks without expression, the words themselves are enough to bring a quickly stifled chuckle to the lips of Abbot Scolland and set a vein throbbing in Bishop Remigius’ temple.

“You are familiar with Latin, then,” says the bishop. “How so?”

“The natural philosophers tell us that nature abhors a vacuum, your grace. I must suppose this to be the case in a woman’s mind as elsewhere.”

The back of Odo’s neck flushes, but she cannot tell whether this is because he is pleased or furious.

“Please treat the court with the respect due to it,” admonishes Lanfranc.

Please don’t, prays Odo, and someone hears his prayer for she remains silent.

“Bring the witness forward.”

Judith is escorted into the lowest of the three tiered stands to the right of the bench, where she is spared no-one’s scrutiny, caught at the centre of a web of looks, save those of the clerks bent over their lecterns.

“Please give your name for the recorders,” says Lanfranc.

“I am Judith, widow of the thegn of Harbourne in Kent, your grace.”

“And what is the nature of your relationship with the accused?”

“We worked together as embroiderers, your grace, on a very large hanging for the Earl of Kent.”

“So your acquaintance has been of long duration?” asks Scolland.

“From the year of the harrying in the north, sir. She came to Canterbury during harvest that year.”

“And thereafter you lived together in Bishop Odo’s atelier? Along with others, including those the Archbishop mentioned in his preamble.”

“Yes, sir, until…”

“Until the accused was removed by Bishop Odo for his own purposes to his manor of Winterbourne,” finishes Remigius.

“A little before that.” Judith is warming to her task now. Remigius smiles his encouragement, displaying teeth whittled by decay to small, yellow cones.

“Yes, well, let us not get ahead of ourselves,” cautions Lanfranc. “I would like you to cast your mind back to your first meeting with Mistress Aelfgytha, Judith. Tell us about that.” Judith looks puzzled. “Tell us if you noticed anything unusual about her, anything which might have made you…uncomfortable.”

Clever, thinks Odo, good choice of words; Lanfranc knows his case is thin, he will not push his witness too hard.

“She rarely attended Mass, your grace, and I only saw her take Communion once, from Lord Odo’s own hand.”

“But that is surely not an observation you could have made on first meeting her,” prompts Remigius. “Is there not something you saw, which made you fear her?”

“Leading the witness,” Scolland objects, glancing at Odo’s lawyers, a self congratulatory smile swelling his brick red cheeks. 

“Do you mean her hair?” asks Judith, enlightened. “It cannot be the cockade. I would have nothing to fear from a common whore.”

“You must tell us whatever you recall,” replies Lanfranc.

Judith’s pale gaze slides in Gytha’s direction, taking in Odo during its trajectory, slips, falters, falls to the floor in front of her feet. Odo stares at her. Remember me, he wills her, expect no honour from Lanfranc.

“She has a line of hair. Like this.” Judith traces a line with the tip of one finger from just below her waist down to the base of her belly from where her hand flutters modestly to her side. 

Lanfranc nods. “This is confirmed by the findings of the holy sisters charged with examining the accused for witches’ teats or other marks.”

“I believe it must be a sign of the devil. She is also left handed, is she not?” enquires Remigius, riffling through various rolls of parchment spread before him on the table.

Nigra sed formosa sum, thinks Odo, and again, nigra sed formosa sum, letting the rhythm of the verse soothe him, or else he will be across the floor of the chapter house in a single bound to wring the woman’s chicken neck. Whatever she may think of Gytha, at least when Gytha sold herself it was for hard coin rather than empty promises. He had arranged an honourable match for Judith, whenever the tapestry should be finished, to an elderly vassal of his more concerned with having land to bequeath to his sons than breeding more sons among whom to share his possessions. But she has thrown all that away on the strength of Lanfranc’s promise to help her secure her inheritance for her Danish grandsons. Consanguinity, Lanfranc says, or perhaps the man’s first wife still lives, mewed up in a convent somewhere, there are a thousand obstacles to a marriage. And one, simple means of overcoming them. Odo already has his own steward in Judith’s house, his own men may at this very moment be collecting the wooden madonnas from her fields, carting them off to be sanded and painted ready for spring and the next round of crop blessing. He has no need of a vassal’s loyalty to hold Judith’s lands, to burn down her house, butcher her sullen fyrd and their doughy women or turn out his war horses among her vineyards and apple orchards. Consoled, he reverts his attention to the proceedings of the court.

“…while this in itself may be regarded as a misfortune, for Galen teaches the importance of the female cycle in purging ill humours and avoiding the suffocation of the womb…”

Galen? What authority is a physician to gladiators on the female cycle? Besides, Lanfranc is talking nonsense. She bleeds, she appoints him his fast days as surely as Mother Church.

“But it’s not true.” 

He does not turn to look at her. He can sense from the note of defiance in her voice the way she has squared her shoulders and lifted her chin.

“Do not interrupt the archbishop,” commands Remigius.

“Perhaps, your grace, we should listen to what the accused has to say. This is surely an area in which she knows the truth of the matter better than anyone else,” says Scolland.

Except one, thinks Gytha.

“Wise counsel, abbot. Continue, mistress.”

Looking not at the judges on the dais but at Odo, at his one ear turning pink, at the hand he raises to his face as if to wipe his eyes, then lowers again to his knee, she explains. “It was true, for a long time, until I became Bishop Odo’s lover.” What power is working through her to enable her to speak so plainly in front of these men?

My lover. My lover. We shall get through this, Odo tells himself.

“I do not know how to explain it, except to say that Bishop Odo healed me of the affliction by his…kind companionship. Perhaps he is a miracle worker.”

Her revelation bathes him in light. Surely she is the miracle, God’s intention for him, to bring him to humility and the negation of self.

“You do not help yourself, daughter,” says Scolland, though even Lanfranc seems moved, shuffling among his papers to give his composure time to recover itself.

“A touching testimony,” he admits eventually, “though alas not amenable to the sort of proof this court must deal in. As there is no reference to this matter in the report of the examining sisters, I think we must let it be. Judith, I should like to move on to ask you what you observed in relation to the lord bishop of Bayeux, better known to you as Earl of Kent, after his first encounter with the accused.”

“I first met Lord Odo when he came to request my services in the embroidering of his hanging. He then seemed to me to be a man of honour, in spite of being a Norman.” Judith’s hand flies to her mouth; she sucks in her breath sharply, as though attempting to re-ingest her words. Lanfranc makes a gesture of demur. “But then he changed. He became…familiar with the other embroiderers, none of whom was a lady like myself. He made jokes with them, he and Sister Jean…”

“Sister Jean-Baptiste of Saint Justina’s Convent in Falaise, sister to the lord bishop,” explains Lanfranc for the benefit of the clerks, then orders Judith to continue.

“They allowed changes in the design, images of a profane nature, not suitable…”

“What about the plough horse?” shouts Gytha, shaking off the restraining hands of her guards. “Whose idea was that? Not Lord Odo’s or Sister Jean’s, that’s for sure.”

“Be silent, mistress. The plough horse, Judith? What can Mistress Aelfgytha mean?”

“That was only a small thing. It made no difference. I…” She falls silent, looks from Lanfranc to the other judges and back again, blinking rapidly, fiddling with the thread box hanging from her girdle. “It reminded me of my husband, that is all,” she finishes.

“This sounds harmless enough to me,” comments Scolland, “what is the point you wish to make?”

“Not all the changes were as innocent as substituting a horse for an ox, my lord.”

Remigius selects a parchment from among those before him and waves it at one of the clerks. “Hand that to Abbot Scolland,” he commands. “Do not look at it.” The clerk does as he is bidden. 

Scolland examines the lewd drawing of a naked homunculus with an erection almost as big as himself, advancing on an equally unclothed woman who attempts to cover herself with her hands and looks down at her feet with a modest smirk. “Ah. And this is to be hung where, in your understanding?”

“In Bayeux cathedral, sir,” says Judith. 

Scolland looks at Odo and shakes his head as though lamenting the unruly conduct of one of his novices. “All the same,” he says, addressing his fellow judges, “this is scarcely proof that my lord bishop was bewitched.”

“There is a great deal of circumstantial evidence as to the increasing eccentricity of Bishop Odo’s behaviour in recent months,” says Remigius. “Consider that he made a grant of land to his leman in Essex, even though East Anglia has recently been the centre of a rebellion against the king and despite her having been at one time close to the Godwins. Then there is the unexplained incursion into land held by William Fitzosbern by the bishop’s soldiers, and most gravely, his unauthorised journey overseas on who knows what errand, leaving his earldom in the grip of famine and drought. It is said that, while in Normandy, he even spared a man punishment for forgery on the sole ground that he was left handed like the accused.”

While Remigius drones on with his litany of Odo’s “eccentricities”, Gytha looks around at the translator, his features puckered in a frown of concentration as he renders Remigius’ Latin into English for her benefit, the clerks, all busily scribbling, hunched over their lecterns, nibs scratching, sand whispering, completed pages sailing to the floor in the draught from the unshuttered windows. They, rather than the judges, the lawyers and the witnesses, are the ones who make it real, reducing to lines on pages all Odo’s and her history, analysed, picked over, forced into tidy patterns which bear no resemblance to the events they record. Where in these pages of cramped script are the quarrels and makings up, the absences and reunions, where is waking up to the pure duotone of a cuckoo or falling asleep to the ashy crackle of logs settling in a brazier? Can writing represent laughter or tears, hours spent sitting on the floor with a piglet sucking milk from your fingers, dreaming up names for a little roan filly? Words. She has had enough of words. Perhaps Archbishop Lanfranc would do better to commission an embroidered record of this trial if he wants to find out the truth. 

“But as you say, my lord bishop,” says Scolland, “this is circumstantial, nor is this witness in a position to comment on any of it, having had no direct involvement in any of these incidents.”

“You are right, Scolland,” says Lanfranc. “Mistress Judith, you are excused. There is another witness I wish to question regarding the nature of the accused’s hold over Bishop Odo.”

She has told you herself, thinks Odo, you need no more evidence than she has given you.

“Call the dwarf,” Lanfranc continues, lifting his head towards the door.

A hiatus occurs in the proceedings when it becomes obvious that Turold, if he takes the position vacated by Judith, will be invisible behind the wooden parapet running along the front of the stand. Clerks are sent scurrying to find something for the dwarf to stand on.

“Your highness,” says Turold, making a deep bow accompanied by much toe pointing and wrist twirling, “I can balance on the lip of the parapet if you so desire, or perch on the edge of your table.”

“This is not a court of fools,” admonishes Lanfranc. Odo glances expectantly at the dwarf, whose failure to reply does not disappoint him. How well the voiceless understand the eloquence of silence. It saddens, but does not surprise him, that Turold is prepared to betray him. What has his purpose ever been but, by the frailty of his body and the capriciousness of his wit, to remind Odo of his own mortality? And if you live as close to hell as Turold does, you are particularly sensitive to reminders of its horrors, of which Lanfranc no doubt gave the manikin plenty, his pastoral concern for Turold’s soul reinforced by the contemplation of an awl beneath the fingernails, a flail, perhaps even the threat of prosecution himself. It is said that certain kinds of demons will often choose midgets to be their familiars.

Odo rises.

“Set up my stool for the dwarf,” he says. One of the clerks collapses it and carries it across to the stands opposite. Odo goes to lean against the parapet in front of his lawyers, arms folded, feet crossed at the ankles. Glancing at Gytha, he thinks she looks better. A little colour has come into her cheeks and her gaze, when she senses him looking at her and looks back, is steady. She has a queenly bearing, straight backed, with his purple cloak pooling around her feet, far more so than monkey-faced Matilda. She gives him a small, questioning smile, eyebrows arched. What’s coming next, she wants to know. Well, so does he.

“You are Turold, a midget born in Rouen?”

“Born in a gutter, your highness, maybe Rouen, maybe Falaise. I am Turold, a Norman, and loyal servant of my duke.”

“Yet you are prepared to speak against his brother?” queries Scolland with a puzzled frown. 

Turold gives Lanfranc a sly look, his big head swivelling oddly on his abbreviated trunk. “Certain developments in Lord Odo’s life have distressed me. And Duke William also, I’d wager.”

“Well we do not take wagers in court, Turold, nor do we think it advisable to guess what might be in the mind of our sovereign lord the king. Tell us what has distressed you, share your burden with us.”

Turold turns on his stool so that he is facing the bench full on, his profile to Odo, his long, sallow cheek with its fringe of beard like a shield against his master’s eyes. “I have been in Bishop Odo’s service since the year following the French invasion, gentlemen. Before that I performed at fairs with a troupe of other dwarfs and a giant. Tossing, acrobatics, that sort of thing. We were caught in Bayeux by the French army, and after Lord Odo’s heroic defence of the city, I asked for the honour of serving him. With respect, he was always known as a worldly prelate, not one whose holy calling ever stopped him enjoying himself, so I thought I might find favour at his court. I told him I would be his fool and his conscience, at which he laughed a great deal and said that, though he had God and a new baby son to fulfil the latter functions, the former remained vacant unless he filled it himself. As a bishop, I replied, that might be possible, but not as a conquering hero. Then you may serve me until my laurels start to wilt, he said.”

“Of what relevance is all this?”

“Oh let him go on, abbot. Let him add grave digging to his undoubted skills,” says Remigius.

“It is relevant, my lords, because it shows how well I understand Bishop Odo’s nature and that I am not a prude where the personal conduct of churchmen is concerned. When I confess my sins I like to feel the priest can relay them to God with full understanding and a bit of sympathy. It is also relevant, for I fear the role of my lord bishop’s fool is no longer vacant, and that I must therefore concentrate on that of his conscience.”

Odo unfolds his arms and claps his hands, slowly, four or five times, stopping before the judges on the bench can do more than look at him. “Bravo, dwarf.”

“Explain yourself,” says Lanfranc.

“Must I, your grace? I always think a speech lacks elegance when its meaning is made too plain.”

“For the court record, Turold, even if all present understand you. The record is for those who cannot have the benefit of your tone or expression.”

William.

“It is not the woman.”

“How so?”

“Patience, Remigius.”

“It is England. A man is at his most resourceful, ingenious, cunning, what have you, when he has limits imposed upon him. This invasion of England served only to show Lord Odo there were no limits. The woman is merely a symptom.”

“Or perhaps a means of reintroducing limits?”

“Your words, not mine, my lord bishop.”

“You say the woman is a symptom,” says Lanfranc, leaning his elbows on the table. “How is she a symptom?”

“She shows up his lordship’s arrogance. He is too…open with her.”

“For example?”

Not a hawk’s nose, thinks Odo, a ferret’s, endlessly twitching and fibrillating in its quest for the scent of a meal.

“You wish me to repeat what I have already told Archbishop Lanfranc?” A subtle note of panic enters Turold’s voice, of regret even.

“I am afraid you must,” says Lanfranc.

“For the record?”

“Exactly.”

Turold sighs. “I accompanied my lord and the woman to Normandy in the spring. My lord kept me close. He suffers from mal de mer. I play to him, tell jokes, set puzzles, to take his mind off his stomach when we are at sea. But during the night I was, shall we say, surplus to requirements, my lord being consoled by the attentions of his mistress.”

“And these attentions, what form did they take?”

Odo glances at Gytha, who still stares at the ground in front of her feet, looking, if possible, paler than ever. He longs to see her blush, as she does so easily, as she would if this were not so deadly serious, if it were merely embarrassing, or even funny. Look at me, he wills her, smile, make me laugh. If you will only look at me, we shall be alone, this will not be happening.

“An act…”

“A sexual act?”

Worn to translucence, she continues to stare at the ground; only his cloak seems to have any substance, framing the invisible, weighing her down.

“Leading the witness,” says Scolland again.

“Beware, Remigius,” warns Lanfranc.

“As you say, my lord,” Turold resumes, “and of a nature which does not lead to procreation.”

“And thus proscribed by the Church and the teachings of the Bible, even within the sanctity of marriage. At the very least unbecoming in a senior member of the clergy.”

“I could not have put it better, my lord.”

The scribes. The translator. Red ears and scratching pens. We had quarrelled, she wants to shout, don’t you understand, we had quarrelled, we love each other. He had wronged me, it was his admission. Stop scribbling and listen.

“Clear evidence, if more were needed, of the accused’s malign, undue, I would say, diabolical hold over my lord of Bayeux.”

“I remain unconvinced, in the context of the rest of the dwarf’s remarks concerning the bishop’s worldliness. What evidence have we that he has become any less conscientious in his clerical duties since meeting Mistress Aelfgytha?”

“You are good a man, abbot, but naive. Has it not occurred to you that the Devil is too cunning an opponent to show his hand so clearly and so early? He had work still for the witch to do.”

“Gentlemen, please. There is a matter on which I should like to address the accused in person before we try to come to a conclusion.”

Her head goes up at this, like a mettlesome horse trying to evade the bit. Her eyes fly to Odo’s and lock there, the blue and the gold, moon and sky, indigo curtains spattered with gilded stars. Neither of them notices the dwarf as he is escorted from the chapter house.

“Tell me about your children,” says Lanfranc.

Her gaze flickers towards the bench but is almost immediately drawn back to her lover. “My children?”

“You had four children, I believe.”

“I don’t understand. My children died years ago, they have nothing to do with Lord Odo.”

“All died in early infancy, is that not correct?”

She nods.

“Please answer the question.”

A lectern tumbles as Odo strides across the floor towards her, scattering clerks in all directions. He seems to have grown, he threatens to burst the bounds of his robes and mitre. His voice, when it comes, carries to every corner of the chapter house, bouncing off the roof beams, making the cobwebs shiver and the parchments littering the floor curl a little tighter. One of the lawyers adjusts his cap on his head as though securing it against a strong wind. Gytha’s guards step smartly aside.

“Leave her alone.”

“Calm yourself, brother. We must have an answer.”

With his arm firmly around her shoulder he says to the clerks, “Write in your record that the accused nodded her assent to the archbishop’s question.” 

The clerks stand, open-mouthed, quills poised, trembling, until Lanfranc nods and they write. 

“My lord archbishop,” Odo persists, “I must ask where this line of questioning is leading. As Mistress Aelfgytha says, her children died many years before the events we are dealing with here.”

Lanfranc picks up something from the table and dangles it in front of him, an enamel locket on a bronze chain. “Do you know this?” he asks Gytha.

“It belongs to her,” Odo replies.

“Bishop Odo, go back to your place and let the accused answer for herself.”

As he grips her more tightly she seems to wilt against him.

“Has she fainted? Clerk, fetch water and something for her to sit on,” orders Lanfranc, but, rubbing one hand over her face in bewilderment, as though waking from a deep dream, she says,

“No, I’m alright. Yes, the locket is mine. It was a gift to me from Lady Edith called Swan Neck.”

“And what do you keep in it?”

“Locks of my babies’ hair.”

“For what purpose?”

“Lanfranc, what is this about?”

“One more interruption and I will have you thrown out.”

Gytha smiles at him, putting one finger to his lips. He feels crevasses opening up in his heart, as though his body is the site of an earthquake. The three men on the bench snort and shuffle uncomfortably.

“Go,” she says, but though he drops his arm from her shoulder, he remains at her side. It is where he belongs.

“Simply as a memento,” she says in reply to Lanfranc’s question. “I touch them sometimes.”

Odo closes his eyes and shakes his head.

“As I thought. You commune with their spirits.”

“No, I…They were all baptised. They are in heaven. How could I?”

“I put it to you,” Lanfranc is as remorseless as a cavalry charge, “that you killed these four innocents yourself, at the behest of your master, Satan, and that their spirits are your familiars, through whose mediation the Devil guides and inspires you. That through them, careless of the suffering you would cause to God fearing men and women, you procured the drought which so grievously afflicted the earldom of Kent, in order to…”

The scratching pens, snippets of prurient scandal handed around in grating whispers, malignant excrescences of a desperate imagination.

“Stop them writing!” she screams. “Stop it, stop it!” Clawing at her ears as though she must wrench them off for the scratching to cease. “It’s not true!”

She drops to her knees, her body folding in on itself until her forehead rests almost on the floor, as Odo leaps up to the dais and lunges for the locket still dangling from Lanfranc’s fingers. Lanfranc tries to withdraw it, but Odo is too quick for him, and too strong; the chain slips through the archbishop’s fingers.

“Guards.” The two soldiers come running. “Evict Lord Odo from this court.” They try to lay hands on Odo, but neither can gain a purchase on his silk dalmatic and he twists his body free like a great, knowing fish evading the angler’s lure. One of the soldiers trips, falls from the dais, and lies winded on the floor, on his back, gasping for breath beneath the quizzical gaze of Abbot Scolland. By now three more men, alerted by the commotion, have run into the chapter house, dodging the hunched, howling figure of Gytha, the litter of clerks, their prone, blue-lipped comrade in arms, to fling themselves on Odo. This time he is taken by surprise and cannot shake them off.

“You will burn in hell for this,” he tells the judges as Lanfranc’s men at arms half push, half drag him from the dais and towards the door. He notices his mitre, dented and dust smudged, lying under the judges’ table, feels a sudden release of the tension between his weight and that of one of his captors as the sleeve of his dalmatic rips. “And if I am there to watch, so much the better,” he shouts, as a soldier kicks the chapter house door shut in his face, leaving the impression of Gytha, prostrate, shaken with sobs, hands clawing at her hair and cheeks, burned on to his retina the way the image of light remains on closed eyelids. Careless of the stares of monks walking in the cloister at this hour, he slumps down on a stone sill cut from the chapter house wall beside the door, so oppressed by the weight of his failure he believes he may never rise again. The soldiers stand about for a few moments in indecision, then drift away. The monks guard the privacy of the cloister jealously, especially from the uncouth influence of soldiers with their loud mouths and coarse manners.

Of Odo they keep clear because his pain barricades him behind a wall unassailable by any who does not already know its concealed weaknesses, its loose stones or secret gates. There are older men who have lived part of their lives in the world who recall from their hunting days stags at bay or mortally wounded boars. Curious, round-eyed schoolboys admire the bruise beginning to swell beneath the great man’s right eye and wish they had seen how he got it. The clerk dispatched to fetch water and a stool for Gytha, pauses open-mouthed in front of Bishop Odo, though he is wise enough to say nothing, merely setting down the water jar on the sill beside him before re-entering the court.

Abbot Scolland himself steps down from the dais to help Gytha to her feet as the clerk places the stool beside her. She rises, stumbling slightly, then sits like an automaton, a puppet carelessly dropped whose tangled strings the abbot is attempting to sort out. As she lifts her face towards the bench, the court is gripped by a complicated silence. Odo’s lawyers, who have been squawking together like decapitated chickens clucking through their necks, fall into shocked stillness. The translator and the scribes, all caught up now with the account of the incident dictated to them by Lanfranc (and, in the case of those appointed by Odo, certain glosses and marginalia), turn to stare, though the two judges remaining on the bench, even Remigius, prefer to watch Abbot Scolland’s return than contemplate the woman before them.


She licks her lips, tastes salt, iron. Blood? Putting an exploratory hand up to her face, she feels sticky ridges running down her cheeks, as though etched there by tears of liquid sulphur. Her nails, she notices, have blood under them, a dark sludge of it mixed with the accumulated grime of her imprisonment. A few long, black hairs are wound about her fingers; she wipes her hands down her skirt to remove them, her palms picking up dust from the floor. As she gazes at the bare, stigmatised feet of the Christ above Lanfranc’s head, she remembers dancing. A swirl of primrose silk, flash of gems against yew coloured velvet. That expensive green, double dyed. Something starts to swell inside her, washing up through her chest, the current quickening as it enters the narrow channel of her throat. Is she going to puke? Laughter, a wave curling around the bowl of her skull, cascading out of her mouth, a froth, a tinkle, a tidal roar of laughter.


Remigius stands, holding his pectoral cross out in front of him. “She is possessed for sure,” he mutters. “Now Beelzebub shows his hand. Pray with me, brothers, pray for your immortal souls.” The bishop drops to his knees behind the table and begins, in a declamatory tone, to recite what he can remember off-hand of the prayers for exorcising demons.


“Cease babbling like a woman, brother Remigius,” says Lanfranc.


Gytha’s laughter dies away; she wipes tears from her eyes, smearing the blood over her cheeks as she does so like poorly applied cochineal paste.


“You see,” Lanfranc continues, “she is calm now. We will have her taken back to her cell and then we will consider all that we have seen and heard here today in a cool spirit and with God’s guidance.”

Odo stands, coming to his senses as the chapter house door creaks open and Gytha’s escort bring her out into the cloister. The few monks remaining there cross themselves, the brother in charge of the schoolboys gathers them together and herds them off across the garth before her presence can taint them. He is like a bridegroom waiting at the church door, and here she is, his bride, heart of his life and life of his heart, veiled in bloody scratches and lank tails of hair tugged from her braid.


“Forgive me.” Reaching out to her, he realises he still has her locket clenched tight in his fist. He opens his hand, her fingers hover over his palm as if to take it, but then, with a slight shake of her head, she raises her arm and touches his bruised cheek instead.


“You keep it,” she says. Her escort, sensing the discomfort caused by their presence in the cloister, urge her on her way. She looks back at him over her shoulder but offers no resistence.
The water embraces her. Her skirt balloons out, lifted up above her waist, and soft fingers of weed caress her calves, her knees, her thighs. The water loves her, it holds the promise of bliss in its silky skin, it pours endearments into her ears. In a moment, whispers the water, in a second I will overpower you, I will smother you in my cool green darkness, I will find out all your secrets, I will flow into every cranny, every orifice of your body, mingling your tears, your sweat, your mucus with mine. Listen to the way our hearts beat in unison, to the ebb and flow of blood and air. How distant the world beyond seems, with its midgets and tumblers, its vendors of pies and holy charms, its ghouls in human shape, howling for your body, which is mine.
Heart. Beating. Still. Him. Her lover. Resplendent in crimson, colour of the heart, coruscating with gems at neck and wrists. Thank you, kind sir, she says to the water, but I am already spoken for. And that is when the miracle happens. The water, spurned, drops her. Her feet touch bottom, not sucking mud or sifting sand but rock whose pulse runs up through her feet and legs, charging and tensing her muscles. She springs. Up. Out of the water and into air glittering with breezes. Her pale grey skirt moulds itself to her bound legs, forming the lower half of her body into a single, silver muscle, a gleaming fishtail that beats back the water, breaking its insistent fingers into a thousand slivers of light. She flings her arms, bound at the wrists, up above her head and forward. Her body arcs through blue, sun-stained sky and lands on new grass, among white ducks. Her bloodless fingers begin to tingle.

“Not yet,” she cries, “my time is not yet.”

And her daughter swims in her womb, awaiting her time, her turn to breathe air.

To William, by the Grace of God, King of the English, Duke of Normandy etc. from Lanfranc of Bec, Archbishop of Canterbury by your grace rather than his own worth, greeting. Given at Michaelmas in the Year of Our Lord 1072.

Your Grace, I send by this courier an account of the trial of Aelfgytha of Colchester on charges of witchcraft and divers connected matters. We have deliberated long and painfully, but the outcome of the test by water was, I feel, conclusive. 

There were present, besides myself, presiding, Bishop Remigius of Dorchester and Abbot Scolland of Saint Augustine’s Abbey here in Canterbury. Your noble brother, the Bishop of Bayeux, attended the greater part of the trial, and the test by water, as an observer.

The charges against this woman are so many, and her behaviour before the court was so contrary, it is difficult to come to any conclusion other than that she has, by means of black arts, bewitched and turned the heart of your brother, and mine in Christ, leading him into actions deleterious to the good of the kingdom and endangering his immortal soul. 
As you know, she was arrested near the house of a known abortionist and has never denied visiting the place. We heard from various witnesses that she was not in the habit of attending Mass or taking the Sacrament. We know that she is left handed. We heard from the holy sisters charged with examining her person that, though they could find no evidence of genital deformities or witches’ teats consistent with what we know of others of her type, they were nevertheless troubled by a certain curious pattern of hair upon her lower body. We also heard evidence that the defendant has no menstrual function, though she herself denies that this is the case, stating in cross examination that her affliction was “cured” by her association with the Bishop of Bayeux. We heard how the Bishop’s character was somehow changed as a result of his intimacy with the defendant, as would seem to be the case when we consider the many examples we were given of behaviour unbecoming in a clergyman and displaying a want of proper loyalty to your sovereign grace. 
What most concerned the court, however, was the drought which occurred in Kent this summer, whose severity was only alleviated by the curious fact that it did not affect other parts of the country, enabling food to be brought in from other areas. How could we explain so isolated an incident? Many people believed that God inflicted the drought to punish my lord of Bayeux for his moral lapse, but it was not for the court to presume to know the Will of God. Instead, we considered the more likely circumstance that the drought was caused by the defendant’s witchcraft as part of her long term plan to bring down his lordship, and thus threaten Your Grace. It is even possible that she was assisted from within the embroidery workshop itself.

However, despite the accused’s extreme response to certain of our questions, none of the evidence we heard was more than circumstantial, save that relating to her arrest, and we have to bear in mind that we have as yet been unable to lay hands on the cunningwoman, Gunhild, or obtain evidence from those who allegedly accompanied Mistress Aelfgytha on her visit there. In order, therefore, that there should be no residual doubt of the defendant’s guilt, I decided to submit her to the test of water. The test took place on the morning following the trial, and as the defendant, despite her shackles, was not drowned, I am forced to conclude that her master, Satan, came to her aid.

Your Grace, my king and confidant, I confess myself deeply troubled by the turn events have taken. It is as clear to me as it will become to you what must be done to bring His Reverence, your brother, whom I know you love dearly and whose counsel you value, back to the proper conduct of his affairs and his conscience. The Book of Exodus is conclusive in its direction: Thou shalt not suffer a witch to live.
I pray that the Lord guide you in your deliberations and in the meantime I remain your loyal and humble subject and your devoted friend,

Lanfranc Cantuariensis
