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Tod und Teufel is set in medieval Cologne, at the time of the construction of the 
Cologne Cathedral. The protagonist, Jacob ‘the Fox,’ petty thief and idle trickster, is 
the only – and unintentional – witness to the murder of the Cathedral’s master 
builder, and is consequently hunted by the assassin, Urquhart ‘the Wolf’. Jacob is 
then drawn in to the intrigue and politics surrounding the death, and, with the help of 
newly-won friends, attempts to spoil the plot of some of the richest families in Me-
dieval Cologne, and survive the hunt of the Wolf. 

The excerpt below follows the exploits of the hungry Jacob, as he raids the or-
chards of the Archbishop. It is as he finds the finest apples that he witnesses the 
murder, and is himself noticed by Urquhart. Jacob runs, and, thinking he has es-
caped, meets with his ailing friend Tilman. They both then visit Maria, a prostitute 
with whom Jacob is friends, to share the spoils of Jacob’s raid. The excerpt ends 
with the seeming success of Urquhart’s hunt.  
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BY THE CATHEDRAL 

It was, of course, an insane idea. 
But it was set in Jacob’s head to have the most illustrious apples of all 

Cologne in his grasp – those belonging to Konrad von Hochstaden, his 
Eminence, Archbishop of Cologne, Warlord by Friedrich’s grace, and, at 
the same time, mentor to the opposing King, Wilhelm von Holland: in short, 
an extremely powerful and unpleasant person. 

Obtaining the apples required a visit to the Archbishop’s orchard and 
vivarium, which lay between Konrad’s palace and the new, soaring Cathe-
dral choir: or, more precisely, a little behind the two. Naturally, the grounds 
were surrounded by a wall and locked. In Cologne, the most bizarre stories 
were told about the animals behind the walls – that Konrad kept lions, and 
even an animal steeped in legend: an ‘elephantus’, with a devilishly long 
nose and feet like tree trunks. In reality, peacocks and pheasants lazed 
amongst the heavily laden fruit trees; birds that were not only beautiful, yet 
also found their way into the ecclesiastical stomach when required. That, 
other than a few dozen squirrels, encompassed the entire wonder. 

The only way into Konrad’s private paradise led over the wall, and the 
only place one could venture into it was through ‘Great Pinchpenny Lane.’ 
The name was entirely inappropriate. The lane was tiny, almost a worm-
hole between the Cathedral grounds and the garden. Its only reason for ex-
isting seemed to be to connect Cathedral Close to St Maria ad Gradus and 
the Convent of St Margaret, both of which stood behind the apsidal chapel 
of the Cathedral. The lane was lined on both sides with walls so high they 
could not be climbed without a ladder. 

Yet there was no defence. Not against Jacob the Fox. 
Here, a few ancient, imposing apple branches projected far out from 

the Archbishop’s garden, over the lane and the bordering construction site. 
The higher branches stretched tall towards the cathedral; underneath, 
gnarled boughs drooped down low enough into the lane that one could 
reach up with both hands and effortlessly pull oneself up. 

He did not really have to enter the garden. On the other hand, Nature 
in her malice had arranged it so that the most succulent fruit were only 
available to those who could climb skilfully. A few tried repeatedly, but the 
majority then hung from the branches like bats, unable to find a firm hold 
before the guards or the Archbishop’s henchmen plucked them down 
again. The theft of apples was therefore limited, and shortly beforehand, 
Konrad had set drastic punishments for many more offences. Since then, 
absolutely nothing had happened. 
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Jacob thought to change that. 
He stood under the branches and waited. By then, it was after seven, 

and the sun was setting. Although a black cloud-bank was closing in impla-
cably, there was sufficient light left in the evening sky. A gusty wind sprang 
up. At the building site, workers laid down their tools and made their way 
homewards. It was pointless to continue in fading light: one would only 
make mistakes and have to start over again the next day. Suddenly, be-
tween one moment and the next, the lane was as empty as if it had been 
swept clean. 

Jacob flexed his muscles, bent lightly at the knees and propelled him-
self upwards powerfully. His hands encircled the lower bough. Without 
pausing, he brought his body up, further and higher, straddled a branch, 
and sat, in the next moment, in the middle of a forest of leaves. 

No-one had seen him. He grasped above him and made his way, hand 
over hand, up to the second storey and was totally invisible. 

But Jacob saw even more, and the outlook made his heart beat faster.  
Around him, Nature flaunted her sumptuous abundance. Nothing in 

the world could compare with these apples. He grabbed greedily; his teeth 
split the firm, green skin and ripped the fruit apart. Juice spilled over his 
chin. The apple disappeared as if into a grinding mill; a second followed a 
moment later, then the stalk still remained from a third. 

Jacob belched loudly then stared, shocked, through the foliage to the 
grounds below. 

No danger. 
He would have to suffer terrible stomach cramps, he knew: his body 

had nothing but acid to work on. But stomach cramps stopped eventually. 
Now, after his first hunger had been sated, he could turn to stowing further 
spoils into his new and thankfully capacious cloak. 

He thought of Tilman, and of Maria, under whose roof he occasionally 
found quarters if her business allowed, or winter bit too deep. After taking 
into account his own need, and laborious counting on his fingers, he arrived 
at the sum of three times ten apples. 

Best not to waste time! 
For the sake of simplicity, he picked the best within his reach first. 

Then he saw only smaller, inferior apples within his grasp, before he had 
gathered even roughly enough. He slid carefully a little further along the 
branch, now hanging directly over the middle of the lane. While he held 
tightly to the branch with his left hand, his other busied itself here and 
there, serving him handsomely. Whole families could feed themselves on 
the bounty growing here. 

The most enticing apples were even further away, yet he could only 
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reach them by venturing even further forward. He considered, for a mo-
ment, being content with what he had already plundered. But if he sat in the 
orchard of the Archbishop, he would be satisfied with nothing less than that 
which Konrad himself would demand. 

He screwed up his eyes and crawled a little further forward. The 
branch was noticeably thinner, and projected over the grounds of the ca-
thedral’s construction site.  

The foliage separated here, allowing a glimpse of the cathedral choir, 
penned in by scaffolding. Not a soul could be seen: in the morning, at 
cockcrow, the surrounding area would shake with lively bustle, cries, ham-
mering and booming, but now the area lay in an unusual, peaceful reverie. 

For a moment, Jacob was astonished by how close the semicircle of 
the steeple’s soaring windows and pillars appeared. Or were his senses 
deceiving him? Was it simply the enormous height that lent the marvel 
presence – as if one could simply reach out and touch it? Yet it would be 
even taller, more than double its current height, even without the towers! 
Unbelievable. 

And, at the moment, not important. Jacob turned his attention back to 
the apples. As Maria had said, you can’t fill a belly looking at a cathedral. 

Precisely. 
In the same instant his fingers closed on a truly magnificent apple, a 

figure appeared suddenly, high above on the scaffolding. Jacob started, 
and huddled closer to the treacherous bark. Better to withdraw! But that 
could lead to danger. Best simply to stay still for a little while. The leaves 
overcast him with shadow so that he could see everything, but could hardly 
be seen. His eyes followed the man’s progress along the planks curiously. 
Even from a distance, it was clear the man was expensively dressed, his 
cloak exhibiting an opulent fur trimming. He walked upright, in the manner 
of one familiar with command. From time to time, he shook the beams of 
the scaffolding, as if to make sure they held together. Then he laid his 
hands on the parapet again, and simply stared into the depths. 

Even though Jacob was only an idle trickster, whom nobody other than 
those of his own kind knew, he recognized the man up there inspecting his 
work. Everyone knew the cathedral’s master builder. The rumour that he 
had called on the devil for his plan had preceded Gerhard Morart. Stone-
mason by profession, since his memorable appointment, he had risen to 
become one of the most respected and most influential citizens; he had 
been presented with a plot of land by the cathedral chapter, on which he 
had erected a magnificent house of stone, very much in the manner of the 
noble houses. He associated with the patrician families of Kone, and of 
Overstolz, from Mainz. His advice was requested, his work admired and 
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simultaneously feared – just like the man himself. He had already become 
a legend in his own lifetime, and there were not a few who believed that, 
with the help of the devil incarnate, he would complete the impossible work 
before his death, to then travel straight from the highest point of the cathe-
dral to hell; the pompous, vain Konrad as companion.  

However, it appeared more to Jacob that the cathedral was less the 
result of dark treaties, but rather more that of hard work. 

Meanwhile, Gerhard Morart had climbed the highest level of the scaf-
folding. His massive silhouette stood out blackly against the remaining light 
left of the day. The wind tore violently at his cloak. Jacob felt the first drops 
of rain slap down, and shivered. Gerhard could spend the whole night up 
there, if it suited him. It was time to fill his pockets and disappear as quickly 
as possible.  

At the same moment, a second figure appeared on the scaffolding. It 
seemed to Jacob that the figure had appeared as if from nowhere. The 
newcomer was far taller than Gerhard. He manifested himself so close to 
the master builder that their shadows momentarily appeared to melt to-
gether. 

Then a shrill cry rang out, and Jacob saw Gerhard plunge through the 
air; past his scaffolding, pillars, and capitals; his struts and piscinas, walls 
and plinths. His arms flailed wildly, and, for one terrible second, it appeared 
as if he were waving to Jacob in his apple tree. Then there was a muffled, 
dull thud as the body struck, rose up again as if seized by a giant fist, then 
lay facing upwards. 

Jacob stared at the motionless master. It was impossible that he could 
have survived the fall. Hastily, Jacob began to push himself back, but came 
not a meter further. There was a ripping noise as the branch gave way un-
der his weight. As if on a broomstick, he rode the brittle wood downwards 
and landed in a chaos of leaves and splintered bark. Struggling, he at-
tempted to free himself from the confusion and gasped desperately for air. 

Bless the Lord and all the saints! He had fallen into the cathedral’s 
construction site. Still gasping, he rose to his feet. The fall had ripped the 
hat from his head. He slapped the shapeless thing back on and looked 
around wildly in all directions. 

Away, said a voice in his head. Away, while there’s still time. It was the 
same voice that had warned him at the market that morning. 

Away from here! 
His gaze wandered to Gerhard. The bent body lay not even fifty paces 

away from him. Had he deceived himself, or had a groan sounded from 
over there? 

He looked closer. 
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Gerhard is dead, said the voice. 
Jacob clenched his fists and felt the sweat break out. There was still 

time to depart discreetly. 
Then he saw the movement. Gerhard’s arm had only twitched a little, 

but there was no doubt that the man was still alive. 
A memory welled up in Jacob. It forced him back.  
Vanish, Fox! 
“Brainless cretin! Won’t you ever learn?” whispered Jacob. In long 

strides, he hastened across to the choir, while the increasingly heavy rain 
hit him in the eyes, and fell on his knees next to the body. 

Gerhard stared up at the sky with glassy eyes. Water ran over his face 
and through his thin hair: his fur-trimmed cap lay next to him. He did not 
look at all like someone who had made a pact. It was a gentle face with 
delicate features. Or better, it had been. Now the shock of nearing death 
marked his features. 

The chest of the master builder heaved convulsively. His lips trembled. 
Jacob stroked the wet hair from his forehead and bent over him. 

Gerhard appeared to be aware of his presence. With infinite effort he 
turned his head and looked at Jacob. Again his lips moved. 

Had he said anything? 
From the other side of the cathedral, voices and footsteps ap-

proached, possibly people who had heard the cry. Jacob hesitated, then 
brought his ear close to Gerhard’s mouth and closed his eyes. 

It was three words that Gerhard spoke, and with each syllable he 
breathed out what little life remained him. 

Instinctively, Jacob clasped the hand of the dying man and pressed it. 
A thin thread of blood ran out of the corner of Gerhard’s mouth.  

He was dead. 
For heaven’s sake, move, so you can get away, pressed the voice. 
From above came peculiar scraping noises. Jacob stood up. Some-

thing was coming down the scaffold. He tipped his head back and looked 
up. 

His breath faltered. 
The big, black shadow drew nearer over the various levels. But it didn’t 

climb, rather, sprang down with eerie agility, leaping deftly over the planks 
like an animal. A comet’s tail of hair encircled its head. 

It was nearly there. 
Who or whatever approached, Jacob had not the least desire to further 

the acquaintance. He turned and ran, as fast as he could. Over the court-
yard of the cathedral, people were running around, calling and gesticulat-
ing. Jacob darted sideways, scurried into the shadow of an adjacent build-
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ing shed, and managed to mix into the crowd from behind. 
Everyone was talking at the same time; someone cried out the griev-

ous news, and soon others carried it across the cathedral and out into the 
streets. 

No, no one had seen him – with the exception of the shadow. 
Curiously enough, in this second Jacob thought of the apples. His 

hands delved into the pockets of the cloak. Several were still there, had not 
rolled out in his fall from the tree. Good! 

More saved than sheer life. 
As inconspicuously as possible, he strolled over the courtyard and 

through the Dragon Gate. As he turned round once again, there was noth-
ing more to be seen of the shadowy creature from the scaffolding. 

Somewhat relieved, he quickened his pace and went further along Be-
cher Lane. 

THE SHADOW 

Urquhart followed him at a distance. He had pulled the cloak over his 
hair and was, despite his height, little more than a phantom between the 
busily hurrying people, black and inconspicuous like the falling night.  

It would have been simplicity itself to kill the fellow there at the building 
site. Urquhart knew that he had witnessed the murder. And yet Gerhard’s 
death must look like an accident. The master, crushed, and next to him an-
other corpse with a crossbow bolt in the chest? – not at all the point of the 
task. Nevertheless, he must quickly eliminate the disagreeable witness who 
fell so unexpectedly out of the tree, and obviously a goodly piece away 
from the cathedral: somewhere where there were not so many people 
about. The crossbow under his cloak was cocked, and yet the bustle of the 
market quarter offered no opportunity for a clear shot. Again and again the 
head of the hurrying man disappeared between passers-by going home or 
to Vespers, while he moved hurriedly away from the town centre. 

What had Gerhard whispered in to him? Had he actually said anything, 
or only oozed out blood between his teeth before he died? If he had spo-
ken, then this fellow now carried a secret around with him. It could hardly 
be expected that he would keep it to himself.  

He could ruin everything in a single blow. 
Urquhart moved faster, while his mind sought, with every step, to find 

out more about the other. Observations pooled together like coloured glass 
in a mosaic. The man was a redhead. With the fall from the tree the hat had 
been ripped from his head. Urquhart had seen his shock of hair flaming in 
the late light, before he had run to Gerhard. He appeared to be in excellent 
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physical form, certainly a quick runner. He would have to be. Whoever 
hung around in the apple trees of the Archbishop these days was, without 
doubt, a thief, and thieves either ran like hares, or swung from the gallows. 
This thief was, moreover, clever. The way in which he had mixed into the 
crowd showed intelligence, as did the fact that he had immediately struck 
out into the busiest street, where it would be hard to follow him. 

But not for Urquhart the Shadow.  
There were still too many people in the streets. At the moment he 

could only observe the redhead. With a little luck, and if he carried his 
spoils under his cloak, he would seek out his cache, possibly the place 
where he slept. Such places were isolated. Thieves sought solitude out of 
fear of their own kind. 

Unless he had a bed in a monastery. The foundations and hospitals 
were hard to access. To follow him in there was more difficult. 

That meant there was no more time to waste. 
Urquhart reached under his cloak and laid his finger on the handle of 

the crossbow. They were now in the Street of Minorites, just before the 
corner of Drusian Lane. On the right lay the cloister enclosure of the Mi-
norite brothers. 

And suddenly, from one moment to the next, by chance, all the people 
disappeared into one or another of the house doorways. Only occasionally 
could anybody be seen scurrying here and there over the slippery ground, 
cowering before the rain. Then, for an instant, the street was deserted, ex-
cept for the hastening figure wearing the felt hat, one who had seen too 
much and heard too much. 

Urquhart raised the arm with the weapon. 
And let it sink back quickly. Too late. 
From a tavern across from the monastery came four men, all ex-

tremely disreputable. One of them greeted the redhead with a loud hello. 
The others circled round the pair, and Urquhart saw only shoulders and 
backs. 

He slipped into the shadows of the walls surrounding St. Minorite and 
waited within earshot. 

“Tilman!” cried Jacob. It was his friend from the duck wallow teetering 
out of the pub. Jacob was pleased. He had steered towards “The Hen” in 
the hope of getting hold of Tilman before the supplies ran out. He also 
needed to talk to someone: the shock had shaken him greatly. 

Tilman grinned. He did not look any better than two hours previously, 
but now his eyes had a feverish glaze: the effect of the alcohol was plain. 

The others were also beggars. Jacob knew them only by sight, except 
for one, who shared the status muri with him. He was an unpleasant tub of 
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lard, with whom he had occasionally exchanged a few words, though noth-
ing which he would remember. 

Which was understandable, since, in the language of the streets, that 
indicated nothing more than that, so far, none of the cronies had bashed 
another on the head over a few bites of food. Others, perhaps. The fat one 
tended towards that type of violence, whenever they stole something. Of 
late, it was said that he had become careless. Jacob did not even give him 
half a year before his head would roll at the feet of the executioner. 

The brew house “The Hen” was one of those taverns that did not 
automatically toss anyone out if they came dressed in rags. The poor were 
tolerated – as long as they could pay. Many beggars led an absolutely 
honest, God-fearing, and correspondingly short life, which was why there 
was no reason not to allow them to share in the blessing of the artistry of 
Cologne’s breweries.  

Over time, however, the clientele had admittedly fallen so low, that re-
spectable people no longer frequented the establishment. The publican 
saw himself subjected to hostility, especially from the Minorites, whose 
monastery lay directly opposite. Furthermore, the official prostitutes also 
accused him of supporting a corner trade for the illicit whores, outwardly 
respectable female burgers, who negotiated their services with well-to-do 
gentlemen for good money – in secret, naturally. This deprived the official 
prostitutes of their trade, which again brought down the anger of the city 
executioner, to whom the working girls were subordinate and paid taxes. 

There had been repeated threats against “The Hen”, and since then, 
the publican had become careful. In Cleves, a master brewer had recently 
been accused of witchcraft and had been burned at the stake. In the same 
night, the venerable Minorite brothers had smeared the word ‘Cleves’ on 
the door of the publican’s house in pitch. The merchant families of both the 
greater and lesser proud houses of Wasserfass, considered loudly a com-
plaint to the Holy Inquisition, after their children had seen black cats run-
ning out of “The Hen”, while inside, the demons Abigor and Asmodius, in 
the shape of indecent women, shrieked blasphemous obscenities while si-
multaneously emitting a sulphurous stink. Jacob asked himself how the 
children knew that it had been, of all things, those two particular demons, 
where there must be – how many of them was it? – at least ten – ten devils, 
he remembered; either way, it did not bode well for “The Hen”. 

That was apparently why they had been thrown out, Jacob learned 
from the tub of lard. “Rubbish,” Tilman whispered. “The money was gone. 
You’re too late.” 

“Thrown out!” squealed the fat one, who had overheard, and was ap-
parently the generous host. 
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Tilman broke into a long fit of coughing.  
“Whatever,” he gasped. “I’m going back to the wallow.” 
“Yes, lie down and die,” laughed one of the others and slapped him on 

the shoulder. It was not a pleasant laugh. 
Jacob felt his disappointment rising. Why had the business at the ca-

thedral had to happen to him, of all people! The opportunity to drink some-
thing other than stinking water would not come by again in a hurry. 

Then he remembered his apples and Maria. 
“Come,” he said, and pulled at Tilman’s arm. The beggars cursed, 

since their money had not been enough to get properly drunk, and made 
their way in the other direction.  

“Have you got the apples?” asked Tilman breathlessly. 
“Here.” Jacob pulled one out. Tilman bit into it as if nothing had passed 

his lips for days, which might well be the case. Behind them a late cart 
rumbled across the lane. 

“So where are we going?” he wanted to know. The last syllables were 
drowned by a new fit of coughing. 

“Maria’s.” 
“See you tomorrow.” Tilman started to move away. Jacob kept hold of 

his arm and increased his pace. 
“You’re going nowhere. Firstly, I have to tell you and Maria an unbe-

lievable story.”  
“You and your stories. Since when have any of them ever been true?” 
“Secondly, you aren’t well. If you don’t find somewhere dry tonight, you 

soon won’t need any more apples.” 
“You know that Maria can’t stand me,” Tilman objected unhappily, still 

keeping pace with Jacob.  
“I know that she doesn’t want to give every poor dog shelter. But 

you’re my friend, and who can say, perhaps tonight her heart, thanks to a 
lucky stroke of providence…” 

“Forget your lucky stroke of providence!” 
“You’re coming with me!” 
“Yes. Yes, all right.” 
The oxcart clattered out of Druisian lane and blocked Urquhart’s sight. 

As the redhead and his companion again appeared before him, they were 
already quite some distance away. A couple of Minorite brothers were evi-
dently returning from Neumarkt to St. Minorite, pulling along behind them 
thin wooden battens on a hand cart. Urquhart avoided them and made up 
some ground, but now people were again coming out of the adjacent al-
leys. 

He would have to be patient. 
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Urquhart pondered. The meeting with the gang of beggars had been 
too short for the redhead to have told them anything. The one who had 
gone with him was a different matter entirely. With every breath, the risk in-
creased that Gerhart Morart’s last words would find a wider audience. 

Of course, it was just as likely that the master builder had said nothing, 
simply rattled and groaned, only to die. That was possible. Yet Urquhart 
preferred to believe otherwise. 

After a few minutes, the pair turned right into Berlich, a coarse, thinly 
populated area of Cologne that was known primarily for its piggeries – and 
for the corresponding odours. But some still lived here. 

Were they going to the girls? 
Urquhart stole past the small, dark, shabby houses. Further ahead, he 

heard someone quietly call out “Maria!”, then a door opened a crack. The 
redhead and the other man squeezed inside. 

They had managed to give him the slip. For the time being. 
He considered, for a moment, the possibility of going in after them, 

thus solving the problem in one fell swoop. Then he decided against such a 
move. He did not know how many people lived in the house. It was a small 
building, obviously a brothel, perhaps run by a procurer. Someone stag-
gered out and shuffled in his direction. Not one of the ones he had fol-
lowed. Evidently a merchant, richly dressed and too drunk to notice Urqu-
hart. Mumbling to himself, the man disappeared behind a couple of sties.  

He looked after the man, then turned his gaze back to the house. On 
the first floor, a light flickered, and then someone shut the shutters with a 
bang.  

They would have to come out at some stage. 
Urquhart melted into the darkness. He could wait.  

BERLICH 

It was indeed a whorehouse. The proprietor was called Clemens Bra-
banter and was a thickset, good-natured character. It was his wont to care 
for his customers, so to speak, with four gills of wine as entrée, from which 
he served only three. Below burned a peat fire, covering with soot the 
shabby room which took up the whole ground floor. Clemens himself slept 
behind a greasy curtain. Over the fire, fat, gristly meat was grilled, usually 
burnt black, apparently so that a few of the guests would bring along some-
thing better. Then, Clemens sat near the fire and turned and flipped the 
delicacy attentively, so that it suited the guest’s tastes. The girls only got 
something at the guest’s invitation. Because Clemens was, at heart, com-
mitted to morals and justice, he did not exclude himself from this rule, and 
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thereby held the respect of the girls – when he refrained from hitting them.  
The same went for the wine. In general, Clemens served the “wet 

Lodewig”, the name in Cologne for the result of bad harvest, a sour noth-
ing, without body or finish, that one could hardly taste, yet must pay for with 
considerable heartburn. On the other hand, there were guests for whom 
Clemens would climb into his cellar and draw wine of a completely different 
quality. In this knowledge, certain gentlemen from higher circles visited 
again and again, and Clemens’ costliest asset, the three women on the first 
floor – with the exception of one, whom the Lord God had punished with 
skinniness and a squint – looked uniformly voluptuous and inviting. 

As well as the business, two of the whores, Wilhilde and Margarethe, 
were married. Their husbands worked in the business houses on the Rhine 
as packers. Between four and six of them were needed to hold open one of 
the large sacks to be filled with salt. As a packer, one earned next to noth-
ing, though one needed be able to do next to nothing. In the end, there was 
just enough to get by, and, together with the earnings from the whoring, 
there was at least enough to live rather than die.  

The third in Clemens’ band was generally regarded as the most beau-
tiful in the whole Berlich area. Her name was Maria. She was twenty-one, 
although the rings under her eyes and the absence of a few teeth spoiled 
the picture a little. Nevertheless, Maria had wonderful, silky hair and eyes 
as green as a cat’s under curved, Madonna-like brows. Her mouth was a 
flower; a canon who crept in occasionally had recently stammered drunk-
enly in her ear, her breasts were the temple of delight and her lap, purga-
tory! 

In view of this, no one wondered that Maria had grown more and more 
proud, and had often spoken of leaving Berlich at some time, and to wed a 
well-to-do man, with whom she would lead a life pleasing to God, in an at-
tractive, solid house, without the smell of pig dung and the cries and groans 
from the neighbouring sties. 

Her relationship with Jacob suffered from this. At the start, she had 
taken pleasure in every gesture, every souvenir, simply in Jacob himself. 
Often enough, when there were no more callers for the night, he had slept 
with her in a bed. He brought her provisions, whatever he had managed to 
grab, and so did not have to pay, or leave afterwards. Clemens, whom 
Jacob cleverly never forgot when he divided his spoils, permitted the ar-
rangement, just as he did with the other two girls. Only business came first! 
If anyone knocked on the door late at night and desired the sins, one could 
be as married as he liked, Clemens still threw him out implacably. 

In the meantime, the fire between them had burned a little low. Maria 
strove to higher things, and there was always trouble, since Jacob, for 
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some inexplicable reason, felt responsible for Tilman and always towed him 
along to Berlich. Occasionally, all three slept together in the tiny chamber. 
Tilman did not get a turn. He could not bear Maria, and Maria would never, 
not even for all the money in the world, sleep with Tilman, provided that it 
amounted to less than a silver coin. These days, she flew into a rage when 
Tilman was even mentioned. Jacob knew that their association was nearing 
its end. 

Perhaps that was why he had decided, so abruptly, that Tilman should 
come with him. If he and Maria were going to argue in any case, it should 
at least be for a good purpose. With the way Tilman looked, it would need a 
wonder for him to recover from the terrible, bloody coughing, but Jacob 
wanted at least not to find him dead by the stagnant waters of the duck wal-
low one morning, besieged by ravens tearing at him and tugging apart his 
scrawny, cold body. 

It was hazy in the parlour. Clemens again had something unidentifi-
able on the fire and sat in front of it, warming his hands. There was a terri-
ble draft from the crannies in the window shutters. Jacob noted that the 
procurer was becoming more stooped daily. Soon his hands and feet would 
meet in a perfect circle, and he could be rolled into the stream. On the 
bench near the door sat Margarethe, and observed the visitors in her 
squinting way, so that it was said that she was always on the lookout for 
two men simultaneously, and consequently saw none. 

Apart from that, the parlour was empty. 
“Hello, Jacob” growled Clemens. 
Jacob gave Margarethe a fleeting smile and dropped himself down 

onto one of the roughly joined stools. Only now could he feel how painful 
the bruises were from his fall. His whole body appeared to be one whole 
bruise “Is Maria here?” 

Clemens nodded grimly. “Can you afford her?”  
“Here.” Jacob reached into his cloak and laid three apples on the ta-

ble. Clemens’ eyes opened wide. He heaved himself up from his place by 
the fire and crept over. His clumsy fingers stroked almost tenderly over the 
smooth skin. 

“Where did you get these then? There’s nothing like these to be found 
at the market!” 

“They fell from heaven. Come on Clemens, can we go up?” 
“Well –“ 
Jacob sighed, delved into his pocket and brought out another apple. 
“Certainly, Jacob.” The apples disappeared into a basket. “The cus-

tomer has just left, as you saw.” 
“Rich?” 



Schätzing / Geeson    ░ 332 

“Not poor. But stingy. He paid the lowest rate, and for that I gave him 
the Lodewig to drink. God damn me, but it seemed to satisfy him.” 

“And Wilhilde?” 
“Has a visitor.” 
“That’s good. Smells good, by the way, what you’ve got there on the 

fire.” 
“Yes, that’d suit you, wouldn’t it!” snapped Clemens. “It’s not for you! 

You can be glad I don’t shove your lousy apples up your arse!” 
Jacob was already on the steps up to Maria, Tilman at his heels. 
“If you say that once more,” he called, “you might make the 

Archbishop mad!” 
Clemens raised his eyebrows and looked over at the basket. 
“And don’t get her pregnant!” he called after Jacob. 
Tilman shook his head, unnerved, and followed Jacob to the first floor. 

His body shook with suppressed coughing. 
“Can you try not to cough for a while?” begged Jacob. 
“Very funny!” 
 “All right.” He pushed open the door to Maria’s chamber. 
She stood at the window, a formerly white shawl around her shoulder, 

and was in the process of lighting a new candle. Clemens provided well for 
candles. As Jacob and Tilman entered, she set the light down near the bed, 
reached for the window shutters and slammed them shut. 

The room was hardly furnished: a low table, two stools. A bed, roughly 
cobbled together, filled with straw, on it a matted cover, in which, as Jacob 
knew, lived as many lice as there were inhabitants of Cologne. Under the 
window was a chest, in which she kept her belongings. There was a dress 
inside, which a man whom she really liked had presented to her a few 
months before. For the most part, he usually only talked when he visited 
her. One day he had brought her the dress, left, and never appeared again. 
Maria didn’t even know his name. But when she put on the dress for 
church-going, it appeared to Jacob that she was more than comparable to 
every other one of the respectable ladies, and he couldn’t bring himself to 
be seen by her side. Then he was suddenly convinced that she would out-
smart Fate, and would actually find a pious and respectable man.  

Now the dress lay in the chest and the lid was shut. If it went the way 
of the great, holy Berthold von Regensberg, she would never be able to put 
it on again anyway. He had, in a thunderous sermon against the dreadful 
state of affairs with regards prostitutes, ordered them all to dress them-
selves in yellow and thereby reveal themselves to public scrutiny. 

An empty pitcher stood on the table, and an upset beaker. The drunk-
ard had not let her take part in his carousal. 
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“Have you brought something?” she asked without any further greet-
ing. Jacob nodded mutely and laid down the apples that were left near the 
pitcher. She smiled and took him in her arms, without drawing him to her 
properly. 

She did not look at Tilman. The invalid shook himself and crept over to 
one of the stools, where he lowered himself down as noiselessly as possi-
ble. 

“Something peculiar has happened to me,” said Jacob and dropped 
himself onto the bed, so that the slats grated alarmingly. 

“And?” 
He stared at the ceiling. 
“The cathedral master builder is dead.” 
She sat down next to him on the edge of the bed and stroked a hand 

though his hair, her gaze directed at the door. Then she looked at him. The 
rings under her eyes were even darker than usual, but perhaps it was sim-
ply the scanty flickering of the candle that furrowed the valleys in her fea-
tures. And nonetheless, she was beautiful. Too beautiful for this life.   

“Yes,” she said gently, “he fell headlong into disaster.” 
Jacob sat up and looked at her thoughtfully. 
“How do you know that?” 
She raised her hand and pointed with her thumb at the wall. Behind it 

was Wilhilde’s room. 
“Is that what the man in her room said?” questioned Jacob. 
“He came shortly before you, a linen-weaver. He’s often with Wilhilde. 

He began with it straight away. Had also only heard it from others who saw 
Gerhard take a false step. Perhaps the only one in his life.” She shook her 
head. “Yet God called him before his throne for that. And how many false 
steps do we take? Sometimes I don’t know why we’re on this earth.” 

“One second.” Jacob sat up. “Which others?” 
“What?” Maria appeared bewildered. 
“You said others had seen Gerhard take a false step.” 
“Yes.” 
“Which others?” 
She looked at him as if he had lost his mind. “Well, the others, full 

stop. The people.” 
“Which people?” 
“Heavens, Jacob! What’s so important about that?” 
Jacob wiped his hands over his eyes. The people –  
“Maria,” he said calmly, “so there are witnesses who saw how Gerhard 

fell to his death through his own carelessness. Is that right?” 
“Well, yes!” 
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“No!” Jacob shook his head vigorously and sprang from the bed. 
“That’s not right.” 

“What are you implying?” asked Tilman, who had to cough again, and 
attempted to suppress it, causing terrible sounds in his innards. 

Jacob laid his fingers on his temples and closed his eyes. In his mind’s 
eye, he lived through it all again: Gerhard’s cry, the shadow, the fall and his 
last words, that were as if burnt into his brain.  

“That’s not right,” he repeated. “The cathedral master builder, Gerhard 
Morart, as far as we mean the same man, did not meet his death through 
carelessness, but rather, was murdered. And no one saw it other than me. 
There was no one.” He paused, breathed deeply, and opened his eyes 
again. 

Both Maria and Tilman were staring at him. 
“I thought I was drunk, not you,” remarked Tilman. 
“Gerhard was killed,” said Jacob, agitated. “I was there! I was sitting in 

this accursed apple tree, as this black thing appeared on the scaffolding 
and pushed him over the edge.” 

Still there hung a breathless silence over the chamber. 
“Damn it, that’s how it happened!” 
Maria began to giggle. 
“You nut!” 
“What will you come out with next?” coughed Tilman. “That the devil 

came for him?” 
“Shut your face!” Maria shouted at him. “You have absolutely nothing 

to say here, you puking spook!” 
“I–” 
“Not here!” 
Jacob heard their voices as if through wadding. He had reckoned on 

everything, but not that they would not believe him.   
“– didn’t pull myself here to sit round in your whore chamber” Tilman 

was yelling. “That was Jacob’s idea! Before I take anything from you, I’d 
rather–” 

“–Jacob wouldn’t have let you, but you’ve sucked him in with your ri-
diculous coughing!” yelled Maria, now enraged. 

“What you call ridiculous will be the death of me!” 
“Yes, the sooner the better, but really, you’re healthier than all of us.” 
“Lord save me! Jacob, I’m going. I would rather die than let myself be 

bawled out by your whore–” 
“Don’t call me a whore!” screeched Maria. 
“Even though you are one!” 
“Not you. I may be one, but before I spread my legs for you, I would 
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rather drink out of the sewer!” 
“That’d be a good idea, there would be lots for you to do there, you 

toothless piece of shit, you debauched attempt at temptation–” 
“Just don’t sprain your tongue!” 
 “Miserable hag! I don’t want to hear any more, and nothing of this 

story of the devil!” 
Tilman jumped up and stormed over to the door, where he abruptly fell 

to his knees. Jacob hurried over and grabbed him under the arms. 
“Throw him out!” ordered Maria. 
“No.” Jacob shook his head.” “He is sick, can’t you see?”  
Maria crawled onto her bed and cowered there. 
“He should go.” 
She was close to breaking into tears. 
Tilman wheezed heavily. An ice-cold sweat shone on his upper lip. 
“He’s sick, Maria,” repeated Jacob gently. 
She stretched out both arms and spread her fingers like talons. 
“Then go, for all I care! Piss off!” 
“Maria–” 
“I don’t want to see you any more!” 
She threw her hands in front of her face and began to sob. 
“Maria, I –”  
“Out!” 
Jacob bowed his head. 

URQUHART 

In the meantime it had begun to pour with rain. All activity in Berlich 
had come to an end. Here and there light penetrated through the cracks of 
the closed shutters. 

Urquhart waited. 
Suddenly the door to the whorehouse opened, and a man stormed out 

and along the street in the direction of the old wall. He drew his shoulders 
high against the terrible weather, appearing to consist of only felt hat and 
cloak. But Urquhart had meticulously committed the clothes of the red-head 
to memory. 

It was time to end the tiresome business. Without particular haste, he 
set himself moving and followed the hurrying figure 

The figure tripped over its own feet every second step, although still 
managed to set an astonishing tempo. Urquhart decided to follow behind 
for a while, until he came to rest. At some stage he would stop running at 
this speed and make a halt.  
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It was more relaxing to kill him when he was moving less. 
Cloak and felt hat crossed the stagnant duck wallow and made its way 

over a narrow path through the fruit gardens and vineyards. It was so dark 
here that one could hardly see a hand before one’s eyes. With the excep-
tion of Urquhart: he could see, even in pitch black. His senses were like 
those of a predator, registering every movement of the runner in front of 
him. He noted with satisfaction that the pace of the man was becoming 
steadily slower. All the better. It would soon be over. 

He asked himself how much the red-head could have spread the 
news. There was the companion, whom he had dragged into the whore-
house, apparently a friend. It would be no trouble to track him. Urquhart 
had memorised his features, as he followed them to Berlich, and the 
whores would give him further hints. It was not, in principle, necessary to 
take further steps in this matter. Only the actual witness was dangerous. A 
beggar with an unbelievable, second-hand story could nearly be forgotten. 

But certain was certain. 
They were now in Plack Lane, a connection between St Gereon and 

Eigelstein, which ran parallel to the city wall. The name was all it had in 
common with a lane: along its entire length, there were fewer than a half-
dozen farm buildings, otherwise trees and rows of fences lined the way, 
and it had now become a dangerous slide of mud and gravel. The sur-
rounding lands mainly belonged to the rich Klockring lords, who also pos-
sessed various toll houses along Weiden Lane, where Plack Lane ended. 

The red-head apparently celebrated the status muri. 
Now his pace had become dragging. He braced himself with effort 

against the lashing, wet wind, and Urquhart was surprised that he had 
judged the physical strength of the figure incorrectly. The willows bowed 
before of the black, driving clouds, as if wanting to pay homage to the 
forces of nature. There was still not a house to be seen. Not long now, and 
the man would not be able to set one leg before the other. 

In the next moment, he skidded and fell in the mud. Urquhart stopped 
moving. 

The felt hat and cloak of the sitting man covered his figure so com-
pletely that he could have been mistaken for a large stone. Then he moved, 
tried to get back up. 

He had almost managed it. 
He coughed. 
With a few paces, Urquhart was close behind him; he raised the 

crossbow, pointed it at the man’s neck and pulled the trigger. The bolt 
penetrated with such force that the body was hurled forward, fell hard to its 
knees, collapsed, arrested in a grotesque pose, as if he were praising the 
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Lord. 
Urquhart contemplated him without particular emotion. 
He was neither proud of his work, nor did he regret the murder. He 

found it incomprehensible that some of those who committed similar acts 
would moan, or else brag afterwards. Death was unique, the end of this 
man’s story. There was nothing there to change. Nothing about which it 
was worthwhile to think further. 

He turned, and walked back in the direction Berlich. 
Behind him, the corpse merged with the night to a shapeless mass 

without name or consequence. 
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