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þanne gan I meten a merveillous swevene,

þat I was in a wildernesse, wiste I neuere where.

[Ac] as I biheeld into þe Eest, an heiȝ to þe sonne,

I seiȝ a tour on a toft trieliche ymaked,

A deep dale byneþe, a dongeon þerInne,

Wiþ depe diches and derke and dredfulle of siȝte.

A fair feeld ful of folk fond I þer bitwene

Of alle manere of men, þe meene and þe riche,

Werchynge and wandrynge as þe world askeþ.*

Piers Plowman: Vision One, Prologue

William Langland

And so castles made of sand

Fall in the sea

Eventually.

Castles Made of Sand

The Jimi Hendrix Experience





* Then I began to dream a marvellous dream, that I was in a wilderness, though I never knew where. But as I looked upwards, east, towards the sun, I saw a finely made tower on a low hill. Below it was a deep hollow containing a dungeon, with deep ditches, dark and dreadful to see. Between them I found a lovely field full of folk: all manner of men, the poor and the rich, working and wandering as the world demands.
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We shape our buildings
and afterwards
our buildings shape us.

SIR WINSTON CHURCHILL






Introduction

One evening in March 1314 thirty men gathered silently below the north face of Castle Rock, a steep volcanic plug of dolerite in Scotland’s capital city, Edinburgh. Among them was Thomas Randolph, earl of Moray, one of the wealthiest noblemen in Scotland, and a veteran of the wars to defend the kingdom from the English, which had just reached a critical moment. Looming 130–140m above them at the top of the rock-face was Edinburgh Castle, held by an English garrison.

Since almost the dawn of history, this rock had been a stronghold. In the Iron Age, it was a place for war-bands to gather and feast before they rode into battle. For the past 300 years it had been home to a castle, protected by the natural defences of the cliff and by towers and walls built in timber and stone. At the highest point of the castle compound was a chapel dedicated to the canonised Scottish queen Margaret of Wessex. Ever since her death at the castle in 1093 St Margaret had been working miracles: a book of the gospels dedicated to her floated when dropped in water, flashes of light were seen bursting from her tomb, and when her remains were exhumed for reburial in 1250 CE, the sweet smell of ‘spice merchants and springing flowers’ emitted from her grave.1 The men at the bottom of Castle Rock would need another miracle if what they planned that evening was to come to a good end.

Their scheme was simple, but not easy. The English garrison had been lodged on Castle Rock for the past eighteen years. Moray’s aim was to prise them out. Since he did not have the siege towers, catapults and blockading armies that would be needed to do so by attrition, he would be making his attempt by ruse. At any moment, on the more accessible, southern walls of the castle, another band of his men would be feigning an assault, to draw the castle guards’ attention. At that point Moray and his team would begin climbing the rock’s north face. To aid them in their climb they had three essential things: rope ladders, a local guide and their nerve. If any one of these failed, they were in trouble.

The guide – so chroniclers later said – was an enterprising gallant named William Francis, who had once lived in the castle, when his father had served as its constable. In those days, Francis kept a secret lover in the city, and he had found a safe climbing route down (and up) the rock so he could sneak out by night to go and see her. Since what was fair in love was fair in war, Francis had offered to show Moray and his men the way. ‘I practised that route so long,’ he said, ‘I know the path exactly, though the night be never so dark.’2

As the light faded, and the sounds of an affray came from the opposite side of the castle, Francis led Moray’s little band on their ascent. It was hard climbing, and halfway up they were glad to find a ledge on which they could perch and catch their breath. As they paused, however, they heard a sound that sucked the air out of their lungs again. From above them came a watchman’s voice, shouting, ‘Away, I see you well!’

Along with the cry came a shower of stones.3

Had the sentry really seen the climbers as well as he claimed, their adventure would have been over. Yet from the silence that followed it seemed – as the chronicler put it – ‘he did not see them at all. . . The watchmen, when they heard no movement, all left that post together, talking as they went farther away.’ Below, Moray, Francis and the rest of the men continued their climb. When they reached the top of the cliff they came to a wall some 4m (12 feet) high. They threw up a rope ladder, and one by one, scrambled onto the ramparts. For a brief moment they found themselves in the castle, unopposed.

Then the watchmen came running.

Fierce fighting immediately broke out. With cries of ‘Treason! Treason!’ the whole garrison started to rush from the south side of the castle to the north. ‘The constable, who was brave, fully armed rushed to the alarm, and with him many bold and stout men,’ wrote the chronicler.4 But Moray had the advantage of surprise, and he used it. ‘With weapons in many ways they struck at each other with all their might, until swords, fair and bright were bloody to the hilts.’5 Eventually, the constable was killed, and when he fell, his men lost heart. They fled their posts and, behind them, Moray and his bold climbers let the rest of their comrades in.

In the opinion of the chronicler, Moray’s storming of Edinburgh Castle was a siege second only to Alexander the Great’s conquest of Tyre in 332 BCE. It also seemed proof that St Margaret had been looking out for the Scots. In her chapel at the castle there was an inscription in old French. ‘Gardez vous de François,’ it read. For years, men had thought this an imprecation against Frenchmen. Now, its meaning was clear. It was a prophecy that one day, Edinburgh Castle would fall to the wiles of a crafty old swain called Francis.
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On any given Saturday morning in the late 1980s, one of my parents would take my sister and me on the bus from our home in Edinburgh’s suburbs, down through Morningside to the main shopping thoroughfare of Princes Street. I was not yet ten years old, but there were already things that seemed to me to be eternal to the city. The drone of bagpipes, always playing somewhere. The smell of beer brewing. The smell of the sea. And up there, above Princes Street Gardens, huge and grand on its crag, watching us as we went about our errands, emitting a loud boom every lunchtime when the cannon known as the One O’Clock Gun was fired: the castle.

Back then I did not know much about Edinburgh Castle. I did not know about Iron Age war-bands, or St Margaret’s miracles, or that the castle had been passed back and forth during the Scottish wars for independence, conquered by daring men like the earl of Moray. I did not know that Mary Queen of Scots had given birth to the future James VI and I there, that it had been bombarded by English troops in the ‘Lang Siege’, that it had served as a prison in the Napoleonic Wars, or that it contained the Scottish Crown Jewels. Had anyone told me these things, I would have been interested, but it would only have confirmed my opinion of the castle, which was already significant. This huge, ancient building was an essential part of the fabric of the city we called home. Edinburgh was unimaginable without it.

As I grew up, other castles entered my imagination. Whenever we made the long drive to south Wales to stay with my grandparents, we would pass Castell Coch, the Marquess of Bute’s extraordinary neo-Gothic fairytale folly, nestled amid the colourful beech trees of the Fforest Fawr. On summer holidays abroad we might also bump into a castle. I remember a stranger on the beach in Sicily pointing out an old Norman fortress set half a mile or so back from the sand, and explaining that it was connected to the shoreline by smuggler’s tunnels. (This seemed to me a Mafia-adjacent twist on one of Enid Blyton’s Famous Five novels, set in the English countryside near the fictional Kirrin Castle.*) As a fourteen-year-old I went on an unusually exotic school trip aboard a cruise liner, which sailed around Egypt and the Holy Land, and saw for the first time the Citadel in Jerusalem and the remains of the Hospitaller fortifications on Rhodes. It was beneath the latter fortifications, defended and lost by crusader knights in 1481 following a heroic battle with Suleiman the Magnificent’s forces, that my teenage cabin-mates and I bought and consumed our first ever bottle of vodka, with what felt like comparably spectacular results.

Soon after that I began to take a serious interest in history. As a first-year undergraduate, aged eighteen, I became fascinated by the Middle Ages, and from that point on, castles were unavoidable. I studied the Plantagenets – learning with glee about the siege of Rochester Castle in 1215, when ‘Bad’ King John collapsed one of the towers by firing a mine greased with pig-fat. I worked on the crusades, marvelling at Richard the Lionheart’s imprisonment in Trifels Castle on his way home from the Third Crusade – an incarceration that had profound consequences for English politics and produced a rich body of romantic legend. I considered the dying days of the Middle Ages, when in 1527 Pope Clement VII was trapped for months behind the walls of the Castel Sant’Angelo in Rome by the marauding armies of the Habsburg emperor Charles V – unable to grant Henry VIII of England an annulment of his marriage to Catherine of Aragon, thereby beginning the chain of events that led to the English Reformation.

Now and again my studies led me outside the Middle Ages. There were castles there, too. Studying nineteenth-century America, I encountered the Third System fortresses built in the 1820s–40s to defend the eastern seaboard of the fledgling United States, which were blown to pieces in the 1860s, not by foreign enemies, but by guns operated by Americans during the US Civil War. A paper covering Europe between the world wars featured the Maginot Line, that tragic chain of fortifications which resembled a Cubist deconstruction of a castle, built in the 1930s to fortify France against German aggression, and scornfully bypassed by the Wehrmacht and Luftwaffe during the Blitzkrieg of May 1940. These were not castles in the same way that Edinburgh Castle or the Tower of London were castles. But they seemed to be cousins in the same extended family. I was fascinated by them then. I still am today.
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What is a castle? That is a surprisingly difficult question to answer definitively, and if you approach a historian with it casually, you are likely to be strongly besieged. In the late eleventh century CE the Burgundian cleric Anselm, who came to England to serve as archbishop of Canterbury, thought he had the answer, when he wrote: Castellum enim dicitur quaelibet turris, et murus in circitu ejus: ‘any tower with a wall around it is called a castle’.6

Anselm based his definition of castle on England in the aftermath of the Norman Conquest, when the chief tool of colonisation used by William the Conqueror was precisely this: a tower with walls around it, known in Latin as castellum and Old English as a castel. Yet other definitions were available. For one thing, even in Anselm’s day, castellum had a complex etymology. Ιn the fourth century CE St Jerome had used it in his translation of the Bible (known as the Vulgate) to render the ancient Greek word κώμη, which today we might translate as ‘rural settlement’ or ‘village’. Mary and Martha of Bethany, sisters of Lazarus, therefore lived in a castellum. Was that a motte-and-bailey castle of the sort Anselm saw spreading like a pox across Norman England? Certainly not. Nor was it what the Romans of first century CE Judea would have called a castra – a fortified camp for soldiers – though that too could be rendered into medieval English as ‘castle’. The French of Anselm’s day used the word chastel, but that was on a linguistic trajectory of its own towards the word château, which would come to mean anything from a fortified building to an unfortified manor house or even a vineyard.

In 1954 one of the greatest castle scholars who ever lived, R. Allen Brown, tried to pin down the meaning of ‘castle’ as it stood in his time. Brown was described after his death as ‘an “old” historian in terms of shunning trendy topics and approaches. He refused to tolerate nonsense, and he spoke his mind plainly, doubtless stepping on many toes.’7 He ought, therefore, to be a good man to listen to. But even Brown could not quite make up his mind. ‘The castle is basically a fortified residence, a residential fortress,’ he wrote. But Brown’s basically was what in poker would be called a ‘tell’. Almost immediately he qualified his definition: ‘the castle is the fortified residence of a lord, which is to say any lord, not necessarily the prince or a king.’

Or was it? Brown now clarified his clarification. In fact, the castle ‘is the fortified residence of a lord, and as such differs from other known forms of fortification in the history of the West both earlier and later, by its duality as both residence and fortress and by its private as opposed to public or communal nature.’ But maybe even this was imprecise. ‘Of course, there will be untidiness round the edges of this special category of fortification, and scholarly qualifications to be made. . .’8

That this brilliant historian, who devoted much of his career to the study of castles, gave no quarter to nonsense and valued plain speaking, could find it so hard to describe the thing he knew most about suggests the task is not a straightforward one. So it may be easiest – and truest – to say that a castle can be many things. The current edition of the Oxford English Dictionary gives twenty-one different meanings, including: ‘A large building or set of buildings fortified for defence against an enemy; a fortress, stronghold’; ‘A name for large mansions or country houses, which were formerly feudal castles’; ‘Ancient British or Roman earthworks, [such] as. . . Maiden Castle at Dorchester’; ‘A tower or elevated structure on the deck of a ship’; ‘A small wooden tower used for defence in warfare; a tower borne on the back of an elephant’; ‘A visionary project or scheme, day-dream, idle fancy.’9 Evidently, this is a topic on which reasonable people may differ.

With that in mind, this book takes a broad view on what a castle was – and is. At its core is a series of chapters about the castles of western Europe during the Middle Ages. But it also examines the castle’s origins in the fortified cities that emerged during the Bronze Age in the eastern Mediterranean. It looks at the hilltop settlements of the Iron Age, the desert fortresses of the early Islamic caliphates, Viking ring fortresses, the iconic Norman motte-and-bailey castles, the dynastic seats of European kings and princes in the golden age of chivalry, the vast crusader fortresses built on religious and military frontiers in the thirteenth century, the architecturally and aesthetically beautiful strongholds of the Italian renaissance and the angular and the bristling artillery fortresses of the age of gunpowder. It looks at great walls in China, Iran and beyond, reasoning that in a sense, these can be understood as attempts to make a castle of an entire realm. It includes a chapter on Japanese castles in the age of the samurai, and it looks at castle-building in the Americas from the age of Christopher Columbus to that of Walt Disney. It also concerns itself throughout with the idea of the castle, and the way that the castle of the imagination has intersected with the reality of fortification – from Homeric myth to Gothic literature, from King Arthur to Count Dracula, from Neuschwanstein to Disneyland.

So this is a book that takes an inclusive, ecumenical, maximalist approach to its topic. As with all my books, it uses human storytelling to drive historical analysis, to show how in this case, as Winston Churchill once said of the Palace of Westminster, ‘we shape our buildings and afterwards our buildings shape us.’ Castles treats castles, as one historian has put it, as ‘stage settings’.10 And in doing so it wanders freely through time. Although I am a medievalist, I have not hesitated to stray outside my lane – for while I believe historians must inevitably specialise, it is a wonderful thing to embrace breadth as warmly as depth. Each chapter of this book focuses on a particular age of castle-building, selects human stories from that time, then sets those stories in their ancient and modern context. In doing so it aims to satisfy one of the many definitions of history: a conversation between past and present.

There are, of course, many things this book does not do, and many places it does not go. Largely these coincide with places I myself have not yet been. The vast and fascinating topics of Indian forts, west African slave-trading castles, Russian kremlins, Korean fortresses, Central Asian desert castles, Omani castles and Ethiopian fortified cities would form the basis for another book again – and maybe they will do in the future. For now, all I can say is that this is a personal tour of castles I have encountered in what I hope has been only the first half of my life.

As ever, many people have helped me as I have worked on this book, and to everyone who has answered my questions or offered their advice on any of the chapters that follow, know that I am very grateful. My first professional engagement in castle-bothering was filming two seasons of Secrets of Great British Castles, originally commissioned by Ben Frow at Channel 5 in London, and subsequently shown worldwide on Netflix. I raise my glass to Billy McGrath and the team at Sideline Productions in Dublin. Thanks in particular to my patient editors Terezia Cicel, Holly Harley and Richard Milbank, to my wise friend and career-long vibes coach Walter Donohue, to my brilliant agent Georgina Capel, and to my family, who can mostly take or leave a castle, but have stuck with me all the same.

To all of them, thank you. To everyone else, enjoy the ride.

Dan Jones

Staines-upon-Thames, spring 2026
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* Kirrin Castle is strongly reminiscent of the ruins of Corfe Castle, on the Isle of Purbeck in Dorset. In the novels it is the scene of much criminal enterprise.
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1

BRONZE AGE CITIES


O Ilium, home of the gods!

O walls of the people of Dardanus,

famous in war!

VIRGIL, THE AENEID





Night had come rushing up from the sea, wrapping Troy in darkness, when the Greek liar called Sinon crept to the wooden horse and slid back the pine bolts that held fast the door to its belly. Almost everyone else in the walled city with its fortified citadel was asleep: worn out from a day of drinking to celebrate the end of the siege.

For ten years Troy’s people – the Trojans – had been under attack by Greek armies, bent on punishing them for the theft of Helen of Sparta, the most beautiful woman in the world. The plains outside Troy had seen vicious fighting. Great heroes had been slaughtered battling for its walls. But now, at last, the Greeks seemed to have given up. They had lifted the siege and gone home, taking their thousand ships out of the Dardanelles strait and back across the Aegean Sea. All they left behind was this huge, strange, monumental horse, which wily Sinon, posing as a defector, had told the Trojans was an offering to the gods.

As quick to hijack divine favour as they had been to kidnap fair Helen, the Trojans had hauled the horse through their gates, all the way to the citadel, while young boys and virgin girls sang hymns and their elders adorned shrines with festal garlands. In this way the Trojans sealed their own fate. While they slept, Sinon opened the horse, and out slid a platoon of Greek warriors, led by Thessandrus and Sthenelus, Odysseus and Epeius. ‘They moved into a city buried in wine and sleep, slaying the guards and opening the gates.’ 1

Outside their comrades were waiting, for the rest of the Greeks had not, in fact, gone home. They had merely taken a short sail over the horizon, returning by moonlight to await the signal to strike. When the gates swung open they poured into Troy in their thousands, sacking, looting, burning, killing, defiling temples and snatching women and children. Greek warriors blocked the streets and took control of the routes in and out of the city. ‘Bitter grief was everywhere,’ recalled one account of the massacre. ‘Everywhere there was fear, and death in many forms.’2

The Greeks headed through the citadel in which stood the palace of the ruler, King Priam. Here lay the last bastion of Trojan hope. This was their fortress; the final part of their city, and indeed their civilisation, that they could hope to defend. Here, the Trojans made their last stand. They tore stones from the defensive towers and hurled them at their attackers, ‘rolling down onto the heads of their enemies the gilded beams and richly ornamented ceilings of their ancestors.’ They stood shoulder to shoulder with drawn swords guarding the doorways that gave access to the fortified palace.3

It was all in vain. The Greeks were too many and the shock of their attack too sudden. The citadel was breached, and soon the palace surrendered. King Priam was run through with a sword. By daybreak Troy was on fire. ‘It was the fall of an ancient city that had long ruled an empire.’4

The Trojan War was over, and – according to the stories that were repeated and reworked over the centuries that followed – a new age had begun. This was an age of wanderings: Odysseus the Greek making his way home to Ithaca, Aeneas the Trojan finding his way to Carthage and thence to Italy, where his descendants founded Rome. Britons, Franks, even Vikings would link their lineage to this one, epic siege.

Or at least, this was how it was told. The battle for Troy, which is thought to have taken place around 1190–1180 BCE, is a historical mystery clothed in the rich trappings of legend. As portrayed by later storytellers – starting with Homer in roughly 750–650 BCE, four centuries after the war’s end – and fleshed out by the Roman poet Virgil between 29 BCE and 19 BCE – the Trojan War was a test of human strength and divine favour played out on and around the stone defences of a walled Bronze Age city. It started with a kidnapping and ended with furious, bloody sack of a citadel, the consequences of which would echo for eternity.

What really happened at Troy has been hotly debated by historians for centuries. Was there a siege? An earthquake? Some scholars doubt anything happened at all. The best that can be said with respect to the facts is that a fortified Bronze Age city, which came to be identified with legendary Troy, existed; that it was defined by its strong stone defences, consisting of a walled city with a heavily defended citadel; that late in the Bronze Age it suffered catastrophic destruction; and that this destruction was never forgotten by the generations who came after it.

But what can also be said with confidence is that the Trojan War has become a central part of the western literary and cinematic canon. From Homer to Euripides, Virgil to Ovid, Geoffrey Chaucer to William Shakespeare, Robert Wise to Christopher Nolan, Margaret Atwood to Madeline Miller – generations of writers, dramatists, filmmakers and artists have sung of Troy’s resistance and its fall. Many more will do so in future, revisiting and revising the matter of how, during the age of heroes, a mighty fortification came crashing down.

Inevitably, in the retelling, Troy has morphed and evolved, and every age has remodelled the Trojan War according to its own preoccupations. Sometimes this has meant massaging its characters to fit contemporary archetypes. Sometimes it has meant redesigning its defences. For the late medieval writer Guido delle Colonne, Troy was the forerunner of the early Renaissance Italian fortified city: ‘surrounded by walls and towers, fortified with many gates.’5 For the illustrator of a luxurious calfskin edition of Chaucer’s Troilus and Criseyde, produced for a wealthy patron in the early fifteenth century CE, Troy was a dusty pink Gothic castle, with soaring turrets and narrow windows opening onto comfortable chambers in which lovers could meet.

To these men, the Bronze Age walled city with a prestigious, heavily defended citadel was the forerunner of the castle, just as the people who fought over it were the ancestors of western civilisation. That makes Troy – and other Bronze Age cities like it – a natural point of embarkation for any journey through the history of fortification.

In more than one sense, Troy was where it all began.
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The ruins of the city called Troy lie on a large plain in modern Turkey (Türkiye), in a corner of Anatolia traditionally known as the Troad. Today this area is connected to nearby cities by a new, fast, multi-lane toll road which briefly becomes the world’s longest suspension bridge as it crosses the Dardanelles. That little saltwater strait, less than a mile wide at its narrowest point, rough but swimmable,* links the Aegean Sea with the Sea of Marmara, and thereby the Mediterranean with the Black Sea. It is a commercial and military artery and a pinch point on the world map. As one ancient poet wrote: ‘Nowhere does a smaller stretch of water sever Asia from Europe.’6 Once upon a time, before the coastline retreated to its present lie, Troy’s proud, sloping walls overlooked it.

Over the millennia, Troy has gone by many names. To the Greeks it was Ίλιον. To the Romans, it was Ilium. The Hittites, who ruled a powerful nearby kingdom in ancient Anatolia, called it Wilusa. There have been nine distinct cities of Troy over the ages, each built on the ruins of another, then all eventually lost for centuries beneath the smothering earth. In modern times archaeologists have numbered these in chronological sequence, from Troy I to Troy IX, and applied careful subdivisions within these broader phases. Today the excavated mound where the remnants of all these Troys lie is open for exploration by scholars and tourists. The site is known as Hisarlik, which in Turkish means ‘Place of Fortresses’. From Troy’s earliest days, that is what it was.

Humans have roamed the Troad since at least 5,000 BCE. The first to settle at what became Troy did so around 3,000 BCE, in the early Bronze Age. The spot they chose had many advantages. The countryside around was thick with pine forests. The soil yielded seams of copper, gold and clay. Natural springs bubbled with freshwater, and there were two rivers close by, known in antiquity as the Scamander and Simoeis. Most important of all, Troy sat beside a large saltwater bay: a cool, calm lagoon which gave passing sailors shelter from the stiff winds and strong currents of the Dardanelles. Troy’s first settlers made a living from servicing the traffic that came up and down that seaway, busying themselves in trade and hospitality.†

At its heart, ‘Troy I’ was a simple place, comprising a couple of dozen little oblong houses made with stone foundations and mudbrick walls, along with a few larger halls, of the sort that archaeologists today call ‘megarons’.7 In this it was not exceptional: there were many other settlements like it in the Troad. What made Troy I stand out was its fortifications, which were unusually massive. Around their dwellings, Troy’s first settlers constructed a 280m circuit of walls: limestone blocks stacked 3m thick and 3.5m tall.8 Access was via a gate 2m wide, overlooked by a pair of towers.

To conceive of such thick defences was impressive enough: the early Trojans must have had energetic leadership and a sense of communal identity. To quarry the stone, move it, assemble it and continually strengthen these fortifications would have taken thousands of man-hours. But, clearly, the duty of fortifying this place to such a magnificent standard was given economic, military and even cosmic importance. That was as good as written into the stones themselves. Built into one of Troy’s towers was a slab known as a stele, carved with a stern warrior’s face glaring out from beneath a military helmet. These walls, their towers and this image sent a simple message to visitors.

Troy was not for the taking.
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On the plains of Bronze Age Anatolia, Troy’s first, bristling defences were state of the art. But they were not original. The basic architectural idea at work – of gathering people and dwellings in strategic locations, then throwing up a barrier around them – was already ancient. Its origins lay in the Stone Age.

One of the first known examples of man’s instinct to fortify can be seen in an archaeological site in the modern-day Czech Republic, called Dolní Věstonice. There lies evidence of one of the earliest formal human settlements ever discovered. It was built more than 20,000 years before Troy was founded, when much of the world was cased in ice‡ and the people of central Europe shared their land with cave bears and lions, wolves, wolverines and woolly mammoths.9

In those times, most humans were still nomadic hunter-gatherers, who followed the migratory patterns of the animals they killed for food. At Dolní Věstonice, however, another lifestyle prevailed. Here, in locations dotted across the hillside, a community of mammoth-hunters settled semi-permanently, making huts, cookhouses and hearths for bonfires. Families lived, worked, hunted and ate. Some wove cloth, some processed furs and some fashioned beautiful figurines from fired clay and carved ivory. When people died, they were buried. This was what we might tentatively call a village, and its boundary was strewn with mammoth tusks and bones, piled around with vegetation and grass-sod.

Dolní Věstonice was not a city as men of the Bronze Age would have recognised it, nor were the scatterings of bones and turf what we might think of as a wall. Yet they formed a perimeter, and a pointer towards the future of life, which was to be communal, enclosed and fortified. As the millennia went by, the earth warmed, the ice retreated, farming
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