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Chapter 1
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Not even a breeze remained as the boat came out of the west in the weird silence, bowsprit broken away and cast overboard, sail lashed, rising and dipping oars sounding like the slap of linen shirts on riverside stones.

Onshore, mist thinned then thickened. Dropping oar blades were extracted, drawn over their thole-pins and stowed as the vessel came shoreward. A blunt phalanx of fumes manoeuvred from the outcrops of the low island, snuffing its colours down to a bulk.

A shore emerged from the briny effluvium, black rocks capped with scalps of wet kelp; sea-wrack crammed the stone gaps where the surface minutely swelled and the water became clear as good glass; behind this shore, higher up, sponges of bleached pink moss and peated moor tundra showed. A soaked island.

Suspended in the air was drizzle that seemed to both rise from the ground and fall from the bland zenith; in not a second, inseparable from the dancing steam clouds, a dust of tiny midges manifested in bouncing puffs. Some large bird above – no gull – was just a swift shadow in the cloud and then gone. Perhaps an owl?

The twelve men aboard the wooden craft were united in one collective, speechless action – they all glared with huge intent at whatever was, or could be hidden, in the landward coils of vapour.

The battered, fibrous bow wood made a dull thud hitting the rocks, and a man came down off the breast-hook very skilfully, one leg bent to absorb his landing; he wore heavy, sodden trews trimmed with buckskin. A horse rider, then. But his knuckles were snow, his feet were bare, pruned by the hard wet night crossing, perished-looking; he seized the dripping bow rope and searched for somewhere to tether, but there was nothing in this worked-over shoreline of stone. He used his full weight on the rope, as if heaving in a tug of war, trying to keep the prow point-on, preventing a yaw sideways, which made for a better musketry target.

Two more men came down, and one momentarily slipped to a knee on the wet stone. But he made no oath: just rose promptly, taking the rope, as did his comrade. With a sword tethered hard across his back, a stout older man, surprisingly lithe, jumped down onto the rock and spun round, held out a hand to offer assistance, but the tall pale man above him descended by placing his palm on the wood and he landed soundly on his feet. ‘Your good prayers worked, Father,’ the pale man declared. His voice was soft and weary, with an accent that was British but sounded odd. He wore a plain ochre coat, heavied by drenching, with fine blue working on old cuffs, a rough blanket round the shoulders.

The portly, armed figure danced aside and then inland; his flighty movements seemed to suggest both extreme awareness and brute defence. His bonnetless skull of wild grey hair moved to left and right like the flaps of worming sea kelp at the shore. More men came down off the boat and they tethered the rope by carrying in a large boulder to bind it round.

The pale man stepped forward then halted abruptly on a section of staired rock, mapped out with yellow crotal. Tipping his face forward from his slim neck, in a curious, not inelegant stance, he vomited liquid, spat, then sicked up much more, along with a deep eruption of stomach wind; this returning hit the stone all about his gaitered feet in splatters, but he made no effort to shift from his own inundations.

Of the watchers, one extremely youthful character, Calum, youngest of the boatmen, stared curiously and spoke in a low voice, pointing at the rock surface. ‘See now, sire.’

The pale man smiled through teary eyes, breathed out a chuckle and raised a hand to slap at the midges already settling upon his face.

‘Blooded flux, sire. You must immediately take great care to yourself.’

‘Peace on your tongue, child, no flux here,’ said the sword carrier, who had returned out of the mist.

The pale man spat again, smiled, spoke once more in his thoughtful, quiet voice. ‘You will be an apothecary yet, young Calum, but you mistake returned Burgundy for royal blood.’

‘Ah.’ The young man let his mouth drop, understanding. ‘Forgive me.’

Both the older men now smiled wryly, glancing one at the other.

‘I would say to pass the same bottle now, my fine fellows,’ the pale man said, ‘but it’s not all that must be out me. Fouler elements of water need beyond.’ He grunted, peeled the blanket from his shoulders and threw it far aside as he suddenly crouched, hoisting his coat and lowering his trousers. With startling force, a rope of brown liquid shot out and continued to spool from between his bared white buttocks. ‘And the midges will eat better than us upon my arse.’

Someone laughed.

‘Wheesht’ was the response from the bonnetless swordman.

‘Bring me rags again, fellows.’

Donald MacLeod, the old boatman, who still stood high on the bow, threw some damp fabric down to the swordman, who called in a louder voice, ‘Up, take heed, danger is everywhere. Eyes anywhere.’ He gestured impatiently with a hand. Two men with pistols went very fast onto the low slope then away from the shore till mist took them. ‘Do you know this place, Donald?’

‘Aye. Sound coving, four can pull in.’

The kneeling man bent forward with his underthings taut below his pale shanks while the bareheaded man with the sword stepped quickly ahead, holding out the cloth at arm’s length. The pale man took it, wiped, then sent the corrupted rag away into the water before he raised his trews.

The man with the sword, and the others too, had already moved away from him. Donald was crossing repeatedly between each gunwale, looking down into the water on both sides as if to judge submerged obstructions.

The pale man walked forward a step or more then sighed. ‘And now I must pish,’ he told no one, facing into the mist. He fiddled daintily at his loins and sent out a steady stream before him. ‘Not that I was ashamed to pish out on the water, my good friends, but it was the standing I failed in.’

The swordman returned out of the mist again. ‘It’s another settling here, sire. Nothing but away from the shores on this side. Choosing wisely is the way – into the declensions and seek fresh water for us all. It’s sorely needed with some shelter.’

‘Aye. Aye, O’Sullivan,’ the pale man said, elongating the syllables. ‘I am more at home on earth already. Is night close?’

‘No, it is morning-time, sire, hours or more. A poor choosing either way; we must take ourselves up away off this shore. Boys,’ he called out. ‘Three of you. Back aboard and shoal this out where Mr MacLeod tells you, please. Quick now, before this murk is gone and eyes are on us from all sides.’ He blinked out into the mist. ‘It’s more the sea torments me. They seek us from land also, but sea is the greater evil of this place. We will be undone if they spy where we land here.’
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These desperadoes moved back from the shoreline then down onto a south-facing shore. Here, in the open and dragged free of the shingle into the machair, was a rotten and upturned boat, holed in its keel. They propped it up enough on the landward side and took turns to sleep beneath it when the rain came. Puddle water was fetched from pools in green Burgundy bottles. A night watch of sentries revolved. They dared not set any fire on an open coast, so their inundated clothes remained soaken.

The pale man slept in a ragged, damp sail, which he shook free of earwigs and sand jumpers, pulling the stiff fabrics around him, a neckerchief across his face against midges, chuckling and murmuring beneath the garment in other languages, till sleep took him.
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Chapter 2
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The Prince, O’Sullivan, Father Allan Macdonald and Ned Burke, on an afternoon trek to the latest embarkation, came upon a lone, lowly blackhouse of haphazard clods atop low walls. Moated by a glistening ring of puddled, fresh wet muck, the dwelling appeared as a thing erupted up out of the earth itself, risen from ages of stone before written histories.

Nothing moved but the hearth smoke, which idled at the side of poor damp turf roof and birch thatch – until a hunched beast broke from the rear, sideways, trying to make straight out into the peat bog: dark cloakings, scarf-muffled mummified skull. So stooped and so stunted was it that each man momentarily took it for a black sheep or hog. Yet O’Sullivan lowered his hand, which had shot to his sword hilt, and he was upon that creature in a few hasty steps. ‘Hold up, woman. Hold up.’ He spoke some words of Irish. It turned its terrible head to him then upon them all. Its face was as midden black as the bog puddles. A terrible frown cracked along the brow, showing some tender pink in a single serration, like the glistening raw streak against the charcoal of barbecued mutton, skewered fresh and smoking from fire.

‘This is a mad woman or witch,’ the Father forewarned. ‘Living in chosen hermitage. Scorned.’

‘What pity,’ the Prince said. ‘Bring her by me.’

‘These creatures bite, sire.’

Ned cautioned, ‘Or sweep rags away to leave naked sights hard to
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