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      PREFACE
I am British. A native islander who remains enraptured by the rocky shores and sandy beaches of my homeland, perched on the
         far edge of Europe, washed by storms, tides and surf incubated in the vast Atlantic Ocean. I am so much the native that I
         am genuinely thrilled by the idea of an outdoor picnic in virtually any season, especially if it involves a sturdy walk past
         some ancient stone circle or brooding hill-fort, ideally finished off by a bracing dip in any of our freezing seas.
      

      But I am also a child of the Mediterranean, for my family was part of that diaspora of Britannia whose memories of home are
         as often centred around a military base in some far-distant land as around any village in Britain. Gibraltar, Malta, Cyprus,
         Suez, Aden, Trincomalee, Singapore and Hong Kong appear as often in the backdrop of a family photograph, or as place of birth
         in a passport, as anywhere within the British Isles. Generation after generation of the families that I am descended from,
         be they Scottish Covenanters from the Highlands, Catholic Irish, East Anglian Anglicans or Anglo-Irish, have sent their young
         men abroad. Not a few of them returned home broken by the experience, one or two came back enriched, but most of them only
         succeeding in filling some foreign field with their bones.
      

      My first memories are as a water-baby, clutching on to my mother’s back as we swam our way through what seemed like an endless
         summer of early childhood in the warm waters of the Mediterranean. The smell of jasmine and orange blossom, the sound of monastery
         bells, the scent of wild thyme and rosemary, the odour of hot sun on bare rocks and the whiff of carved limestone long sodden
         with the salt sea, still bring back those first memories. As a boy I grew up watching ancient harbours and exploring ruined
         fortresses, as well as looking out for the ship that contained my father as the fleet swept in to fill the harbour of Malta or Gibraltar with their disciplined menace. The neat
         lines of sailors in their white summer uniforms cut an intriguing contrast with the grey guns and the lines of jets marshalled
         on the flight decks of aircraft carriers.
      

      My father told me stories about such fearsome corsair captains as Dragut and Barbarossa before I could read, for we swam in
         the waters and picnicked in the coves that they had once used. He was also, like his naval father before him, a convinced
         partisan of Portugal and her neglected history. The two of them would chatter away about their affection for England’s oldest
         ally, approvingly quoting the deeds of the more bloodthirsty of the Portuguese admirals as role models for any naval power.
         My father was also a Roman Catholic (something of a rarity in the Royal Navy in his day) and liked to remind his Protestant
         shipmates of the naval deeds of Catholic Christendom: how Don John led the combined fleets of Catholic Christendom into the
         great naval victory of Lepanto while the Protestants of England, France and Holland skulked around the mudbanks of the North
         Sea. He was fond of quoting from the verse of fellow British Roman Catholics such as Chesterton, whose poem Lepanto never fails to evoke in me a thrill tinctured with tragedy, despite its many glaring inaccuracies and prejudices. For this
         was the last time that medieval Christendom was united under one flag, one military commander, one spiritual leader and one
         language. The silken war banner of the commander of the Holy League of Christendom was handed over to the son of a Holy Roman
         Emperor by a saintly pope who blessed him in Latin. As Chesterton imagines it, and as he dragged me as a child in his imaginative
         wake, here is Lepanto:
      

      
         White founts falling in the courts of the sun,

		 And the Soldan of Byzantium is smiling as they run;

		 There is laughter like
               the fountains in that face of all men feared,

			   It stirs the forest darkness, the darkness of his beard,

			   It curls the blood-red
               crescent, the crescent of his lips,

			  For the inmost sea of all the earth is shaken with his ships.

			  They have dared the white
               republics up the capes of Italy,

			   They have dashed the Adriatic round the Lion of the Sea,

			   And the Pope has cast his arms abroad for agony and loss,

			   And called the kings of Christendom for swords about the Cross,


			   The cold queen of England is looking in the glass:

         The shadow of the Valois is yawning at the Mass:

         From evening isles fantastical rings faint the Spanish gun,

		 And the Lord upon the Golden Horn is laughing in the sun.

		 Dim drums throbbing, in the hills half heard,

			   Where only on a nameless throne, a crownless prince has stirred,

			   Where, risen from
               a doubtful seat and half-attainted stall,

			   The last knight of Europe takes weapons from the wall,

			   The last and lingering troubadour
               to whom the bird has sung,

			   That once went singing southward when all the world was young,

			   In that enormous silence, tiny and
               unafraid,

			   Comes up along a winding road the noise of the Crusade.

			   Strong gongs groaning as the guns boom far,

			   Don John of Austria is going to the war,

			   Stiff flags straining in the night-blasts cold

			   In the gloom black-purple, in the glint old-gold,

               Torchlight crimson on the copper kettledrums,

			   Then the tuckets, then the trumpets, then the cannon, and he comes

			   Sudden and still – hurrah!

			   Bolt from Iberia! Don John of Austria, is gone by Alcalar.

      

      It is not just the smells and scents of the Mediterranean shore that have worked themselves into my childhood memory, but
         the historical fabric as well. After university I began writing guidebooks to the Islamic countries of the Mediterranean (Morocco,
         Tunisia, Libya, Cyprus and Turkey), which led to employment as a guide on lecture tours and then as a travel journalist. There
         is hardly a city wall, a fortress, a harbour, a castle, an empty battlefield, a ruined palace, a devastated city described
         in this book which I have not explored over the last thirty years. So although Britain is almost entirely absent from the
         story of The Last Crusaders, I can yet write about this historical landscape with some of the passion of a native.
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      INTRODUCTION
The Last Crusaders is the product of a thirty-year quest, though what I hoped to discover at the beginning of this journey has long since been
         transmuted by the search. I set out to explain the last great tectonic shift in the balance of power in the Old World, when
         the eastern Mediterranean and the Middle East still dominated the global economy. This period of transformation began with
         the conquest of Byzantine Constantinople in 1453 by Mehmet the Conqueror, which was then counterbalanced by the conquest of
         the Moorish Emirate of Granada in 1490 by Ferdinand and Isabella. The brilliance of the two political masterminds who set
         these empires on their course of expansion, plotting, betraying, extorting and conquering their way to dominion and glory,
         has seldom been equalled. Certainly in terms of sheer villainy, energy, charisma and heroism, neither Mehmet the Conqueror
         nor Ferdinand of Aragon had any equal, then or since.
      

      After these dramatic conquests both states also succeeded in expanding their power base, so that a generation later, around
         1520, the Habsburg Empire of Spain in the West and the Ottoman Empire in the East had emerged as the two superpowers of the
         Mediterranean. As in the rivalry between Greece and Persia, or Carthage and Rome, they would gradually become embroiled in
         a furious fifty-year war for the mastery of the Inner Sea. The famous flashpoints of this contest, such as the siege of Malta
         and the battles of Preveza and Lepanto, would all be fought out in the central cockpit of the Mediterranean. After the battles
         for the possession of Cyprus and Tunisia in the 1570s, the exhausted armies, fleets and treasuries of both empires settled
         down to a truce. This ceasefire line was never to be effectively disputed again, so the boundaries drawn then have remained
         the national, cultural, linguistic and religious frontiers to this day. Although they have endured, they still remain politically pregnant. Many Greeks still make
         an annual toast, ‘Next year we shall return to Constantinople’, just as the families of exiled Moors are rumoured still to
         treasure the old keys to their long-lost Andalusian mansions. Turkish Cypriots sigh for the ‘fifty thousand martyrs’ lost
         beneath the walls of Famagusta. And, while on a recent visit to Malta, the standard of the Knights of St John once more flew
         above the ramparts of Senglea and Birgu just as the minarets of new mosques have returned again to the skyline of Granada.
      

      I intended this history to follow the manner of Thucydides’ assessment of Athens and Sparta: a sober analysis of the two powers,
         their governance and capabilities, the unfolding conflict and then the resolution. However, the more I studied the more the
         intimate details of the period took over. Instead of the orderly progression of historical inevitability, the role of chance
         and the influence of personalities began to dominate the record. Not to mention the caprice of the winds. It became clear
         that it would be a complicated mission, because the tale had dozens of different national variants, but this only added to
         the challenge of the research.
      

      The book would explain how a Portuguese Crusader, the Commander of the last surviving priory of the Templar Order in Europe,
         would turn himself into a Navigator Prince questing after Prester John. It would tell the story of how Charles V had proved
         himself to be the very last Emperor-knight of Christendom, fighting as a foot-soldier outside the walls of both Tunis and
         Algiers. How he had been among the last to wade through the Algerian surf back to the waiting ships of a Crusader fleet, with
         ‘stout Cortez’ at his back (Hernan Cortes, the hero of the conquest of Mexico) still begging his master to launch one last
         counter-attack. It would explain the tactical brilliance of that condottiere of the sea, the Genoese admiral Andrea Doria, who had switched sides with remarkable effectiveness in the middle of a war.
         It would chronicle the valiant defence by the Knights of St John of their island fortresses in Rhodes and Malta. This order
         of fighting monks, recruited exclusively from the nobility of Europe, were fully prepared to die in Christ’s name, though
         in their lives they followed little enough of his teachings. It would recount the incredibly bloody and vicious but almost
         forgotten sieges of Malaga, Goletta, Famagusta and Djerba, as well as the great set-piece battles, such as Lepanto led by
         young Don John of Austria, who was blessed by a saintly old Pope as commander of the massed galleys of the Holy League. Also I knew
         exactly where to conclude the story, with a tale that had haunted me since childhood: the Battle of the Three Kings. This
         is undoubtedly the very last, but also the most quixotic and magnificent conclusion to the five-hundred-year-old saga of the
         Crusades. Dom Sebastian, the boy-king of Portugal, backed by the resources of a worldwide mercantile empire, would throw down
         the gauntlet and pit the battle-hardened nobility of Portugal against the tribal cavalry of Morocco.
      

      The Moroccan army was led that day by a Sharif-Sultan descended from the Prophet Muhammad, and it was his extraordinary personal
         adventures that added another element to the story of The Last Crusaders. While chronicling the various Crusader knights of Europe it would also be possible to interweave the story from the Muslim
         side – a mission that has never been attempted before.
      

      Without losing a sense of balance, the book would explain some of the motivation behind the fearful destruction of the corsair
         pirate fleets, their favourite harbours and anchorages, as well as analyse the polyglot background of their great commanders
         such as Barbarossa, Dragut and Uluj Ali. It could also sketch out the personal motivations of five generations of Ottoman
         Sultans, and show the ways in which the dreams, slights, loves and aspirations of a Mehmet, a Bayezid, a Selim and a Suleyman
         affected grand strategy. In addition it would explain that, whatever Europeans might have been told in their history class
         about the Ottoman sieges of Vienna or the assaults on Venice, these Christian enemies on the far-western frontiers were not
         the principal concerns of the Ottoman Empire. The real challenge to their authority and their state came from within Islam,
         most especially from the charismatic leadership that emerged in this period from places like Iran and Morocco. Rulers such
         as Ismail (the first Shiite Shah of Iran) and Sharif Al-Qaim (who founded the Sharifian dynasty of Morocco) seemed to rise
         out of a political nowhere. They were descended from teachers of Sufi brotherhoods in obscure mountain regions, but their
         religious authority, wrapped in hidden expectations of the emergence of the Mahdi, ‘the awaited one’ who would appear at the
         end of the world, saw their influence rocket until each became unquestioned leader of hundreds of thousands of devoted warriors.
         This challenge to the spiritual authority of the Ottoman Sultans would only be resolved by a pitiless civil war, by massacre, by mass deportations, by an endless succession of frontier wars and assassinations.
      

      My original conception of the two leading empires, Christendom and Islam, locked in an obsessive war of attrition had begun
         to weaken and dissolve at the edges. The conflict between the Habsburg Empire and the Ottoman Empire was certainly real, destructive
         and bloody – but it often took second place to obsessive rivalry with neighbours of their own faith. Just as the new Shiite
         Empire of Persia was always more of a threat to the Ottomans, so Charles V’s enmity against King Francis of France was always
         a much greater source of obsessive passion than his crusades into North Africa. Nothing will quite equal the violence with
         which the red-hatted Kizilbas rebels were purged from within the territories of the Ottoman Empire, nor the slow, ruthless
         destruction of the Jews, converted Jews, Moors and Protestants in Habsburg Spain.
      

      Similarly, the succession of crusading ventures launched by the kings of Portugal against neighbouring Morocco became ever
         more intriguing in the light of periods of truce, joint trading ventures and outright alliances against third parties. Corsair
         admirals like Barbarossa seemed to fit closer the pattern of endless enmity between the East and the West, but even they did
         not fit the mould of a holy warrior, for they could camp over the winter in Christian Toulon in conditions of perfect peace,
         undertake secret negotiations with the Holy Roman Emperor and join a French fleet in besieging an Italian port. Barbarossa
         and his successor captains also pursued political adventures of their own, against their theoretical Muslim liege lords, the
         various emirs and sultans along the North African shore. Rather than Muslim set against Christian in a chess-like conflict,
         it appeared more like a game of poker with a dozen players watching one another like hawks for the slightest weakness or advantage.
         Muslims would combine with Christians against other Muslim powers while the strong French alliance with the Ottoman Empire
         soon became a mainstay of diplomatic activity. Likewise, the leading Crusader monarch of his day would fake an international
         crusade in order to stab his Christian neighbour in the back while his guard was down.
      

      Here are the sort of details that time and time again get whitewashed from the record of heroic national achievement. The
         story had also matured from a set of brightly-coloured heroes and villains into a set of characters of varying shades of grey
         that all leached towards a darker-hued evil. It became difficult to extract any sense of a religious morality from the actions of either the Muslim
         or Christian leadership. However, what they had in common was an ability to harness the religious passions of their people
         for their own ends. The most depraved, ruthless and emotionally isolated leaders survived, while the kind, the considerate,
         the quietists and the compassionate only succeeded in bringing ruin on themselves and their communities. Those who knew how
         to brew up hatred, greed and fear, and twist them to their own ends, were the ones who succeeded in achieving the most astonishing
         transformations. About this there can be no doubt. And, in some bizarre fulfilment of these monstrous crimes, the sovereign
         lords of the world empires, King Philip II and Suleyman the Magnificent, for reasons of state, transformed themselves into
         Saturn-like demons who destroyed the lives of their own sons.
      

      The period covered in The Last Crusaders, between 1450 and 1590, changed the face of world history. The old patchwork of city-states, counties, duchies, emirates
         and sultanates were consumed by the creation of the first great nation states. This was the era when the complexities of ancient
         and medieval Persia were fused into the Shiite nation state of Iran, when multi-faith Anatolia was purged towards becoming
         Sunni Turkey, when the hotchpotch of Iberian kingdoms and their ancient communities of Jews and Muslims was tortured into
         becoming Catholic Spain. The modern borders of Algeria, Libya, Tunisia, Morocco, France, Spain, Portugal and Iran were defined
         by the needs of corsair captains and military garrisons. Perhaps most portentous of all for the future of our planet was the
         awful reality of Europeans’ first contact with the wider world. The discovery of the routes to the coasts of North and South
         America, West Africa, East Africa, southern Arabia, India and the Far East led to their rapid and efficient exploitation.
         These routes were discovered not by scientific explorers and mystically inclined scholar-saints, but by men formed in the
         brutal experience of the Last Crusades; by men who had become long accustomed to use the banner of religion to enslave, steal,
         murder, pillage and burn their way towards ever greater power, wealth and glory. The story of the Last Crusaders is a vast,
         rich, complex and bloody tapestry that stretches from the shores of Venezuela to forts on the African coast and along the
         shores of Arabia and southern India.
      
I have resisted the temptation to be polemical or judgemental, let alone indulge in political comparisons with our own troubled
         times. The analogies are too apparent, too frequent and too poignant to require this. The essential structure of the book
         remains focused on the conflict between the two rival states, the Ottoman and Habsburg empires and their leadership, shadowed
         by the concerns of the other powers such as Persia, Portugal, Austria and Morocco. But a desire for a simple narrative has
         been replaced by the greater requirements of the truth as it revealed itself, and by the wish to give the communities despoiled
         by this period of history their brief testament to place beside the proud deeds of conquering princes.
      

      We should all hear these stories at least once if we are to have any hope of understanding our modern age. For out of the
         conflicts of the Last Crusade emerged, almost by default, the very first of the European colonial empires. Portugal was propelled
         into becoming a world power, the first mercantile superstate (with bases in four continents) through waging her hundred-year
         Last Crusade against Morocco. It would be under the adapted banner of the Knights Templars that the first squadron of the
         Portuguese navy would conquer and kill its way along the coasts of India, East Africa and the East Indies. The commanders
         of this Portuguese conquest would win their entry into the chivalry of the Crusading Orders surrounded by dead Indians and
         Africans. In an exactly similar manner, the Spanish Crusade which conquered Muslim Granada in the fifteenth century would
         be the bloody role model for the creation of Spain’s new empires in the Caribbean and South America. Whether one looks at
         the history of modern Cuba, Venezuela, Brazil, Bolivia, Mexico or even of that great republic that stands to their north,
         the violence and the emerging racism of this continuation of the Last Crusade of Christendom is a historical reality that
         lives on to this day.
      

      So from the heartland of the familiar islands, beaches and cities of the central Mediterranean, the historical canvas of this
         book will now and then stretch to include the coasts of South America and China. This might seem ambitious, but it is the
         actions of some of the intriguing minor characters that take us on these journeys. No one can attempt to understand this pivotal
         age within the narrow frontiers of traditional, nation-based history. Hernan Cortes, having conquered Mexico in the name of
         the Emperor Charles V, would later stand at his shoulder, guarding him from the Arab cavalry that poured out of the walls
         of Algiers, and would beg him to once more return to the fray. How ironic that the man who with his own hands had imprisoned
         and murdered one Emperor – of Aztec Mexico – should act the supportive courtier to another. The Ottoman navy was led into
         battle by characters beyond the invention of any fiction. Barbarossa was Greek by blood but an Ottoman by birth and carved
         out an empire for himself in North Africa using exiles from Spain. One of his successors, the Ottoman admiral in chief, Uluj
         Ali, started life as a poor shepherd boy in the hills of southern Italy and only converted to Islam so that he could fight
         a man with a knife.
      

      Looking back over the book, those heroes of thirty and twenty years ago have all been replaced. Gone are the gilded statues
         of brazen kings, in their place a mirage-like vision of bustling self-governing communities of merchants which will soon be
         utterly destroyed. It is instructive to imagine the shape and complexity of the ancient Moroccan city of Ceuta (the one surviving
         daughter of Carthage) before its sack by the Portuguese; of Byzantine Constantinople aglow with the renaissance in learning
         encouraged by the Palaeologue dynasty before the Ottoman soldiery breached its walls; of the garden city of Lusignan Nicosia,
         the Gothick finials of its many abbeys and churches scented by orange blossom and shaded by palms; of Nasrid Granada in its
         bustling heyday, filled with silk merchants, bookbinders and Moorish and Jewish traders up from Malaga, Tlemcen and Timbuktu;
         of the courtyard colleges of the Hafsid Sultans hidden among the alleys of Tunis, piled high with ancient volumes of learning
         that will be burned by Spanish troops or used as litter for their horses. For all these ancient cosmopolitan cityscapes were
         destroyed by the march of new national armies, bound to one Imperial paymaster and one presumed faith, by new techniques of
         warfare, the new mastery of the forge, the shipwright and the gunpowder mills. Later, after the slaughter of their inhabitants,
         the cities themselves will be quarried. Delicate traceries of Gothic trelliswork will be felled, arcaded courtyards will be
         smashed open, glazed tiles, arabesque columns, slim brick arches and frescoed vaults will be used as infill in the monstrously
         thick, ramped parapets required to withstand the new order of weaponry, just as the carved and cut marble of antiquity is
         smelted into lime mortar. But these conquerors will also build with a confidence, an elegance and a serenity that has not
         yet been equalled, so that the contradictions of this period, the beauty and the cruelty, the achievement and the destruction,
         have never dulled. It is one of the pleasures of history to know about these fascinating, violent, clever, cynical, creative and
         ambitious characters but never to have lived among them.
      

      The Last Crusaders is divided into three parts, ‘Birth of New Powers’, ‘Struggle’ and ‘Destruction’, each of which chronicles a roughly forty-year
         period centred on the reign of one ruler. This allows for a specific national narrative. As a result, at the end of each part
         you are faced with a cumulative picture of the period viewed from four different perspectives: through the lenses of Portugal,
         Spain, Ottoman Turkey and the Corsairs of North Africa.
      

      Before embarking on the story it is useful first to look over the far horizons, to scan the four quarters of the globe and
         remind ourselves of the fates of the various nations – in short, to examine the shape of the Old World in both 1360 and 1415.
         Our starting date of 1360 is based on a shared experience – which broke through all the barriers of creed, class, faith and
         tongue. The Black Death knew no frontiers. It united city and hamlet, nomad and peasant, Islam with Christianity, in shared
         suffering, as the bubonic plague rolled and billowed across the frontiers of the Old World, removing a third of the population
         by 1350. But once the plague pits had been sealed with lime, the political structures and military boundaries remained remarkably
         unchanged, even if social and economic realities had shifted. Our second date of 1415 is taken from the sack of the Moroccan
         city of Ceuta, the almost accidental start of Portugal’s epic Crusade.
      

      In 1360 in the far north-west corner of the great continent of Eurasia there is a broken archipelago of islands scattered
         before the Atlantic Ocean. The Kingdom of the Three Leopards, England, has started to internalise its undoubted energies in
         a vicious cycle of dynastic feuds that will collectively become known as the Wars of the Roses. Its monarchs will only be
         able to achieve brief periods of national unity by launching aggressive invasions of France. Yet the major beneficiary of
         this violent period is to be neither England nor France but the Duchy of Burgundy, which nearly succeeds in creating the separate
         Kingdom of Burgundy out of the dense swath of rich cities between the Rhine and the Seine.
      

      Germany as defined by the wide frontiers of the Holy Roman Empire looks on the map as if it should be in a position to dominate
         commercially and politically the whole of Europe. This national frontier is, however, an imperial facade behind which exists a fractured
         mosaic of principalities, bishoprics, free cities, duchies and counties, all locked in ancient and vicious local rivalries.
         To the south of the Alps the Italian peninsula, with its rich density of cities separated by mountains and rivers, is even
         more politically dismembered than Germany. Yet the Italian city-states are old, rich, well armed and powerful enough to pursue
         their own murderous foreign policy agendas. Genoa is locked in perpetual rivalry with Venice. The large southern state of
         Naples (also known as the Kingdom of the Two Sicilies) occupies almost half the landmass of Italy and seems to offer the one
         instance of national unity. But it also stands as a perpetual warning, for over the centuries it has continually fallen into
         the hands of a succession of foreign dynasts, encouraging various French, German and Spanish monarchs to make use of Naples
         as a base for determined attempts to subdue all of Italy. At the centre of the Italian nation sit the Papal States, the source
         of at least half the machinations, disorder and instability that enliven Italian politics.
      

      To the west of Italy lies the Iberian Peninsula. The region is still considered by the rest of Europe to be a borderland,
         a relict war zone, subdivided between a handful of heroic crusading kingships, such as Navarre, Castile, Leon, Aragon and
         Portugal. On the far-eastern frontier of Europe is a triangle of elective monarchies, Poland, Lithuania and Hungary, whose
         frontiers and fighters can defeat even the strength of the Holy Roman Empire of Germany. However, a powerful and deeply entrenched
         aristocracy is indifferent, if not hostile, to any central leadership and is brutally exploitative of both local towns and
         the peasantry.
      

      To travel south or east of these Catholic kingdoms is to cross a cultural and linguistic frontier and enter the domain of
         Orthodoxy: the principalities, despotates and kingdoms of Wallachia, Moldovia, Serbia and Bulgaria. In the very far north
         stand a further half-dozen Orthodox principalities, such as the titular Grand Duchy of Vladimir, as well as those of Smolensk,
         Tver, Pskov and the northernmost republic of Novgorod. In the years after the Black Death they stood in a state of uneasy
         dependency on the Mongol Horde, the only undoubted world-class power of the period. Indeed none of these previous mentioned
         powers had the slightest chance of standing up to the vast cavalry armies of the Mongol Khans, the lineal heirs of Genghis
         Khan. The only thing that saved them was that they were on the poor north-western fringe of Eurasia and there were much richer pickings
         for the Mongols elsewhere.
      

      The Khanate of the Golden Horde straddled over southern Russia and Caucasia, existing as the westernmost extension of an ethnic
         alliance with its Mongol-Turkic cousins who ruled as Khans over all of Central Asia, China and the Middle East. Scattered
         over the old domains of the Byzantine Anatolia, some two dozen Turkic Emirs ruled over the area we now know as Turkey. Whether
         they paid tribute or not, they all acknowledged the leadership of the great Mongol Khanates.
      

      Only Egypt, of all the old lands of Islam, had been able successfully to resist the Mongols. To the west of Egypt, along the
         North African shore, there was no serious rival to the old Almohad Caliphate (that had ruled over all North Africa and southern
         Spain in its fundamentalist heyday), which had broken up into four rival states: the Nasrids of Granada, the Merenids of Morocco,
         the Zayyanids of western Algeria and the Hafsids of Tunisia, who bickered among one another for dominance.
      

      Two generations later, in 1415, surprisingly little has changed. In the centre of Asia, the irresistible power of the Mongol
         cavalry had once again been graphically demonstrated. For it was just ten years since Timur (often known as Tamburlane) had
         swept away every state, every army and every city that stood in his way, in a continuous series of campaigns fought between
         1367 and 1405. At the Battle of Ankara in 1402 the army of the young Ottoman Sultanate – which had emerged as the most dynamic
         of the half-dozen emirates that now ruled over Anatolia – was swept away. Only the Mameluke Sultans succeeded in defending
         Egypt.
      

      In an obscure westernmost corner of Europe in 1415, a Portuguese fleet was being prepared to raid the coast of their Muslim
         neighbour. It was believed that a foreign invasion would be good for national unity. This expedition, which sailed south from
         Lisbon to the Moroccan city of Ceuta, begins the epic of the Last Crusaders.
      

   



       


      PART ONE
Birth of New Powers
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      The Crusader Prince
of Portugal

      
      Henry the Navigator, 1415–60

      
      
         
         Treason doth never prosper; what’s the reason?

		 For if it prosper, none dare call it treason.

		 John Harrington

      

      
      Two vast limestone outcrops guard the union of the Atlantic with the Mediterranean. The sea that runs between them divides
         the continents of Africa and Europe. In fine weather the Strait of Gibraltar can be crossed in just a few hours, the habitual
         wind cutting up elegant crescents of white foam. But even on such a day you sense the power, strength and depth of the Strait,
         where beneath you run seven separate levels of ocean current. There are ancient rumours of drifting islands, subterranean
         tunnels, treacherous sandbanks left behind after the destruction of Atlantis and the ghostly tale of a lighthouse of copper
         and stone built by a heroic king.
      

      
      From the summits of either of the two limestone mountains you can, in principle, make a watch over the whole Strait, though
         the silhouettes of the Pillars of Hercules (as they are known) are liable to be half-hidden in a pale banner, a tell-tale
         slipstream of muggy cloud known as the Levanter. The mountain on the southern shore is known as Jebel Moussa – the mountain
         of Moses, a western counter-balance to the mountain in Sinai where the Prophet of God was spoken to through a burning bush. On its slopes are a number of caves and caverns, one of which is believed to have been used by the ‘Seven
         Sleepers’, who escaped the persecution of the pagan Roman Emperors and woke up after a sleep of a hundred years into the newborn
         world of Christendom. It is a miracle that is attested to by both Christian tradition and a verse of the Koran but also stands
         on ancient traditions of numerology. In the eastern lee of this sacred mountain stands an ancient trading city with a well-guarded
         port, situated on a long strategic promontory. It is known as Ceuta (Septem by the Romans) in honour of the Seven Sleepers,
         and is one of those urban survivals that, over two thousand years, passed from Phoenician to Roman to Byzantine and latterly
         Islamic rule in an unbroken heritage of the trading civilisation of the Mediterranean seas. Ceuta grew prosperous over the
         medieval centuries, for into its narrow streets poured every Moorish, Saharan and Jewish trader with an ear for business,
         both to exchange the goods of eastern and western Islam (the Mashraq and the Maghreb) and for the more animated barterings
         over the exotic products brought up by camel caravans from the far south: that precious litany of ebony, tusks of ivory, bales
         of ostrich feathers and quills of gold dust. It was a place of legendary activity, where twenty thousand merchants could be
         found seated in the honeycomb of booths that lined the alleys of the city’s marketplace.
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      The Straits of Gibraltar, with the fortress ports of Gibraltar, Ceuta and Tangier. Drawn for Sultan Suleyman by Piri Reis
         between 1524 and 1528.
      

      
      
      In times of peace, merchant-captains from the nations of Rum (the Christians) were allowed to base themselves in rented courtyards
         beside the harbours of Ceuta, so that men who sailed the Atlantic came here from Galicia as well as nearby Granada, Castile
         and Portugal. From the Rum of the Mediterranean came the merchants of Catalonia, Aragon, Valencia and Majorca, as well as
         their competitors from Pisa, Florence, Marseilles, Naples and Sicily. So, as well as the exotic scents and precious goods
         sold by well-established Moorish merchants in the market square, the harbour was also filled with ships bringing timber, pitch
         and barrels of salted cod from the Atlantic, along with the habitual staples of Mediterranean coastal trade: olive oil, corn,
         livestock and dried fruits.
      

      
      Ceuta’s strategic position and rich levy of customs dues meant that the high politics of its citadel was keenly fought over.
         From its earliest days Ceuta bent with the wind, saluted the new lord, the new empire, the better to get on with its own concerns.
         Some of this flavour of political finesse is remembered in the tale of Count Julian, the Byzantine governor of Ceuta who had
         made a tactical alliance with the Muslim Arab invaders in the eighth century. He had, so the story goes, sought to avenge
         the dishonour done to his daughter at the hands of a Visigothic king. So he lent his squadron of ships to Tariq, the young
         commander of the Muslim army based in Tangier, who began the invasion of Spain by landing on the other Pillar of Hercules,
         which henceforth bore his name: Jebel Tariq (‘Tariq’s Mountain’), Gibraltar. In the days of the Almohad Empire (which stretched
         throughout Spain and north-western Africa from 1060 to 1150), Sultan Abdel Moumen saw the Strait of Gibraltar as the centre
         of his power. To bring together all his governors, judges, feudatory tribal lords and vassal Christian princes in one great
         Royal Court, he built a glittering showpiece of power: the Medinat al-Fatih, ‘City of Victory’, which cascaded down the rocky
         slopes of Gibraltar, ornamented with gardens, aqueducts, towers and windmills. It was designed by the team of architects whose
         work at the Giralda in Seville and the Hassan Tower in Rabat still endures, though of the Medinat al-Fatih and its great centrepiece, the Tower of Homage, there is nothing left but a dream.
      

      
      By the middle of the thirteenth century the fundamentalist Almohad Empire had fractured into half a dozen dynastic states.
         Two of its political heirs, the Merenid Sultanate of Morocco and the Nasrid rulers of Granada, kept a close watch over the
         Strait of Gibraltar – and each other. They liked to keep a toehold in each other’s territory, both as a military bridgehead
         to help each other in times of need and as a secure exile for inconvenient members of their own families and an outpost for
         diplomatic intrigue and intelligence. By the end of the fourteenth century the Merenids of Morocco had turned Gibraltar into
         their northernmost naval base while the Nasrids of Granada kept control of Ceuta as their southern base. In both of these
         trading fortress cities changes of Sultan, as a result of dynastic schisms, military coups, mercurial alliances or counter-coups,
         were frequent. Except for a minor alteration in the script of a new minted coin or in the bidding prayer of the Friday sermon,
         these were changes that the population could ignore.
      

      
      On an August day in the year of 1415 such a transfer of power is once again being effected in Ceuta. Three young princes,
         who have fasted and spent the night in prayer, stand to the fore of a procession of noble young warriors. They are of the
         bloodline of Avis mixed with that of the English warrior king Edward III. They have processed through the city to the great
         mosque, which, having been scrubbed with salt, has been rededicated as a church. They advance to stand before their father,
         the fifty-year-old King of Portugal. John I, known to his people as both ‘the Great’ and ‘the Bastard’, is a powerfully built
         man with a squat frame that well matches his black eyes, dark complexion and determined chin. One by one the young princes
         advance and drop to their knees before their liege-lord father to be knighted. They are dubbed with swords that their English
         mother, Queen Philippa, had specially prepared for the event. She had not lived to see this day but on her deathbed the dying
         Queen had bestowed these bright new swords on her children and also requested them to renew their oaths to be good Christian
         knights, to honour justice and protect the weak. After she slipped away the Portuguese royal family very nearly cancelled
         the launching of the ‘great enterprise’ of the crusade against Ceuta, in grief at her death, though they knew she would have
         scorned such weakness.
      

      
      
      Philippa may not have been a beauty but she always cut an impressive figure: tall, willowy, fair-haired and armed with commanding
         authority. She was the daughter of John of Gaunt, niece of the Black Prince (England’s Achilles) and granddaughter of Edward
         III, the founder of the first order of English chivalry, the Garter. She set an uplifting example to her children, her husband
         and her adopted Kingdom of Portugal, which had been through confusing times before her arrival. It was her unvarying custom
         to begin each day with a recitation of her Book of Hours (which followed the Salisbury ritual) and on Friday mornings she
         habitually worked her way through the entire Psalter before touching her breakfast.
      

      
      How proud Queen Philippa would have been of this moment, the knighting of her sons on the field of battle. Right from the
         start she had thrown her whole support behind the ‘great enterprise’, which had now proved a triumphant success. The Moorish
         trading city of Ceuta had been seized by her three sons, Dom Duarte (Edward),1 Dom Pedro (Peter) and Dom Henrique (Henry), all serving under their father’s command. None of the boys would ever forget
         this defining moment in their lives, but what tangled fates awaited them: one became an obsessive scholar-hermit and patron
         of navigators, another died of grief at what he had inflicted on his brother, and the third would be murdered by his own nephew.
      

      
      From the citadel at the top of the city on that same day in August 1415 you could survey the rooftops of Ceuta’s packed, narrow
         streets and pick out the mosque towers, the area of the two ports and the silhouette of the great mountain that stands to
         the west. Over the previous three days you would have observed the slow death of a city and a civilisation. Ceuta had not
         been consumed with flames but with cries of anguish as its places of worship were defiled, the strong front doors of the houses
         were broken down and rooms methodically looted. The inhabitants were hunted down, dragged from the rooftops and attics, hidden
         cellars and old cisterns in which they had hidden, then abused, brutalised and the women repeatedly raped. Later many of the
         captives were tortured, mostly for the sheer inexpressible pleasure of watching the enemy dance in pain, but also to find
         out who was worth keeping alive (to sell as a skilled slave or to be ransomed) and where they might have hidden their treasures
         – be it coin, a bin of dry corn or some pretty child. Ceuta was rich in treasures. In the words of one of the astonished Portuguese soldiers, ‘Our poor house looked like pigsties in comparison with those of Ceuta.’
      

      
      The sack of Ceuta took place over three days, its tortures and cruelties not only sanctioned by law and tradition but underwriting
         the whole mechanism of war. The peasants who had been recruited to serve as foot-soldiers in the invading Crusader army relished
         the sack most intensely, for all the accumulated abuse, humiliation and victimisation that they and their families had endured
         could at last be repaid. As a famous French general, Marshal de Saxe, would candidly confess many years later, ‘The thing
         that keeps all soldiers so cheerful and makes them work with superhuman energy is the promise I made to them that they could
         plunder the town, if they took it by storm.’ Three days was hardly long enough to balm the invaders’ ancient hurts, but what
         deep pleasure they must have derived from this long-awaited reversal of roles. Those proud inhabitants of a great city, those
         tithe- and rent-collecting, mortgage-possessing merchants, those clever lawyers and men of letters at last learned what it
         is to suffer, to be forced to remain quite still and powerless as they witnessed the suffering of their loved ones. Even Grotius,
         that principled Swiss lawyer, one of the first Westerners to try to improve and codify the practice of war in order to reduce
         its horrors, had to allow that ‘the slaughter of infants and women is allowed to have impunity, as comprehended in that right
         of war’.
      

      
      The sacking of a city was like a containable medieval revolution. A monarch recruited all the toughest, most vicious and ambitious
         men from the peasantry and the impoverished gentry and, once in a while, gave them permission to play out all their otherwise
         unattainable erotic dreams and desire for power. There were no prohibitions during the sack. But, just as in a fairy story,
         such magical departures from normality have to end promptly, in this case with the strike of the bell at the end of the third
         day. But there were always some who had forgotten the rules, or who had progressed from the hurting of humans to the damage
         of buildings (which belonged by the act of conquest to the King) or who were too drunk or delirious with the glow of unaccustomed
         power to hear the tocsin ringing out. So it was also quite the custom for the commander of the army to hang a few soldiers
         to show that social order had returned. The gallows might be a tree, gatehouse or tower. Another act of returning order was
         the solemn procession, for which everyone reassembled in their rank and place, so that thanks for the victory could be offered to God. In Ceuta this also entailed the conversion of the great Friday prayer mosque into a
         cathedral dedicated to Our Lady of Africa.
      

      
      Only then could King John start taking firm possession of his property, by positioning guards on the gates of looted warehouses
         and palaces and tidying up the defences that had been slighted during the siege. The streets, recently witness to such scenes
         of horror, waited for the memories of carnage to fade away. Ceuta’s old bustling market square lay empty, flanked by the city’s
         great Muslim edifices: the mosques and their associated bath-houses, the covered alleys of the bazaar and the elegant series
         of interconnecting courtyards where merchants lodged and students had been taught to follow the example of the city’s celebrated
         sons, the scholar-geographer El-Idrisi and the ‘St Francis’ of Morocco, the much-loved saint of the poor, Sidi Bel Abbes (who
         we shall meet again right at the end of this tale, this time as an angelic force, wrapped in a grey cloak, riding a grey horse
         and urging his followers into one last battle against the Portuguese Crusaders).
      

      
      Commercial life was far from dead. There were frantic scenes of trading in the camps and on quaysides as victorious soldiers
         disposed of their bundles of loot and strings of captives for ready coin. For those with an eye and ready cash there were
         great bargains to be picked up and many a great aristocratic collection of art treasures owes its existence to the flea markets
         which arose among the army tents after the sack of a city.
      

      
      News of this great victory spread quickly around the Christian world. It was the habit of the time for victors to send letters
         filled with the news of their success to the other courts of Christendom. And since there had been no crusade from Western
         Christendom against the Islamic world for well over a century, despite much talk, there was rejoicing that Portugal, the poorest,
         most southerly, most westerly, most isolated of all the Christian kingdoms, had shown that this chivalric ideal was not lost.
         And, most crucially, the Portuguese had won the day. Crusading had fallen out of fashion in Christian Europe simply because
         of a critical lack of success. After two centuries of activity the Crusades had stopped not for any lack of men or money,
         or any diminution of zeal for conquest and gold, let alone guilt for the murderous crimes of the Fourth Crusade (1202–4),
         the scandal of child slavery or the rivalries exposed between Genoa and Venice, England and France, Emperor and Pope. They
         had ceased because of a long string of significant and painful defeats. In 1244 Jerusalem, after being held by Christians for
         twenty-six years by treaty, was reconquered by a Muslim army. Five years later Louis IX of France and his invading army were
         defeated and taken prisoner at Mansura in Egypt by that country’s army. Military catastrophe struck again in 1270, when Louis
         IX and a second army of Crusaders landed outside Tunis and then melted away into the sands of Carthage suffering from chronic
         dysentery. Twenty years later these two experiences were shown not to be chance instances of ill fortune but a true reckoning
         of military capability. For in 1291 the best-defended city, the triple-walled citadel of Acre (on the coast of the Holy Land
         near today’s frontier between Lebanon and Israel), which could be endlessly resupplied and reinforced through its closely
         guarded port, defended by the flower of Europe, fell to the direct assault of a besieging army led by the ruler of Egypt,
         the Mameluke Sultan Baybars. It was such a straightforward test of military power that the last remaining Crusader fortress
         ports along this coast, at Tyre, Beirut and Sidon, were abandoned in the immediate aftermath. If Acre could fall, nothing
         was safe. This was also the period when the last remnants of the Crusader duchies established by the Fourth Crusade were formally
         dissolved by the Palaeologue dynasty of Byzantium.
      

      
      It was in reaction to this series of decisive military defeats that many of the leading monarchs of Christendom had sought
         out a convenient scapegoat. Edward I of England persecuted the Jews while in France King Philip IV destroyed the Crusading
         Order the Knights Templars using a familiar pattern of private torture and public confession at showpiece trials for treason.
         The two monarchs were enriched by their crimes, both in material goods and as a result of debts which they no longer had to
         pay, for the Jews of York and the Knights Templars in Paris had both foolishly acted as bankers to kings.
      

      
      The Portuguese victory at Ceuta was all the more welcome in that it came after the dismal fate of Christendom had been aggravated
         by the Black Death and such ruinous internal conflicts as the Hundred Years War (1337–1453), which had wasted France with
         civil war and brought armed bands of murderous English to her lands. But that victory had been a very close-run thing. There
         was nothing preordained about the success of Portugal’s great crusading enterprise. The resources of most of King John’s key
         supporters had been locked up in loans to equip a fleet which had been weakened by plague just before it was about to sail.
         His careful attempts to keep the destination of the attack a secret, at a time when rumours were being disseminated about an
         intended Portuguese strike against the Dutch, were undermined when the invasion fleet advanced rapidly towards North Africa
         but was then becalmed off the Algarve coast for a week. When they did at last catch a wind that took them to the shores of
         Ceuta, the Portuguese had but half a day to land an advance guard, before the wind transformed itself into a storm which blew
         them straight back towards Europe. Yet this shattering misfortune was transmuted into their greatest stroke of luck, for the
         Muslim garrison at Ceuta, having destroyed the small Portuguese invasion force, watched the scattering of the fleet and relaxed
         their guard. But instead of accepting defeat, the Portuguese had decided on one last effort. Prince Dom Henrique led an armada
         of small boats straight for the beach and swiftly seized control of the port gate, losing just eight men. The city’s defences
         then fell apart like a ripe fig as the rest of the Portuguese army stormed ashore, pouring though the captured gatehouse to
         fight its way up through the streets to the citadel.
      

      
      On 2 September the victorious Portuguese fleet set sail for the return journey to Lisbon. Accounts differ as to its size,
         putting it at between sixty and two hundred ships. King John had appointed Dom Pedro de Meneses to be the commander of Ceuta
         and left him with a garrison of three thousand men. Dom Pedro had been given an olive wand as his staff of office, a ritual
         that continues to this day in the Spanish-ruled city. Despite this saving on regalia, the garrisoning of Ceuta was a big commitment
         for the Portuguese in terms of both men and money. But to have done otherwise, to have torched the city or sold it back to
         its Sultan, would have diminished their great victory. And King John was shrewd enough to see that there were many ways in
         which to make political capital out of the success of the ‘great enterprise’ against Ceuta. The affecting scene which he presented
         to the courts of Europe, of himself as a valiant old Crusader knighting his sons on the field of battle against the Moors,
         was a promising start.
      

      
      Up until this time King John had not been considered much of a brother monarch by the other rulers of Christendom. He had
         reached the throne of Portugal in an unorthodox, if not Macbeth-like ascension. As the illegitimate son of a Portuguese prince
         he had broken into the royal palace, killed the regent of the day, expelled the widowed Queen and seized power for himself.
         He had managed to sustain himself on the throne only because the two principal cities of Portugal, the bustling ports of Lisbon and Oporto, had enthusiastically
         thrown their support behind the young adventurer. They had seen him as a national saviour who might stop the inevitable, a
         sell-out by the landed nobility of Portugal to their powerful neighbour, the Spanish kingdom of Castile–Leon. In due course
         the expected counter-attack against young John’s usurpation took place. An army composed of heavily armoured Castilian and
         Portuguese knights advanced into Portugal, supposedly marching in support of the legitimist heir. But on 14 August 1385, in
         a day that has often been compared to Agincourt, King John and the Portuguese archers shot down this army of knights on the
         field of Aljubarrota. It was the single, decisive act that confirmed John’s hold on the throne. The victory of the humble
         bowmen of Portugal, gathered around their young king, over foreigners and ‘treacherous nobility’ also confirmed John the Bastard
         as the popular national champion.
      

      
      In the aftermath of this military success John was able to complete the destruction of his enemies by confiscating the estates
         of many noble families who had sided with Castile–Leon. This allowed him to reward his allies. So he created a new governing
         class largely drawn from the citizens of Lisbon and Oporto, the enterprising merchants, educated clerks, guild officials and
         lawyers who had first backed him. In short John proved himself to be a thoroughly Renaissance prince. As well as posing as
         a folk hero to the arraia-miuda, the peasantry who had fought for him, John also set his lawyers to retrospectively smooth his assumption of the throne.
         They cleared a legal path to his usurpation by deciding that all his dynastic rivals were illegitimate too. Indeed, being
         a bastard at this time proved a useful start to a career at court. The Constable of Portugal, John’s chief military officer,
         had two such blots on his family history. And he was not alone. During the King’s reign two archbishops, five bishops, nine
         deans, seventy-two canons and six hundred priests received official dispensation to legitimise their bastard children. John
         himself had a pair of children, born out of wedlock to his mistress Ines Pires.2

      
      King John the Bastard’s reputation as a successful Crusader was particularly relevant in the Iberian Peninsula, where the
         various different kingdoms gloried in the centuries-long reconquest of territory from the Moors. Portugal, one of the five
         Iberian kingdoms (alongside Navarre, Leon, Castile and Aragon) had played a vital role. However, from the late-thirteenth-century Castile–Leon had extended its
         power and excluded any of its neighbours from any further chance of territorial expansion by pushing its own frontiers right
         down to the Mediterranean and Atlantic shores. So, after 150 years of Portugal’s being elbowed out of the limelight by Castile,
         its capture of Ceuta put it back at centre stage. This may also have helped to keep at bay a slight sense of unease caused
         by too great a knowledge of Crusading history. For, though its people tried to forget it, Portugal owed its origin to Castile–Leon:
         back in the eleventh century the ‘County of Portucale’ had been given as a feudal grant to an adventurous Crusader by a king
         of Leon.
      

      
      The victory at Ceuta also gave a renewed sense of purpose to Portugal’s Crusading Orders. In the rest of Christendom the Knights
         of St John of the Hospital of Jerusalem (or Knights Hospitallers) and the Knights Templars had emerged as great land-owning
         forces. In Portugal, owing to the proximity of Muslim neighbours, these two pan-European knightly orders had been reinforced
         by two local versions, the Knights of Avis and those of Santiago. The commanders of these orders held positions of great military
         importance in Portugal. Indeed it was from his position as Commander of the Knights of Avis that young John had first launched
         his murderous coup d’état against the regent. The victorious crusade allowed the King to fulfil his destiny as the Commander of Avis and to strengthen
         his control over these powerful institutions. And he had made certain that one of his younger sons, Prince Henrique (Henry),
         had been appointed Commander of the Order of Christ, a new Portuguese Crusading Order created in 1319 to absorb all the knights,
         priories, castles and traditions of the Templars, after their formal suppression in the rest of Europe.
      

      
      But how was possession of the Crusade-conquered Ceuta to be paid for? The Kingdom of Portugal was one of the poorest in Europe,
         so much so that it was incapable of striking a gold coinage. There was no shame in making use of the Florentine florin or
         the Venetian ducat – which all the world treasured – but having to use the coinage of its alltoo-powerful neighbour, Castile–Leon,
         had many unsatisfactory connotations, ancient and modern. No, if Portugal was to survive at all, it had to make its own future.
         It was the genius of King John to recognise the futility of engaging in a border war with Castile–Leon and to look instead
         to the maritime horizon for its future.
      

      
      
      All sorts of mercantile treasures found their way back to Lisbon from Ceuta with the victorious army, but the Portuguese soon
         found that Ceuta’s role as the great entrepôt of the western Mediterranean had been killed off by their occupation. The city
         was besieged by the surrounding tribesmen of the mountains, and the Moorish merchants of North Africa were quick to divert
         the trans-Saharan caravan trade to other ports, such as the anchorage of Badis, sheltered by the Rif mountains to the east
         of Ceuta, and to the neighbouring city of Tangier, just two days’ ride to the west of Ceuta. Although Morocco was used to
         the threat from seaborne northern invaders, be they Vandals or Visigoths or Vikings or Crusaders, the Portuguese were the
         first to place a garrison on African soil rather than sail away with their loot.
      

      
      There was enormous pressure on the political leaders of North Africa to lead an army to expel these murderous invaders, a
         real, clear and unanswerable case for a just struggle, for jihad. Although the popular will was tangibly manifest and reflected by a series of thunderous sermons in the Friday mosques, political
         realities delayed any effective immediate response. The Portuguese had seized Ceuta not from the fractured Moroccan Merenid
         state but from the Nasrid dynasty of Muslim Granada. The Nasrids, who also held Gibraltar in this period, had made themselves
         many enemies in Morocco, for their interference had reduced the great Merenid Sultanate into three rival emirates, based on
         the cities of Fez, Meknes and Marrakesh. None of these rival emirs cared to lead an army away to the far-northern coast, giving
         their rivals an opportunity to stab them in the back. Also to be worked out was the question of future sovereignty. And who
         would become the master of a reconquered Muslim Ceuta? Should it be returned to the Nasrids of Granada or transferred to Morocco?
         While these issues were being resolved, the Portuguese had time to upgrade their defences.
      

      
      Over the winter of 1418 the old Merenid Sultan of Fez, Abu Said Uthman, finally succeeded in patching up a truce with his
         uncle in Meknes and his cousin in Marrakesh
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