

[image: ]



Also by Robyn Young



Brethren

Crusade

Requiem


Acknowledgements











Writing a novel is a prolonged, unwieldy task, seldom accomplished in its entirety by one single person. This was no exception and I’d like to thank the following people for their help along the way. First, the guides and curators I met across Scotland and Wales, who spoke with such knowledge and passion about the history of the many castles, abbeys and battlegrounds I visited, with added thanks to Clair for the incredible ride through Glen Trool. My gratitude goes to Jane Spooner at the Tower of London for taking the time to show me round and offering invaluable insights into the history of the place. Thank you to John Dudeney for not letting his horses kill me and for the terrifying, but rewarding year in the paddock . . . I have so much more respect for the skill of my knights now. A sincere thank you to Ken Hames for talking to me so frankly and incisively about his combat experiences, which gave me a deeper glimpse into the psyche of war. I owe a great deal to historian Marc Morris, author of A Great and Terrible King, for reading so thoroughly and for the weight of knowledge he brought to bear on the manuscript. Without scholars of his calibre, many of whose works I plundered for treasures, this novel would not exist. Thanks also to Richard Foreman for the valuable introductions. My gratitude to the writers’ group for editorial gems and the pleasure of shared words, with special thanks to Niall Christie for the reading and to dear friend and fellow writer C.J. Sansom for an ear in the dark days. To the rest of my friends and family, but most especially to Lee – thank you, your support and love mean more than you know. 

Much appreciation goes as ever to my fantastic agent, Rupert Heath, also to Dan Conaway at Writers House, the team at the Marsh Agency and indeed all the publishers who work on the international editions. Last, but certainly not least, my gratitude to all at Hodder & Stoughton, whose great commitment to the books continues to overwhelm me. Extra special thanks are due to my wonderful editor, Nick Sayers, to Anne, Laura, Emma, and the fabulous sales and marketing teams and often unsung heroes: copy-editor, proof reader and the art and production teams.


[image: art]


Ah God! how often Merlin said the truth

In his prophecies, if you read them!

Now are the two waters united in one

Which have been separated by great mountains;

And one realm made of two different kingdoms

Which used to be governed by two kings.

Now are the islanders all joined together

And Albany reunited to the regalities

Of which king Edward is proclaimed lord.

Cornwall and Wales are in his power

And Ireland the great at his will.

There is neither king nor prince of all the countries

Except king Edward, who has thus united them . . .



Peter Langtoft (English chronicler d. c.1307)
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It was the voice of God. And God was furious.    

The king’s butler, weaving between the trestles and benches, winced as the sky cracked open in another ugly roar that bellowed into the distance. Across the crowded hall one of the younger servants bowed his head in what the old butler took to be prayer. The storm was on top of them, bearing down on the towers and battlements, smothering the bruised afternoon light and plunging the castle into early midnight. The sense of dread, stirred several months earlier with the rumours, had now reached such a height that even Guthred – having scoffed at all the talk – couldn’t fail to feel it.

At the next lightning strike he glanced up into the riddle of beams far above the feverish torchlight, wondering what would happen if it struck the roof. He saw a biblical scene: white fire raining down, charred bodies strewn across the floor, knives and goblets still gripped in their fists. Would they rise the way they fell? He looked at the jug in his liver-spotted hands. Would he? Half closing his eyes, Guthred formed the beginnings of a supplication, then stopped short. It was nonsense. It was these terrible March storms that had caused the old wives to fret and the clerics to proclaim. But, as he continued his journey between the tables, it was hard to ignore the voice that murmured a reminder that the rumours had begun long before the north had opened its maw and howled down snow and gale and thunder upon Scotland.

Gripping the jug firmly lest he spill a drop of the precious liquid inside, the butler climbed the wooden stairs of the dais that straddled one end of the great hall. With each step he rose above the heads of the lords, royal officials, servants, dogs and hangers-on that jostled for space and attention below. Guthred had already seen the ushers, on the steward’s command, remove several youths who had managed to steal uninvited into the hall. Feast days were always chaotic: the stables became overcrowded, a lord’s lodgings weren’t readied, messages went awry, servants became clumsy in their haste and their masters hot-tempered. Still, despite these difficulties and the afternoon’s turbulent weather, the king seemed in good humour. He was laughing at something the Bishop of Glasgow had just said as Guthred approached. The king’s face was flushed with drink and the fierce heat that buffeted from the hall’s hearths, and he had spilled something on his robe. Around the table that spanned the dais, the straw, fresh that morning, was sticky underfoot with crumbs of honey cake, drops of wine and globs of bloody gravy. Guthred eyed the panoply of silver platters and vessels, able to tell, with a discreet incline of his head, whose goblet needed filling. The voices of the eight men who sat to either side of the king were loud, in competition with the storm and each other, and the old butler had to lean in close to make himself heard.

‘More wine, my lord?’

Without interrupting his conversation, King Alexander offered up his goblet, larger than the others and encrusted with gems. ‘I thought we had laid this matter to rest already,’ he said, addressing the man to his left. After the butler finished pouring the crimson wine, the king took a draught.

‘Forgive me, my lord,’ replied the man, placing a hand over his own goblet when the butler went to fill it, ‘but the request for—’

‘Thank you, Guthred,’ said the king, as the butler moved on to the Bishop of Glasgow, who had his cup out ready.

The man’s jaw tightened. ‘My lord, the request for the release of the prisoner comes directly from my brother-in-law and as both his kinsman and Justiciar of Galloway it would be remiss of me not to afford his plea the attention it deserves.’

King Alexander frowned as John Comyn’s dark eyes continued to scrutinise him. The Lord of Badenoch’s long face was waxy in the torchlight, his expression as sober as his clothes: a black woollen cloak, trimmed all around the shoulders with the grizzled pelt of a wolf that matched his hair so exactly it was hard to tell where he ended and wolf began. The device on the surcoat he wore beneath was just visible: a red shield embroidered with three white sheaves of wheat. The king was struck by how like his father the Red Comyn was – the same cold demeanour and joyless expression. Were all Comyn men like this? Was it something in their blood? Alexander’s gaze roved along the table to the Earl of Buchan, head of the Black Comyns, named, as the Red Comyn was, by the colour of his arms: a black shield decorated with the three wheat sheaves. Alexander was rewarded with long, pinched features and a guarded stare. If they weren’t such able officials, he might have excluded all of them from his court years ago. Truth be told, the Comyns made him uneasy. ‘As I said, I will think on it. Thomas of Galloway was imprisoned over fifty years ago. No doubt he will be able to bear another few weeks in his cell.’

‘Even a day must seem an eternity to an innocent man.’ John Comyn spoke lightly, but the challenge was unmistakable.

‘Innocent?’ Alexander’s blue eyes narrowed. He set down his goblet, his humour spent. ‘The man rebelled against my father.’

‘The man was but a boy, my lord. It was the people of Galloway who chose him as their leader.’

‘And my father saw that they paid for it in blood.’ Alexander’s tone was vehement, the drink running hot in him, mottling his face. ‘Thomas of Galloway was a bastard. He had no right to be lord and the people knew it.’

‘They were faced with an unpalatable choice – to be ruled by a bastard, or else see their land divided between three daughters. Surely you can understand their plight, Lord King?’

Alexander caught something sly in Comyn’s tone. Was the Lord of Badenoch trying to insinuate that his own situation was in any way comparable to what had happened in Galloway over half a century ago? Before he could decide, a cool voice sounded from further along the table.

‘You are keeping our gracious host from his meal with your talk, Sir John. The council is over.’

John Comyn’s eyes flicked to the speaker. As he met the calm gaze of James Stewart, the high steward, his poised veneer slipped momentarily, unmasking a glint of hostility, but before he could respond, the forceful voice of Robert Wishart, the Bishop of Glasgow, rang out.

‘Well spoken, Sir James. Our mouths now are for the eating and for praising the Good Lord for His bounteous gifts.’ Wishart raised his goblet. ‘This wine is remarkable, my lord. From Gascony, is it?’

The king’s response was lost in an almighty clap of thunder that set the dogs off and caused the Bishop of St Andrews to spill his drink.

Wishart grinned fiercely. ‘If this is indeed the Day of Judgement then we shall arise with our bellies full!’ He took a deep drink that stained the corners of his mouth. The Bishop of St Andrews, as thin and grave as Wishart was stout and animated, began to protest at these words, but Wishart spoke over him. ‘You know as well as I, your grace, if every day proclaimed to be the Day of Judgement had been we would have risen a dozen times over by now!’

The king went to speak, but stopped, seeing a familiar face moving through the crowd below. It was one of the squires from the queen’s household, a capable Frenchman named Adam. His travelling cloak glistened in the torchlight and his hair was plastered dark against his head with rain. As Adam passed one of the hearths, the king could see the cold curling off him as mist. The squire hastened up the dais steps.

‘My lord.’ Adam paused before the king to bow and catch his breath. ‘I bring a message from Kinghorn.’

‘In this tempest?’ questioned Wishart, as the squire leaned in and began to speak quietly to the king.

As Adam finished, a smile played at the corners of Alexander’s mouth and the flush of wine on his cheeks spread down his throat. ‘Adam, go and fetch Tom from his lodgings. Tell him to bring my cloak and have my horse saddled. We leave for Kinghorn at once.’

‘As you wish, my lord.’

‘Has something happened?’ enquired the Bishop of St Andrews, as the squire hastened across the dais. ‘The queen, she is . . .?’

‘The queen is well,’ said Alexander, smiling fully now. ‘She requests my company.’ He got to his feet. There was a loud scraping of benches and shuffling of feet as all the occupants of the hall rose with him, some nudging drink-addled neighbours to follow suit. The king raised his hands and voice to address them. ‘Please, be seated. I must take my leave. But stay, all of you, enjoy the festivities.’ He gestured to his harper, who at once began to play, the metallic notes climbing over the roar of the wind.

As the king stepped from the table, James Stewart moved in front of him. ‘My lord, wait until morning,’ he murmured. ‘It is a foul day for travel, especially on that road.’

The king paused at the concern in the steward’s face. Glancing back, he saw the same worry in the eyes of the other men at his table, with the exception of John Comyn who had leaned over to talk quietly with his kinsman, the Earl of Buchan. For a moment the king hesitated, on the brink of returning to his seat and calling Guthred back with more wine. But something stronger compelled him. That last thing Comyn had said remained with him like a bitter aftertaste. Surely you can understand their plight? Alexander could, all too well, for the matter of succession had plagued him for two long years, ever since the day when the heir in whom all his hopes had been placed had followed his wife, his daughter and his youngest son to the grave with devastating finality. With the death of his eldest boy, Alexander’s line had been cut short, like a song halted before the chorus. It continued now only as a faint echo across the North Sea, in the form of his three-year-old granddaughter, Margaret, child of his dead daughter and the King of Norway. Yes, Alexander understood very clearly the unpalatable choice that had faced the people of Galloway fifty years ago, when their lord had died without male issue.

‘I must go, James.’ The king’s voice was quiet, but firm. ‘It is almost six months since my wedding night and still Yolande is without child, not for want of trying. If she takes my seed tonight, God willing, I could have an heir by this time next year. I can chance a storm for that.’ Removing the gold circlet he had been wearing through the council and the feast, Alexander handed it to the steward. He pushed a hand through his hair, flattened where the band had lain. ‘I will return soon.’ He paused, his eyes on John Comyn. ‘In the meantime, you can tell the Lord of Badenoch I will grant his brother-in-law’s request.’ Alexander’s eyes glinted. ‘But wait until tomorrow.’

James’s mouth twitched in the beginnings of a smile. ‘My lord.’

Alexander strode across the dais, following in the squire’s muddy footsteps, the gold on his scarlet robe glittering. As the doorward bowed and pushed open the hall’s double doors, the king swept through, the notes of the harp fading behind him.

Once outside, the force of the storm struck the king like a fist. Icy rain stung his face, half blinding him as he made his way down the steps to the courtyard. He flinched as lightning ripped through the sullen sky. The clouds were so low they seemed to skim the rooftops of the buildings that stretched before him to the inner walls, below which the ground fell sharply away to the outer defences. From his high vantage point, the king could look right over the line of the outer walls to the royal town of Edinburgh that tumbled eastwards down the spine of the great rock on which the castle perched.

In the distance, at the foot of the hill, he made out the pale silhouette of Holyrood Abbey, behind which black slabs of rock reared into windswept cliffs that disappeared in cloud. To the north, the land levelled out into grazing pastures and crop fields, then marshes that slipped into the vast expanse of the Firth of Forth, which the English called the Scottish Sea. Over that stretch of water, illuminated by muted after-flickers of lightning, were the wooded hills of Fife and the track he must take. Kinghorn, twenty miles away, seemed further than it ever had before. Thinking of the Bishop of St Andrews doom-laden words that when the Day of Judgement came this would certainly be its temperament, Alexander faltered on the bottom step, the rain pelting him. But, then, seeing Adam sprinting towards him, he forced his feet down into the mud, holding in his mind a vision of his young bride waiting for him in a warm bed. There would be spiced wine and firelight.

‘My lord, Tom has taken ill,’ called Adam, raising his voice above the gale. He was carrying the king’s travelling cloak.

‘Ill?’ Alexander’s brow furrowed as the squire draped the fur-lined garment around his shoulders. Tom, who had served him for over thirty years, always travelled with him. Adam might be capable, but he was the queen’s favourite, having come to Scotland in her retinue last autumn. ‘Tom was well this afternoon. Has the physician seen him?’

‘He says there is no need,’ answered Adam, guiding the king across the waterlogged ground. ‘Watch your step here, Sire.’

There were lanterns burning ahead, the flames inside like caged birds, fluttering and beating at the glass. The whinnies of horses and the calls of men hung on the wind.

‘Who will escort me?’

‘Tom sent Master Brice in his place.’

Alexander’s frown deepened as Adam led the way into the stables. The pungent odour of straw and dung clogged his nostrils.

‘My lord king,’ greeted the stable-master. He was leading a handsome grey courser. ‘I saddled Winter for you myself, although I could hardly believe it when Master Brice told me you were leaving in this weather.’

Alexander’s gaze moved to Brice, a taciturn, rather slow-witted man who had been in his service for less than a month, hired to help out Tom who had been stretched looking after the king with a new bride. Alexander had been meaning to ask the steward to find him someone better, but what with the preparations for today’s council he hadn’t found the time. Brice bowed, but said nothing. Grunting his displeasure and feeling suddenly all too sober, Alexander pulled on the riding gloves the stable-master handed to him. As he climbed on to the block and swung into the saddle, his robe hitched up around his hose, already hemmed black with mud. He would have changed had he not been worried about losing what was left of the day. While the stable-master tightened the girth with a firm tug that caused Winter to stamp impatiently, the two squires mounted the horses that had been led out of the stalls for them. Both were palfreys, smaller and lighter than the king’s beast. Adam was on a fresh horse, his own having been spent on the ride to Edinburgh.

The stable-master’s voice followed them out into the rain. ‘God speed, my lord.’

Adam led the way through the castle courtyard, the horses sure on the well-worn ground. It was not yet evening, but already there were torches burning in the windows of the gatehouse, the rough dark pushing against the light. The guards hauled open the gates and the three men made their way down the steep track beyond. The gatehouse was soon looming sheer above them on the black rocks, the torchlight turning the windows into amber eyes. As they passed through a second gate in the lower walls, the guards greeted the king with surprise.

The main street that led through the town was running with rainwater, but empty of people or carts and the king and his squires quickened their pace. The wild wind tore at their cloaks and hair, and by the time they reached the town limits they were soaked and frozen. From here they sped out across the miles of open country towards the Firth of Forth, leaving Edinburgh far behind them.

At Dalmeny, buffeted by the gusts coming off the estuary, they dismounted outside the ferry-master’s lodgings. It was fully dark now. While Adam banged on the door, the king stared out across the two-mile stretch of swollen, inky water. Lightning pulsed above the distant hills and thunder came rolling like a wave towards him. The storm was moving north over Fife.

The ferry-master opened the door, holding a lantern. ‘Yes?’ he said in gruff Scots. ‘Ah, it’s you again.’ Peering past Adam, the ferry-master looked taken aback when he saw the king’s face in the glow from his light. ‘My lord!’ He pulled the door wider. ‘I beg your pardon. Please, come in from the rain.’

‘I’m headed for Kinghorn,’ said Alexander, switching briskly from the French he had been speaking all day in council into the blunt Scots-English dialect.

‘In this gale?’ The ferry-master looked worriedly down the slip of sand beyond his house to where the broad shadow of the ferry rocked in the black. ‘I wouldn’t say that would be wise.’

‘Your king has given you a command,’ responded Adam sharply. ‘He doesn’t need to know what you think of it.’

Pulling up his hood against the rain, the ferry-master moved past Adam to the king. ‘My lord, I implore you, wait until morning. I can provide lodgings here for you and your men. It won’t be well fit, but it will be dry.’

‘You were happy enough to row my man across earlier.’

‘That was long before this storm blew in proper. Now – well, my lord, it is simply too perilous.’

Alexander’s impatience erupted. At every step he seemed to be thwarted in his attempts to reach his wife. ‘If you are afraid then I will have my squires take the oars. But either way, I will cross tonight!’

The ferry-master bowed his head in consternation. ‘Yes, my lord.’ He went to head into his lodgings, then turned back. ‘Our Lord God knows I could not die better than in the company of your father’s son.’

Alexander clenched his jaw as the ferry-master disappeared inside.

He returned shortly with six men, all of them monks from Dunfermline Abbey that had owned the right to run the ferry from the distant days of St Margaret. Their woollen habits and sandals must have afforded little protection from the biting wind, but they didn’t complain as they guided the king down to the water’s edge. Behind came Brice and Adam, who had looped the iron stirrups of the horses through the leather straps to keep them from swinging against the animals on the voyage.

The crossing was long and uncomfortable, the men bowed beneath the ceaseless pounding of the rain on their hoods, the horses disturbed by the vessel’s erratic motion. Spray skimmed off the choppy surface and coated their lips with salt as the ferry rose and fell. Alexander sat hunched at the stern, wrapped in a sodden fur which the ferry-master had offered to keep him warm. The thunder had faded to distant growls, but the wind showed no sign of decreasing and the monks’ mournful song as they rowed through the darkness was barely audible above its moans. Despite the ferry-master’s concern, however, the vessel made safe landfall at the royal burgh of Inverkeithing.

‘We’ll take the path along the shore,’ said Alexander, as Adam led Winter off the ferry and up the wet sand. There was firelight in some of the houses beyond the beach, winking invitingly. ‘It will be more sheltered.’

‘Not tonight, my lord,’ warned the ferry-master, taking the wet fur the king handed to him. ‘The spring tides are washing the water right to the cliffs in places. You could find yourself cut off.’

‘We’ll take the high track, Sire,’ called Adam, tugging down the king’s stirrups. ‘It will be quicker.’

Their course set, the king and his squires rode their horses along the track that led up the wooded slopes beyond Inverkeithing to the cliff path. The going was slow in the rushing blackness beneath the canopy of trees, but at least the branches afforded some shelter. Once out of the woods, they were again at the mercy of the gale, which battled constantly against them as they followed the path’s winding ascent through the cliffs, which continued above and below them. The ground was boggy, the horses’ hooves sinking deep into the mud, forcing them to a torturous walk. Adam went in front, bidding Brice to ride behind him and shout warnings of the more treacherous places to the king. Alexander was an extremely experienced rider, but his horse, several hands larger than the squires’ palfreys, found the climb through the sticky mud increasingly difficult and, soon, the king was left behind. He could hear the calls of his men on the wind, but couldn’t see them in the howling dark. Gritting his teeth and berating himself for not heeding the advice of the steward, he forced Winter on, kicking him harder and harder, now swearing, now cursing, until the horse was snorting in agitation. In his mind, the king still cradled the image of his young bride in their warm bed, but now the vision had a sense of salvation about it.

Alexander struggled with his horse on the incline, the beast thrashing its head against his fierce twists on the reins. This was madness. He should have listened to James, waited until morning. He went to call to his squires, thinking to turn back. They could seek shelter in Inverkeithing until the storm had passed. Then, as lightning seared the night, the king saw the cliffs ahead rising sharply above the path. Beyond that swoop of headland lay Kinghorn. It wasn’t far, only a mile or so. Bearing forward in the saddle, the king struck at Winter’s sides, urging the exhausted animal on. The way became even steeper and Alexander caught the cries of gulls, wheeling in the teeth of the storm. He could no longer hear his men. The path narrowed, bare rocks to his left and a precipitous drop to the right, the yawning black of which opened sickeningly beside him. He knew it wasn’t much more than a hundred feet down to the shore, but it might as well have stretched into hell for all he could see. As his horse slipped, he pulled it up sharply. His hands ached with the effort. ‘On!’ he roared, as the courser slipped again, neighed in fear and tried to turn. ‘On!’

A black shape loomed before him. ‘Sire!’

Relief flooded Alexander. ‘Take my reins,’ he shouted to Adam, over the gale. ‘I’m going to have to dismount. Winter cannot carry me up here.’

‘Wait, my lord, and I’ll come alongside you. The ground is firmer further on. I can lead you.’

‘Careful, I’m at the edge here,’ warned the king, feeling the rain trickling inside his cloak, threading an icy line down his back. ‘Where’s Brice?’

‘I sent him on ahead.’ Adam manoeuvred his palfrey between the king and the rocks that rose beside the path. A snap of lightning lit his face, revealing an intent expression as he reached across and grasped hold of the king’s reins, steadying his own horse with his knees.

‘Right, man,’ said Alexander, readying himself. ‘One last push.’

‘One last push, my lord,’ echoed Adam, thrusting towards him.

The first thing Alexander felt was a jolt as his horse lurched. He guessed in an instant that the beast had been lamed and its sharp cry confirmed it. His own shout vanished in a winded grunt as he fell forward, his stomach striking the wooden pommel. He grabbed at the beast’s neck for purchase and felt another pain, this time in his leg as something crashed into him from the side. He had time to realise that it was Adam’s horse and time to realise that the squire had let go of his reins. Then, he and Winter were falling into darkness.

Adam strove to get his panicked horse under control as the king’s cry vanished. After a moment, he managed to calm it enough to dismount. Holding the reins in one hand, he bent to clean the blood from the dagger he gripped in the other, wiping it in the wet grass that sprouted from the path. When he was done, he lifted his short hose and pushed the blade inside the leather sheath strapped around his calf. Moving cautiously to the cliff edge, he waited, sniffing rainwater from the end of his nose. After several minutes lightning struck again. Adam’s sharp eyes picked out a large, grey shape on the shore below. He waited. There was supposed to have been a moon tonight, but the storm had obscured it. Still, the wind and rain would have masked the king’s scream from Brice’s ears, although the fool should have been far enough ahead not to have heard it. The lightning came again in three flashes. The horse remained where it had fallen and this time Adam caught sight of a smaller shape lying close by. The king’s scarlet robe was as bright as a flag. Satisfied, the squire dug his foot into his stirrup and swung into the saddle. Even if the king had survived the fall, he would die from the cold before anyone found him, for Adam would make sure to send the search party in the wrong direction. Digging in his spurs, he continued up the cliff path towards Kinghorn, rehearsing the lies he planned to tell the young queen.



Down on the shore, the dying horse turned its head. Blood pumped from the deep cut in its foreleg, which had severed the tendons and taken its balance, indistinguishable now from the injuries caused by the fall. A few feet away lay its royal charge, arms splayed, neck twisted at an impossible angle. The ragged wind coming off the Forth lifted a corner of the king’s cloak, making it flap against the sand, but other than that there was no movement.

The dead would not be rising today.
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Bordeaux was awakening, the bell-tower of the cathedral pouring a cascade of clanging chimes across the labyrinth of streets. Birds flew up from the rooftops, their wings a flurry of white in the crisp blue sky. Shutters opened and banged against shop-fronts, buckets of night soil were emptied into gutters, and cobblers and mercers, smiths and farriers called to one another as they began their day’s work, harsh stutters of words that echoed in the narrow streets.

Adam rode his palfrey through the waking city, the din of the cathedral bells filling his ears. It felt strange to be back in the place of his birth after so long in a foreign land. The city seemed oddly new and filled with promise, rather than somewhere that was as familiar as his own skin. Yet he knew each twist and turn of these alleyways and recognised the smells that greeted him at every corner, from the bloody stink of the slaughterhouses by the city gates, to the pungency of the cattle market and salty sourness of the Garonne River. The air was mild, the winter wind less cruel, and the weight of secrecy had fallen from his shoulders, allowing him to experience every sound that greeted him, every smell that assaulted him, every conversation overheard or altercation witnessed, without assessing either its danger or its merit.

As the cathedral bells fell silent, Adam urged his horse up the street towards the imposing walls of the castle that overlooked the city. Banners and flags flapped from the turrets, making gaudy statements in the sky. One scarlet banner, larger than the others and adorned with three golden lions, held Adam’s gaze as he headed towards the gates, then the guards in their well-fitted gambesons and colourful hose were asking his business and his attention was diverted. Dismounting, Adam took a roll of parchment from the bag strapped to his saddle, the leather soiled from the journey through France. One guard inspected the seal attached to the document, while the other questioned him. His answers being to their satisfaction, they moved aside, allowing him to pass beneath the iron teeth of the portcullis.

Although it was early, the courtyard was bustling with servants and royal officials. The pale elegance of the buildings and the rich dress of the men and women Adam passed breathed sweetness into him after the long winter in Edinburgh, shipwrecked on that coarse black mountain, where the howling wind haunted the halls, along with so many white-faced Scotsmen. Seeing men unfurling lengths of coloured flags and tying them to the sides of the buildings, he realised with surprise that it must be approaching the Christ Mass. The mildness of the air, which had increased the further south he had travelled, had fooled him into believing spring had come. A girl with spice-brown hair passed him, escorting three plump geese. Adam allowed himself a moment to appreciate the supple swing of her young hips, before heading to the stables. After leaving his palfrey with a groom, he made his way to the tower in the west corner of the compound, from which flew the scarlet banner with the three lions.

There were more guards at the tower’s entrance and more questions, but eventually he was led up a spiral of stairs to a small chamber where a smell of incense barely masked the caustic odour of fresh paint. He waited as the page who had escorted him rapped on a door. When it opened, Adam caught sight of another servant as his escort slipped inside. Moving to the chamber’s single window, he peered through the criss-cross panes of glass, which distorted his view of the city, spread out below. The door opened and he turned expectantly, but the page headed off down the stairs without further word or instruction. Adam leaned against the wall, for there was no furniture, just a tapestry showing a group of young knights all bearing scarlet shields, adorned with a symbol that was as familiar to Adam as his own family crest: a rearing golden dragon, wreathed in fire.

After a time the door opened again and a man beyond motioned Adam to enter. The solar was bright with morning sunlight that flooded in through arched windows. After the gloom, it took Adam a moment to become accustomed to the light. As he did so he saw a man standing behind a table that was laid out with neat stacks of parchment. At well over six feet, the man was still one of the tallest Adam had ever known. His shoulder-length hair, streaked with white, was curled at the ends as was the fashion, but his linen robe, dyed a solemn blue, was simple in design, unlike the flamboyant stripes and silks of his courtiers. It was perfectly tailored around his athletic frame and pulled in by a belt of leather, embossed with silver. His face was austere, an ash-coloured beard clipped close and neat around an unsmiling mouth. Only his intense grey eyes revealed anything of his thoughts, filled as they were with an alert impatience. One of his eyelids drooped a little, the one blemish in an otherwise orderly face. It was more prominent these days, Adam noted, than it had been when they had first met twenty-four years ago, when the man before him had been a fierce young lord in exile. Now, at almost fifty, he was King of England, Duke of Gascony, Lord of Ireland and conqueror of Wales.

‘My lord,’ greeted Adam, bowing low.

The king’s pale eyes moved to the page by the door. ‘Leave me.’

As the page left the chamber, Adam saw a painted scene on the far wall. It hadn’t been here when he was last in this room. It too showed the knights with the dragon shields, but this time they were crowded around a man seated on a stone throne, wearing a gold circlet. In one hand the man held a sword, the blade of which was broken, in the other a slender gold staff. There was an ornately carved lectern positioned below the fresco. Adam noticed a large, leather-bound book lying on it at an angle. He could see words written in gold leaf on the cover. He hadn’t seen the book before, but he knew what it was.

‘I was expecting you sooner, Sir Adam.’

Adam looked back as Edward’s voice broke his thoughts. ‘The queen’s labour came later than anticipated, my lord.’

‘I take it you completed your business?’

Edward’s tone, usually so poised, was sharp with agitation. Even more unusual was the concern in the king’s gaze. He had leaned forward, planting his veined hands on the table.

‘God did the work for us. The child was dead in the womb.’

Edward straightened. ‘Good,’ he said, after a moment. ‘This is good.’ He seated himself in a high-backed chair, his gaze at once hard, accusatory. ‘This business should have been finished months ago, before the queen even fell pregnant.’

Anger swelled in Adam, although he was careful not to show it. He deserved Edward’s praise, not his admonishment. True, the queen’s pregnancy had been an unexpected hindrance, but killing the king had been no easy task. Had it been murder at a distance, a crossbow bolt through the throat, then Adam could have accomplished it long before the queen conceived. But Edward had insisted that the death be made to seem like an accident and so Adam had been appointed to travel north to Scotland in the retinue of Alexander’s new bride, one faceless servant among many.

Poison, his first thought, had been ruled out instantly; he couldn’t get near the kitchens without notice and, besides, the king had tasters. Each role in a royal household was fulfilled by specific servants and each man and woman guarded their duties zealously. It was some weeks before Adam reached a decision, after travelling the treacherous coastal path between Edinburgh and Kinghorn. Even with the location chosen it had taken time to plan the deed itself; ingratiating himself into the queen’s trust and waiting for the right opportunity, which finally presented itself in the form of the feast. The king would have been drinking and easier to overpower if it came to it, and the spring tides meant the cliff path would be the only viable route. The only things he’d had to do were persuade the young queen to have him summon the king to her bedchamber, unwittingly sealing her husband’s fate with a honey trap, and make sure the king’s most competent manservant would be unable to escort him, leaving only that fool, Brice, to contend with. The storm had been a boon Adam couldn’t have predicted, although the poetic symmetry of the proclaimed Day of Judgement had been mostly lost on him.

‘Still,’ said Edward, releasing Adam from his stare, ‘it is done.’

As the king sifted through the documents on the table and pulled one from the pile, Adam saw a large seal fixed to the bottom. He had seen it before. It was from the papal curia in Rome.

‘I have the permission of His Holiness,’ said Edward, flattening the letter with a stroke of his palm. ‘I will finalise the matter when I return to England. For now, I have more pressing concerns. King Philippe has been at pains to exercise his control over my dealings here in Gascony. It does not please my young cousin that I wield more power in the duchy than he does. I believe it makes him nervous.’ There was satisfaction in Edward’s eyes as he said this.

‘Can you afford to wait that long, my lord? There has been great unrest in Scotland since the king’s death. The Bruce family took up arms against the Balliols, accusing the Lord of Galloway of plotting to take the crown.’

‘The Bruces do not concern me. The Earl of Carrick has already sent me a message, pledging his support for any decision I make on the future of the kingdom. He will do as I say. As for the rest of Scotland’s magnates, I will send out missives, ordering them all to abide by the rule of their council of guardians, until such time as the child can be brought from Norway.’

‘Do you think the magnates will obey?’

‘None of them would risk their lands in England by defying me.’

Adam knew what this man had done in England, Wales and the Holy Land; knew what he had accomplished over the years and how. He nodded, respectful of the flat certainty in Edward’s eyes. ‘What do you wish me to do now, my lord?’

‘You may return to your command.’ Picking up the document with the pope’s seal attached, Edward rose and crossed to an iron door embedded in the solar’s inner wall. Adam saw a keyhole on one side. Edward opened it and placed the parchment inside. He pulled out a leather purse, tied with a drawstring. ‘Here,’ he said, offering it to Adam. ‘Your final payment. I apologise for the dust it has gathered.’

‘Thank you, my lord,’ murmured Adam. He paused, then asked something he had wondered about since the king first charged him with the dangerous task. ‘Have you told anyone else in the order of my involvement in this matter?’

Edward’s eyes bored into his. ‘King Alexander’s death was an accident. It stays that way.’

‘Yes, my lord,’ said Adam, stowing the bulging purse in his belt-pouch. ‘An accident.’

The door opened behind them and a soft, musical voice drifted in.

‘I am sorry. I did not know you had a visitor.’

Adam turned to see a tall woman, with olive skin and delicate features. Her hair was hidden beneath a headdress that trailed gossamer silks and her floor-sweeping gown









Caernarfon, Wales



1284 AD









Outside, the birds were crying, calling the dawn as if they were God’s messengers, the first to hear His command to wake, as it descended from heaven. Gulls and geese, herons and ragged-winged cormorants, little dragons some of the English soldiers who had never seen the sea before had named them.

Edward lay in silence listening to their muffled cries as he stared at the wall through the gap in the bed drapes, where a patch of light had been growing for the past hour. Beneath his back the linen sheet was damp. He had slept maybe two hours of the night, but he wasn’t tired. A new wail joined the birds’ chorus, echoing down the passage and beneath the bedchamber door. Edward looked at his wife, lying warm beside him, her black hair veined with grey tumbling across the silk pillow. She didn’t stir. After a moment, he sat up, the fur-lined cover slipping down to his waist. The floor beneath his feet was softened by a rug, one of many Eleanor had insisted be transported with their bed and the rest of the furniture. All across the shires of England this bed and these rugs had travelled, across the border, into Snowdonia’s mountainous heart.

As Edward crossed the chamber the dawn air raised gooseflesh on his skin. He pulled on his braies and laced the thin cord around the top to keep them in place. As he reached for his shirt, he caught sight of himself in the looking-glass. A tall figure stood in the gloom, long legs slabbed with muscle, broad chest and arms sharply contoured in the shadows. The campaign had toughened him, honing his body to the tower of strength it had been in youth. It couldn’t take the ash from his hair, however, or the lines from his brow, which had only increased. He had celebrated his forty-fifth birthday two months ago and those years were showing in his eyes and the roughness of his skin, burned brown and leather-like by sun and wind. Turning from the glass, Edward put on his shirt, then a robe pulled in at his waist with a belt and, lastly, a pair of hide boots, scuffed and dusty despite the vigorous clean his page had given them. Heading out of the chamber, he made his way down the passage.

The wailing was louder and had been joined by soft singing. Edward stopped by the closed door, his ears assaulted by the hungry cries that pierced through the wood into his mind. He heard the wet nurse’s footsteps pacing the floor as the infant silenced to drag in a breath before opening his lungs again. Edward closed his eyes and placed a hand on the wood, letting that sound shudder over him. It was only a week since messengers had come from London to tell him his eldest son had died at Westminster, taken without warning, like so many of his children over the years.

His first had been dead in the womb, no chance at life. His second, sweet Katherine, delivered in Gascony, had died six months after the battle at Lewes, aged three. Joan only made it to eight months, John reached five years and Henry six. Ten of them gone, one by one, and now Alfonso, his beautiful boy, whom he had been so certain would live to wear the crown, had joined their silent ranks. The raging child beyond the door, his sixteenth, born in a war and named after himself, was now his only son and England’s only heir. Those powerful screams were a comfort Edward lingered to listen to for some moments more, before moving on down the stairs of the royal apartments and out into the dawn.

The sky over the distant mountains was flooding with rose-gold light, while over the waters of the Menai Strait and out across the narrow hump of Anglesey it was stony blue, still lit by a milk-white moon. Birds swooped, circling the banks of the estuary that flowed past the castle’s southern walls into the strait. Edward could smell the brine of the river over the sweeter odour of sawn timbers that came from the building he had left. The apartments had been built for him and his pregnant queen for their arrival in Caernarfon in the spring. Here, Eleanor had given birth to their son, as had been his wish; a testimony to a conquered nation that this land now belonged to him and to his heirs. The massive stone castle slowly taking shape around the timber apartments was still in its early stages, but already he could see the mighty structure it would become.

The moat had been dug and lined, the foundations for the great towers and walls laid by hundreds of diggers, the stone quarried from Anglesey and brought across the strait by boat. The walls of the castle and the town beyond were going up, block by block, every inch of the enormous site bristling with scaffolding, the air cloudy with dust. In places, the bases of the towers were visible, almost twenty feet thick. Doorways stood open on to nothing, postern gates made holes in unfinished walls, stairs spiralled to nowhere. Only one tower, the largest, that squatted before him and loomed out over the strait, had gone up to first-floor level. Edward had seen the plans his master mason, James of St George, had drawn up and could, with his mind, fill in the blank blue of the sky with a tower that soared three storeys high to be crowned by three angular turrets, topped at the heights with life-size stone eagles.

Built on the site where a thousand years earlier a Roman fort had glowered across the strait at the Druids’ stronghold on the Isle of Anglesey, Caernarfon was to be the greatest castle in the iron ring he had created around the coast, his presence fixed in stone. The strength of Rome was crumbling and moss-covered beyond the new town walls, but Edward had not ignored the power in that history and his fortress, fashioned in likeness of the Roman walls of Constantinople, would resonate with imperial might, deep in the heart of conquered Wales.

As he walked towards the unfinished tower people moved about him in the dawn, grooms tending horses, servants carrying baskets of provisions and squires stoking campfires. A line of women, laundry baskets hefted on their shoulders, headed for the river gate. Some men bowed as he moved across the muddy ground, others carried on their business, unaware that their king was passing by, a solitary figure in the dawn-washed shadows, taller than most of them, his eyes haunted by lack of sleep. Walking between the rows of tents that belonged to his knights, the canvas sodden with dew, Edward noticed discarded barrels of beer and caught the sour odour of vomit. The celebrations he had organised at the village of Nefyn, forty miles south of Caernarfon, were clearly still continuing here. He couldn’t begrudge them that, for it had been a hard campaign, his fourth in this unforgiving land, which had spawned so many rebellions against him and had caused him to delve so deeply into the purses of his subjects.

Seven years earlier, Edward had imagined he had dealt with Llywelyn ap Gruffudd once and for all. Having returned from the Holy Land to take up his father’s crown, he had wasted little time in tearing the self-proclaimed Welsh prince down to size, driving giant armies into Wales, undoing Llywelyn’s earlier conquests and confining him and his men to the fastness of Snowdonia. But events soon showed that Edward’s campaign had not been decisive enough. Just two years ago, the prince had risen again and all of Wales had risen with him. In defiant letters, Llywelyn declared that Wales belonged purely to the Welsh and that he ruled it as the true descendant of Brutus, the founder of Britain. This appeal to the ancient history set down by Geoffrey of Monmouth had angered Edward deeply, almost as much as the celebrated crown the prince wore on his head. And so he invaded Wales once again, this time bent on outright conquest.

Here, in Gwynedd, Edward had suffered one of the worst disasters of his life. His best commanders, sent out on a reconnaissance mission, had led a rash assault against the northern coast, reckoning on a quick victory against the inferior forces of the Welsh. Taken unawares in the unfamiliar terrain, they were overwhelmed by Llywelyn’s men and hundreds of English lives were lost. When Edward learned of the rebels’ triumph echoes of those songs the Welsh had sung of him, when his army had been annihilated by Llywelyn decades earlier, had taunted him from down the years. Grimly determined, his reputation once again threatened, he battled on through the Welsh winter, hampered by storms and the cunning of his adversary. While the Welsh evaded him in the hills, he employed hundreds of woodcutters to carve massive paths through the inhospitable forests, clearing the way for more troops and for the labourers who worked to raise up the massive stone fortresses that provided secure bases from which he could strike back at the Welsh.

Reaching the foot of the Eagle Tower, beneath a tight labyrinth of scaffold poles, past guards who saluted him, Edward entered the vestibule and climbed the steps that led up to the first floor. The grand, ten-sided chamber that opened before him was hazy with dust that lingered in the air in shifting layers. It was here that most of the royal belongings had been stored and the walls were lined with chests and furniture. In the centre was a round table, the bare wood creamy.

Edward went to it, his pale eyes following the Latin inscriptions around the edge, each skilful cut of the carpenter’s tools carving a name in oak. Kay, Galahad, Gawain, Mordred, Bors, Perceval. Twenty-four names for twenty-four knights. He’d had it made for the celebrations at Nefyn, to mark the end of the war and the beginning of a new order, an order of men who had followed him into hell, their loyalty fused to him in the endless circle of the table. Beyond, fixed to the smooth stone wall, was the dragon banner he once carried into tournaments in Gascony over twenty years earlier. He had been Arthur then in name alone, a tournament guise to inspire fear in his opponents and respect from his followers. Now, he was Arthur in reputation, his lands expanded, his reign over Britain almost complete. After two tough years, he had accomplished what so many English kings had planned for and desired but never achieved: the conquest and subjugation of Wales.

Llywelyn, whose forces had entrenched themselves in the hills above the River Wye, from where they were continuing to conduct raids against the king’s positions, had finally been pinned down, the prince’s location betrayed by one of his own people. Edward’s forces had crept by the frosty dark of a winter dawn into the heights of the hills, led by the informant, whereupon they fell hard upon the prince and his men, who were taken by surprise. In the bloody fight that followed, Llywelyn had been cut down, run through by an English lance. With the death of their prince, Welsh resistance had finally died.

As the gold sunlight filtering through the unfinished tower’s windows shone across the table and the dragon banner, Edward tasted the bitterness of that victory.

Llywelyn’s severed head now adorned the battlements of the Tower in London. The rest of his line had been destroyed, his men captured or killed. The bards were singing songs of despair, begging God to cover their land in sea. New towns were being laid out and English settlers were pouring in, driving the Welsh to subsist on the margins. Statutes were being drawn up for the English sheriffs and bailiffs who would govern the region under a justiciar and more of Edward’s fortresses were going up, block by block, around the coast. But, for him, one vital piece was still missing.

Going to one of the chests along the wall, Edward bent to retrieve something wrapped in black silk. Moving to the table, he placed it on the wood and unfolded the material to reveal a book. The writing on the cover caught the morning sun.



The Last Prophecy of Merlin



As he turned the soft pages, he could smell the ink, made from precious stones, powdered down and mixed with egg and wine. The colours were vivid, glorious. Around the words, fabulous beasts were entwined with flowers and birds. Edward had presented it to his knights at Nefyn, the place where the prophecies of Merlin had been found, which Geoffrey of Monmouth had translated for the world. On one page was an image of a man standing before a great fortress, behind which towered green mountains. In his hands, he held aloft a simple, gold coronet. It was this image Edward had seen for months – more so when he lay down to sleep, the distractions of the day fading in the silence. He had questioned those followers of Llywelyn he had caught, then tortured them, but either they had not known, or else refused even into death to reveal the whereabouts of the thing he had vowed to seize twenty years ago: the object that had united Wales against him. The Crown of Arthur.


Author’s Note













In June 2007 I was in Scotland on a research trip for Requiem, the last novel of my first trilogy, based on the downfall of the Knights Templar. My main character was Scottish and I’d always intended for him to return from the crusades to be embroiled in the Wars of Independence. The struggles of William Wallace and his rebel army made a powerful parallel with the Templars’ fight for survival during the trial against them, both conflicts culminating in 1314 with the Battle of Bannockburn and the burning at the stake of the last Templar Grand Master, Jacques de Molay. I’d been in Paris the month before, working on the knights’ side of the story and the Scottish excursion was supposed to help me fill in the other half of the narrative. I spent three weeks on the road, travelling from battlegrounds that were now housing estates to crumbling abbeys and ivy-clad ruins. Day by day, out of the pages of history and the wild landscape, one figure came striding, larger, clearer than all the others – Robert the Bruce. He swept me off my feet and carried me into a story that went way beyond the English invasion of 1296 and the subsequent insurrection led by Wallace, right into the heart of bitter family feuds, two civil wars and the struggle for a crown. By the end of the trip, I was so caught up in Robert’s world I’d almost forgotten about the Templars – the protagonists of Requiem. Back home, I realised there was no way this character could play a cameo role in another man’s story. His tale was just too sprawling, too intricate and too good to be cut down and boxed to fit. I had to let him go and focus on the dramatic, but much simpler story of Wallace which worked well alongside my Templar narrative. Robert refused to go quietly, however, and several weeks later, unable to silence his voice, I phoned my agent, who had been asking me to get a proposal together for my next set of novels. I now knew what they would be.

As a historical novelist you are forever walking a fine line between fact and fiction. It is the facts that inspire our stories and enable readers to enter these vanished worlds, but those same facts can sometimes be detrimental to a novel. The sources, both historical and contemporary, can be highly contradictory and often things are left unexplained – we might know what someone did when, but have no way of knowing why they did it. A historian can say this happened and these are the facts to support it and we believe this, but a novelist has to create the motivations that lie behind the actions of characters in order to make readers believe. For example, we have no concrete explanation as to why Robert deserted his father and King Edward that day outside Douglas’s castle and joined the Scottish rebellion. He had so much to lose and so little to gain. Even the simplest theory: that it was an act fired by patriotism, doesn’t totally hold water when you look at the broader picture. So, I made it more individualistic – not just a national cause, but a personal one, driven by Robert’s frustration and the antagonism between him and his father. Of course, such personal instances are what most great events are born out of. We make split decisions, we do things in the moment, we hardly ever see that broad picture until we’re looking back on it. History turns on a knife-edge.

The first big licence I took with history is the murder of Alexander III. Chroniclers of the time and modern historians regard his death on the road to Kinghorn as an accident and there is no reason to suspect otherwise. But as a novelist with a suspicious mind the rapidity with which Edward I secured permission from the pope for his infant son to marry the Maid of Norway, coupled with the fact that Alexander was thought to have mooted the possibility of such a union two years earlier in a letter to Edward and that when he married Yolande any offspring they produced would have rendered this proposition meaningless for Edward and his son, led me quickly down the what if route. Similarly, there is no evidence to suspect that the Maid’s subsequent death was anything other than a tragic double-twist of fate. Her murderers, the Comyns, are tarnished with the black brush of fiction here, for the princess was thought to have died eating rotten food on the voyage rather than through any nefarious design, although it’s true that the Comyns abducted Alexander during his minority in an attempt to gain control over the kingdom. 

I have simplified the proceedings of what would much later be termed the ‘Great Cause’. The hearing set up by Edward I to choose a successor to Scotland’s throne was a protracted affair that, while interesting in terms of history, doesn’t work well in a novel, essentially being a series of political discussions and lengthy periods of waiting. The chapter at Norham therefore is an amalgamation of many meetings that would have taken place over a longer period and in various locations. 

Robert’s grandfather did claim to have been named heir presumptive by Alexander II, although I have made more of it here than was made at the time. The assigning of the earldom of Carrick to Robert shortly after John Balliol was named king is real, but the transfer of the claim to the throne is fiction. At this point, the claim was passed from the grandfather to the father, with the assertion that it was for him and his heirs. But in light of Robert’s dramatic shift in allegiance and the fact that even as early as the parley at Irvine he was accused of aiming at the throne, I chose to have it passed on here, rather than dilute the power of the moment and muddy the waters later on. 

The Prophecies of Merlin are real. They were written by Geoffrey of Monmouth in the twelfth century, who claimed to be translating from an earlier source. Along with his hugely popular The History of the Kings of Britain, the Prophecies were in wide circulation and Edward is known to have owned copies. The Last Prophecy, as it appears in the novel, is my invention; however, Monmouth suggested that there were others written. At the end of his History, Monmouth, writing of the Saxon invasions, speaks of an angelic voice that tells the Britons they will not rule their kingdom any more until a certain time when the relics of the saints are gathered. The four relics I focus on all existed. Edward did seize the Crown of Arthur, but earlier than portrayed, during the conquest of 1282–84. Likewise, he took the Stone of Destiny from Scone, although the coronation chair that housed it at Westminster was made a few years later. When reading that passage in Monmouth’s History and looking at Edward’s actions during the invasions of Wales and Scotland – the taking of sacred and royal regalia – the two certainly seem connected. Edward was well known for his fascination with all things Arthurian. He and Queen Eleanor reburied the bones of Arthur and Guinevere in an elaborate ceremony at Glastonbury Abbey. Along with other nobles of the time, he organised popular Round Table jousts and had his own Round Table made. You can see it today in Winchester Castle. The Knights of the Dragon are fictitious, but the members are real. 

Robert’s experiences in Wales are pure fiction, although he is thought to have spent some time at Edward’s court during this period and it seems he may have become close with a number of young English nobles. His father and an uncle had fought for Edward in the 1282–84 conquest of Wales and owed military service for their English lands, so I didn’t feel it too large a leap to place Robert in Edward’s army. The 1295 uprising and campaign are mostly based in fact, although Madog’s brother Dafydd and the execution are fictional. 

Many smaller details have been tweaked or altered, either for ease of reading or to suit fictional elements of plot and character. For instance, William Douglas’s first wife was the sister of James Stewart, but by the time we meet him he was married to an Englishwoman. Likewise, Robert’s father married again after Marjorie of Carrick died. The Setons aren’t thought to have been related despite sharing the same name, but it made more sense to portray them as such. John Comyn the Younger and other Scottish nobles did serve Edward in France, but not until after 1296. Humphrey de Bohun’s father didn’t die at Falkirk, but soon after. For those who wish to gain more insight into the period, please consult the bibliography.

Robert the Bruce’s story is complex, not simply due to the vagaries of history. There is none of the black-and-whiteness of Wallace about him. He is grey; a changeable, often intangible figure, flitting from one side to the other during the Wars of Independence, disappearing at points into the mists of obscurity before reappearing, suddenly and vividly, to shift the direction of the whole struggle. It was never going to be an easy tale to tell. But in its complexity, in Robert’s – some might say – perfidiousness lie the real essence and beauty of his story: the remarkableness of human frailty and human strength, the capacity to change, to falter, to adapt, and for one man, against all odds, to steer the course of his own destiny, and with it that of a nation.

Robyn Young

Brighton

May 2010
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