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Wealth dies.

Kinsmen die.

A man himself must likewise die.

But word-fame

Never dies

For him who achieves it well.

Wealth dies.

Kinsmen die.

A man himself must likewise die.

But one thing I know

That never dies –

The verdict on each man dead.

Hávamál
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Part One



NOW WITCHCRAFT CELEBRATES


What is this,

That rises like the issue of a king;

And wears upon his baby brow the round

And top of sovereignty?

– From hence to Inverness,

And bind us further to you






One

When the year one thousand came, Thorkel Amundason was five years old, and hardly noticed how frightened everyone was. By the time Canute ruled England, Thorkel was nineteen and had heard as much about the old scare as he wanted, from the naked lips of men who might be able to read and to write, but who wouldn’t know one end of a longship from the other.

He understood that folk had thought the Day of Judgement was coming, because a thousand years had passed since the White Christ was born, in that age when the Romans had conquered the world.

All the world, that is, except for the north.

The Romans had not conquered Denmark, or Norway, or Sweden. They had not conquered Ireland, or his own Orkney islands, or Iceland to his north. They had overcome England, beginning in the toe and pushing north until they stuck on the border of Alba and built their frontier wall there, stretching from sea to sea.

The barbarians who followed the Romans had learned all about the White Christ by the time that Charlemagne and the Pope had formed their big new Empire over the ocean. The Vikings who followed the barbarians liked the old gods.

Thorkel himself had always been partial to Thor. The priests had been amazed, so it was said, at the numbers who became tired of Thor as the year one thousand got nearer. Orkney declared for Christ overnight, followed by Iceland and all those bits of Norway the King could easily get at. Ireland and Alba, of course, had followed the Cross all along.

Alba, that men later called Scotland.

As a child, Thorkel Amundason had touched Alba often enough, on his father’s trading-ship going to Dublin, or as part of a young man’s crew looking for booty in England.

Alba he never attacked, nor did anyone else from Orkney or Norway. At the height of the Viking invasions, the King of Alba had found a way to buy peace. He had married his only daughter and heiress to the ruler of the Orkney islands, seven miles to his north, which long ago had been settled from Norway. And the baby born of that marriage he had made child-Earl of Caithness, his northernmost province, over which for uncountable years the Earls of Orkney and the Kings of Alba had squabbled.

The Orkney–Alban marriage lasted only six years. And when the Earl of Orkney was killed and his widow went back to Alba and married again, it was Thorkel Amundason who was chosen to train and protect the half-Orkney child, their only offspring. Thorkel was twenty, then.

Twenty, and ambitious. Twenty, and the only son of the greatest household in Orkney next to the Earls’.

For a while, the sight of Thorkel Amundason rearing a foster-son was the talk of Orkney. Girls who had good cause to know Thorkel’s precise views on parenthood scoffed to each other over the dye-pots. Their fathers and brothers said less.

Then there came the day when one of the child’s three older Earl-brothers died, and the other two suddenly noticed how openly critical Thorkel Amundason had become of their rule, and how keen to mention the rights of his fosterling, their half-Alban brother.

The joint Earls of Orkney did not like it. You might say that Thorkel Amundason was grooming the child for a large share of Orkney. You might even say that King Malcolm of Alba was abetting him. Without warning, Orkney became a dangerous place for Thorkel Amundason.

Thorkel removed himself and the child to Caithness and, from across seven miles of sea, continued his careful campaigning.

When he made his next move, he was twenty-five: handsome, eloquent, energetic – a born leader, men said. They admired the way Thorkel handled his foster-son, not chastising him as some might when the child ran off to Alba from time to time to visit his mother. In any case, Thorkel was not the man to upset the King, the child’s Alban grandfather.

Thorkel’s next move, everyone agreed, was a predictable one. He removed from life one of the joint Earls of Orkney. The chain of events which led up to the deed was quite complex, and the head of Earl Einar was cut off, in the event, by somebody else; but Thorkel assumed full responsibility, having long before weighed all the consequences.

Earl Einar’s tax-ridden subjects, he knew, would hardly blame him. Earl Einar’s surviving brother was not a man given to fighting. The King of Norway, Orkney’s occasional overlord, had fallen out with the dead Earl quite recently and wouldn’t be hard on his murderer, provided that Thorkel got to court fast and explained himself.

To do so, Thorkel Amundason duly slipped out of Orkney, consigned the boy to his mother in Alba, and took ship for the Norse court at Nídarós, two sailing days to the east, on the north-western fringes of Norway.

Of course, King Olaf of Norway was displeased with Thorkel Amundason. He showed his disapproval in a bluff way all that winter, and forced Thorkel to stay for two months at the home of some cousins before finally granting him guest-room at court.

The reconciliation, when it came, was no more than Thorkel expected. He had worked hard at being agreeable. His cousins the Arnasons were favourites of the Norwegian King. The late joint Earl of Orkney was not a friend the King would feel drawn to mourn. Yule was over and spring lay ahead, and a carefree sail back home, bearing a reprimand and possibly one or two well-chosen gifts to stiffen his loyalty and that of his foster-son, the child-Earl of Caithness and Orkney.

That was the plan, until the brat wrecked it.




Two

But for the Festival of the Spring Sacrifice, it would never have happened.

You could also blame the native stubbornness of the people round about Nídarós. That is, while King Olaf and his court were intoning Easter Masses at one end of the sea inlet, the Festival of the Spring Sacrifice was preparing to get under way at the other.

Hints of forthcoming revelry had come to Thorkel Amundason’s ears but he ignored them. His Norwegian cousins might whisper, but it was no business of his. He had suffered the herring of Lent, and the watery wine and the boredom of Bishop Grimkell’s Saxon Latin: atonement could require nothing more. Let the Arnasons whisper: they lived here. In two weeks he hoped to be gone: away from Norway and back to Caithness and his foster-son. Back to plan for the future of Orkney.

Who told the King about the Festival of the Spring Sacrifice Thorkel did not discover, but he suspected his cousin Kalv Arnason. Kalv was short, and red-haired, and had no discretion. Everyone knew what winters in the north were like. After six months with his wife, no man still in his senses would miss the chance of exchanging his longfire for a week of feasting and trading, carousing and horse-fights and wenching, at the host-farm at the end of the fjord. It did no harm and kept everyone happy. Provided the King didn’t hear of it.

The King heard of it on his way into church for the first Mass of the day, when he was hungry. Following him with his retinue into the big timber building, Thorkel saw that something was wrong and hoped it need not concern him. Thorkel was ready to go home, although he had been well entertained and lacked for nothing away from the table. He had brought his own women with him, among the slaves of his travelling household, and had not had to lend them out more than he expected. He prided himself, too, on a little success with the wives of the court. Coming from Orkney, he was well travelled, and had better manners than some of their husbands.

A wife was something he had never troubled to acquire for himself. No marriage, no legitimate sons could vouchsafe him such power as might this cross-bred Earl he was rearing for Orkney.

At the end of Mass, the King got up like a fish on a line, and everyone rose. The King was thickset for a man of twenty-seven, and of no very great height, but he had been fighting since he was twelve years old and was still in the peak of condition. No one knew what his baptismal name had been. That had been given during his roaring Viking days in Spain and Friesland and Rouen until the dream sent him back: the dream that said, Return, and you shall be King of Norway for ever.

And he had been King for four years, and kept his name, Olaf: the name of Norway’s first missionary king, who had done his converting, also, with an axe.

The King’s guests, considerately attending Mass with him, had no idea what they were about to be let in for. Herded with the rest into the royal drinking-hall, Thorkel Amundason watched as the King strode to the steps of the High Chair and, turning, began to declaim. Then, with well-concealed resentment, he heard what the King had to say.

The King intended that very day, he announced, to mount an expedition of his loyal and Christian subjects against those pagans of Sparbu and Eynar and Vaerdal and Skogn whose devilish rites were an offence against the White Christ and himself, as their overlord.

‘With your help, my good Trøndelagers,’ said the King, ‘and with the help of your friends, we shall launch a fleet of the Blessed against the heathen that will give Freya something to weep for.’

Those who didn’t have metal about them reached up with their knife-handles and banged the shields hung on the wall. Thorkel applauded by kicking a barrel. Within a week of his escape, he had to risk his life and a blood-feud by helping King Olaf kill farmers at Sparbu.

Kalv his cousin was grinning. Kalv his red-headed cousin said, ‘Why the frown, Thorkel? Everyone knows your skill with a sword. The late Earl Einar of Orkney could vouch for it. Enjoy yourself, collect some booty, and earn yourself King Olaf’s favour. You may need it sooner than you might imagine.’

Hints from the Arnasons were as good as threats from anyone else. Thorkel said, ‘What do you mean? I have the King’s favour.’

‘So you have,’ said his cousin. ‘But you don’t know whose ship berthed an hour ago. He won’t be expected to fight. But he’ll be waiting here when the King comes back from Sparbu. Earl Brusi of Orkney is in Nídarós. You remember. You killed his brother last year.’

Thorkel smiled. ‘In self-defence. Where is the crime? And with his brother gone, Earl Brusi is richer today by a third share of Orkney. I have no fear of Earl Brusi.’

The eyes of Kalv were round, pale-blue, and candid. ‘Then why is he here?’ Kalv enquired.

Because, thought Thorkel, that hell-begotten boy has been up to something. I should never have left him so long with his mother. I had to leave him or I should have been outlawed. I had to get King Olaf’s pardon. I had to let Earl Brusi settle down to enjoy his two-thirds of Orkney and come to terms with his conscience. Brusi’s not a short-tempered man: he’d never harm his little brother in Caithness. His little half-brother, Thorkel’s foster-son. The interfering young fool who, instead of leaving everything to his elders, had done something stupid enough to bring Brusi here to complain.

‘Why is Earl Brusi here? I can’t imagine,’ said Thorkel Amundason. ‘Another wife perhaps, or a new swordsmith, or some timber? Some men always keep low stocks in Orkney.’

As soon as he could escape from Kalv, Thorkel began to enquire about Earl Brusi of Orkney. But men either knew nothing of him or were not prepared to tell what they knew. When the horns blew from the jetty for muster, Thorkel joined King Olaf’s fleet of axe-armed crusaders, knowing little more than Kalv’s hint had conveyed. Trouble might await his return. While he could, he should fight well for Olaf.

In the end, the Festival of the Spring Sacrifice had not even been started when five ships, led by King Olaf’s own Charlemagne, skimmed noiselessly up the dark fjord and night-landed three hundred men to surround the great farm-house of Maere in Sparbu while the guests slept and the beasts moved in their pens and the wooden barns rustled with mice between the kegs of ale and butter and flour, the barrels of pork and of beef, the crates of salt fish and wadmoll and feathers, of sea oil and squirrel skins and all the other precious goods that the people of the north brought to sell and to barter.

There was an old wooden statue of Thor inside a stone hut, with the timber for a great fire built before it. King Olaf lit the pyre and led the shouting, so that the guests and household of Maere jumped from bed with their weapons and then shrank at the sight of the tightening ring of axe, spear, and arrow about them.

Afterwards, it was said that every one was taken prisoner, and that King Olaf ordered the execution of Ølve of Egge, the ringleader, and of many more besides. Certainly, while the wealth in the barns was loaded on to his ships, the King sent his men-at-arms abroad though the country to harry and plunder wherever a friend of Odin might be suspected.

Kalv Arnason asked for, and was given, Ølve’s rich widow to marry, with her young sons and all her fine farmlands.

Thorkel Amundason took back to the ships a sword as red as the rest, having fought with his usual skill, avoiding the eyes of those Maere men with whom he was friendly. Nothing injured him, and he did not fail to congratulate Kalv before leaving.

He did not, like the rest of them, snore on the half-deck throughout the trip back, full of pork and new beer, with gold rings on his arms. Neither did his cousin Finn, Kalv’s older brother. Finn said, ‘Your little foster-son, the joint Earl of Orkney. Tell me about the boy.’

Tell him about the boy. The oars handed back the cold April air, and Thorkel elbowed his heavy cloak closer. ‘Tell you what? You saw him last summer when King Olaf sent for him. He’s no beauty.’

‘Does it matter?’ said Finn his cousin. ‘When his mother’s a princess of Alba? Do you find the boy difficult?’ The front of Finn’s tunic was patched like leather with someone else’s old blood, blurred where he had tried to scrub it away. He was the most straightforward, so everyone said, of the Arnasons.

Thorkel raised a neatly trimmed eyebrow. ‘Difficult? Are your daughters difficult? They stamp their feet and your nurse lifts her hand to them.’

‘I hear he is attached to his mother’s third husband,’ Finn said, his soft blue eyes round as sea-pebbles. ‘The province-ruler she married in Alba. Does the boy really care about Orkney? Will he want his share when you have got it for him? You’ve fostered him for seven years, but you never trouble to mention his name. What is it? Thorfinn?’

‘He’s called Thorfinn,’ agreed Thorkel shortly. A pagan name, like his own, but that was not why he didn’t use it. With a boy like that, you had to watch your back as well as your front. Attaching a name to him wouldn’t improve your authority. There were other considerations as well. He added, hearing the edge on his voice, ‘You are asking what is my interest in fostering such a boy?’

The soft-focussed eyes considered his. ‘Not really,’ said Finn at length. ‘No, that is not hard to guess. I only wondered if you were thinking that you had picked the wrong child to foster.’

Gulls squealed over the masthead. Near at hand, against the creak of wood and the rush of the sea there sounded the rap of thrown dice, and men’s voices, and the harsh bellows-breath of the sleepers. Thorkel said, ‘What other child is there?’ But he knew. Of the boy’s four older brothers, only one had had a son.

‘Why,’ Finn said, ‘Rognvald, Earl Brusi’s son. Ten years old and so pretty he could have fifty mothers to take the place of his own. He’s here with his father. You know that Earl Brusi’s in Nídarós?’

The youth Arnór Thordarson the song-maker halted beside them with a fan of hot smoking mutton on skewers, and Thorkel took one politely, as if the interruption were of no consequence. Thorkel said, ‘You’ve seen Earl Brusi, then?’ He bared his teeth for a bite.

‘And spoken to him,’ said Finn, watching him chew. ‘He’d just had a talk with the King. Don’t you want to know why Earl Brusi is here? You killed his brother. Or arranged for it.’

Thorkel gave his close attention to the meat. ‘If you know why Earl Brusi is here, then I suppose you are going to tell me.’

Finn said, ‘He isn’t here because of the murder. He’s here to complain to the King about your foster-son. Your foster-son Thorfinn, his little half-brother, who has promised him no peace, it seems, unless Brusi hands him half of Orkney.’

Despite himself, Thorkel’s face grew red round his smile. As if he meant it, he said, ‘It seems fair. Thorfinn and Brusi are the only two brothers left.’

Finn said, ‘Brusi is a grown man with a son to look after, and Thorfinn is a child by a different mother. Earl Brusi claims both his own third of Orkney and the third willed him by the brother you killed. King Olaf agrees.’

‘Does he?’ said Thorkel. Thorfinn, his mind said. Thorfinn, the stupid, half-grown, cocksure little fool.

‘Yes. The King promised, if need be, to support Brusi’s cause with an army,’ said his cousin Finn mildly. ‘At a price, certainly. King Olaf doesn’t give something for nothing.’

‘Whatever the King wanted, I’m sure Brusi would give it him,’ Thorkel remarked. The ship kicked to the current, and he flung the half-eaten mutton away.

‘The King wanted sovereign rights,’ said Finn, ‘over all Brusi’s Orkney inheritance. Overlordship of two-thirds of Orkney. Of course, Brusi agreed.’

‘Kneeling?’ said Thorkel. He laughed.

‘Kneeling, naturally. That is why,’ said Finn his cousin, ‘I wondered if you hadn’t picked the wrong princeling to foster.’

Successfully, Thorkel laughed again. ‘You think I might have found the dainty young Rognvald more promising? But I should have had to kill his father Brusi first, shouldn’t I? And what would be the use, with his land under King Olaf now anyway?’

Stupid, half-grown, cocksure little fool. Long after the conversation had ended, the oars beat the words through Thorkel’s head. He hardly noticed the change in the stroke as the fleet came within sight of Nídarós, or the bustle about him, or the high, gilded profile of Charlemagne, berthed where the King had disembarked half a day earlier.

The first time Thorkel came from his thoughts, it was to find the boat docked and on the jetty an illusion; a nightmare; a grotesque and familiar figure he had believed to be safely at home, five hundred miles west of Nídarós.

Not the complaining Earl Brusi. Not the lovely young Rognvald his son. But a scowling juvenile, thin as a half-knotted thong, with a monstrous brow topped by a whisk of black hair over two watering eyes, thick as acorns.

It raised one arm and called. Its voice had not even started to break.

‘Thorfinn,’ said Thorkel, and the word itself was a groan. Here in Norway, here in Nídarós, here on King Olaf’s jetty was the child-Earl of Caithness and Orkney. His foster-son.

Deliberately, Thorkel Amundason stepped ashore. Deliberately, he stalked towards the belligerent brat on whom for seven long years his hopes had been centred, and stopped before him. He said, ‘Thorfinn Sigurdarson: if you have put a foot wrong, I will take you into a close-house and thrash you over a stool.’

He did not remember, just then, that Finn his cousin was behind him. He was concerned only, as so often before, to search the boy’s face, looking in vain for what was his due in the unyielding, bellicose features, the half-grown nose, the wired lips, the challenging stare. The boy said, piping, ‘Thorkel Amundason: I am nearly thirteen years old and of full age, and you are my servant. Who gave you leave to kill men in Maere for Norway?’

‘My cousins,’ said Thorkel. He took the boy’s arm and turned him, walking, in the direction of the house he had been given. The boy shook himself free. ‘I didn’t notice,’ added Thorkel, ‘that you objected when Earl Einar’s head rolled into the fire.’

‘You mean you could have sewn it back on again?’ the treble voice said. ‘You did well there. Einar’s share of the land went to Brusi and Brusi ran squalling to Norway as soon as I complained. You wouldn’t know. You weren’t there. You ran off to Norway as well.’

‘I thought you could wipe your own nose,’ Thorkel said. ‘I was wrong. You stupid fool: of course Earl Brusi ran to Norway if you threatened him. I told you to sit still for once and do nothing. Nothing!’

The steep, cobbled path between the wood-and-thatch houses was filling with yelling people and handcarts as the ships were unloaded. As the boy did not answer at once, Thorkel pushed him into a space between two wattled walls and said, ‘So how did you threaten him? As if I couldn’t guess.’ Behind him, he was bitterly aware, Finn was lingering helpfully.

‘I told him you’d come and pick holes in his wall-hangings,’ the boy said in a mutter. He was tall for his age, the women kept saying, but put together in a ramshackle way that gave him no physical presence. In the draught between walls, his eyes were thinly watering once again.

Thorkel said, ‘You told them you’d send your grandfather’s army. You told them to hand over half Orkney or King Malcolm of Alba would attack. Didn’t you?’ Despite his level voice, he was breathing hard, and the boy’s eyes flickered once and then stared back stonily.

‘I haven’t time to bother with that,’ his foster-son said. ‘If you think yourself my advisor, then say something intelligent. I’ve just come from King Olaf. He says if I don’t give him Overlordship of my share of Orkney, he will take it and put an Earl of his own to rule under him.’

It had become very quiet. ‘… And?’ said Thorkel.

‘And I said, of course, that I couldn’t do him homage, as I was already an Earl of the King of Alba my grandfather, and his vassal.’

‘And he said, of course, that such only applied to the Caithness lands you hold through your mother, and that the King of Alba had nothing to do with Orkney, which was by rights a Norwegian colony?’

‘Yes,’ said the boy.

‘And then you told him to keep his hands off your bit of Orkney or the King of Alba would attack?’ The yapping voice was easy to mimic. Any other boy would have been shamed.

‘I said,’ said the boy, ‘that, being only young, I should like to go home and consult my counsellors before I gave him my answer. He said I couldn’t go home, but he’d give me an hour to think it over. The hour is almost up.’

Thorkel said, ‘What did you need an hour for? Your brother Earl Brusi became vassal for his share of Orkney right away.’

The boy’s mouth opened. He said, ‘I don’t believe it.’

‘Don’t believe it?’ said Thorkel. ‘What else could be the outcome when you sent brother Brusi scuttling to Norway with the whole of Alba seemingly threatening his tail? He needed help, and King Olaf saw that he would pay the right price for it.’

The boy said, ‘He can’t use that weapon with me.’

‘My God. My God,’ Thorkel said piously. ‘He doesn’t have to, does he? He’s got you. Brusi runs crying to Norway, and you run screaming after. All you’ve both done is made Olaf a present of Orkney while you two or some other friend of his runs it for him. Your royal grandfather won’t attack Olaf. He won’t attack him even if you never come back from Norway. He has another grandson with much more convenient attachments. And who in all Alba or Ireland or Cumbria would he find to set sail and battle for you?’

‘I notice,’ said the boy, ‘that men will kill for money. Or power.’

‘Well, your grandfather has little of either to spare,’ Thorkel said. ‘And now you have none either. Go back and promise anything King Olaf may ask. That way you’ll leave here alive. Then go home and tell your mother’s new spouse how his great plan succeeded. It was all Findlaech’s idea, I take it?’

‘No. It was mine,’ the boy said. ‘If I start taking other teachers, I will tell you so.’

That afternoon, the trumpets were blown for King Olaf, and men came to hear what news the King had, and to learn the terms of the settlement between the two Orkney earls, Thorfinn and Brusi.

It was raining, and the mist had come down almost to man-height, so that most of the folk standing on the cobbled stretch in front of the king-house had their hoods over their ears, except when the intimations seemed to be veering towards trading-rights or harbour dues, in which case they were hooked smartly sideways.

The King and Queen Astrid were dry, being seated under a canopy in front of their hall, its carved timber and gilding glinting under the eaves and the wet, brooding rows of royal pennants.

On one side of the royal couple sat Earl Brusi of Orkney, a mild man whose round, sulky face still reflected a recent exchange with Thorkel Amundason. His tunic and cloak, decently rich, echoed the clothes of his ten-year-old son Rognvald. In no other way did Rognvald resemble his father, being straight-backed and milky of skin, with lustrous blue eyes and yellow hair, satin-flat as if sheened by a glass-smoother.

Thorfinn, the twelve-year-old Earl, had a red cloak with a gold brooch like a dish on it, above which his neck appeared like a wick. Beneath the towering forehead, he possessed no other feature as significant as the short, charcoal line of his eyebrows.

The King rose and, using his sea-going voice, disposed briefly of welcome and courtesies and launched into the terms of the pact by which the brothers Brusi and Thorfinn, joint Earls of Orkney, had delivered Orkney into his, King Olaf’s, hands and had pledged themselves to be his, King Olaf’s, vassals. By which right, said King Olaf, he was pleased to announce the allotment of Orkney each could expect from him.

To Brusi, one-third of the islands. To Thorfinn, another third, just as he had had before. And the third share, that of their dead brother Einar, he, King Olaf, now took in his keeping, to dispense in due course at his pleasure.

Beneath the canopy, Earl Brusi’s mouth opened. That had not been in the bargain. Standing among the bonder, Kalv Arnason grinned, his arm round his new wife’s neck, more to keep her from walking away than from any budding affection. Beside him, his brother Finn, with a child at each hand, peered at the king-house, for it seemed to him that under the thatch-drips the black-browed Thorfinn, the boy-Earl, was laughing.

However, when presently the younger Earl rose to follow his brother and kneel and promise homage to Norway, even Finn could see that the boy was not laughing at all, and that the look he exchanged with Thorkel, his handsome protector, was filled with venom.

Then the King called out Thorkel himself, as avowed slayer of Einar of Orkney, and decreed the amount he must pay to the two Earls to compensate for the loss of their brother. No sentence of outlawry was imposed on him.

So honour was satisfied, and so was King Olaf of Norway. Like Olaf Tryggvasson, he had laid the Orkneys under Norway again. The green, fertile islands with their mild climate and clever, boat-building peoples, with the rich, bounding blood of the Picts and the Irish, the Norse and the Danes and the Icelanders, to nourish their life-stream. Orkney, with its hundred small beaches and harbours: the crossroads where every merchant-ship rested, where every tax-boat and warship and supply vessel ran for shelter in the wild, open seaway between Norway and the Viking cities of Ireland; between Norway and her colonies in the western isles, the ports of Wales and the markets of western England, the wine road to Bordeaux and the Loire, the pilgrim road and the fighting road down to Spain and Jerusalem.

Everyone had to pass by the island of Orkney. And only seven little miles separated Orkney from Caithness and the north part of Alba.

‘So you see what you have thrown away,’ Thorkel Amundason snapped at his foster-son later, in the cold, empty room of his guest-quarters.

Down at the jetty, the half-decks were already in place on the vessel taking them home, and all Thorkel’s six months’ of impedimenta were being thrown aboard quickly, with the meagre roll of his foster-son’s baggage. It would be as well, had advised the Arnasons, to leave early rather than later.

The boy stood, his face lowering. ‘My father paid taxes,’ he said. ‘Earl Sigurd my father used to send taxes to the old Earls of Norway before King Olaf arrived. My— They told me in Caithness.’

The door was open and the wall-hangings swirled. Thorkel said, ‘Oh, yes. The Earl your father flung a bone to the dog now and then. But none in my hearing ever heard him called vassal after Olaf Tryggvasson died. It took his fifth and last son so to honour his grave. The blood of Alba, one supposes.’

It was unfair. Brusi had done the same. It was unfair, but Thorkel was past caring.

‘Then you can suppose somewhere else,’ said the boy shrilly. Outside the door, a yellow-haired child arrived and stood on the cobblestones, snivelling. Neither of them paid any attention. The boy said, ‘Go on. Take your things off my ship. If you write me a bill of promise, I’ll even lend you the blood-fine for Brusi.’

Thorkel, who could not write, said, ‘Why not? I’ll do better here under King Olaf than under a vassal of his.’ His voice stayed slow, but he was breathing fast under it.

‘Go on, then,’ said the boy. ‘Find another minor to dry-nurse. Find another land full of heirs to be thinned out. There’s Rognvald out there. He needs someone to wipe his nose. Look at him.’

The yellow-haired boy, noticed at last, took a step over the threshold. Tears still ran from the peerless blue eyes over the flawless skin. Losing grip suddenly of his temper, Thorkel said to Rognvald, ‘And what’s wrong with you?’

The son of Earl Brusi shut his lips, and his breath mewed behind them. He said, ‘Are you going?’

‘Yes, we’re going,’ said Thorkel shortly. ‘If you’ve lost your father, go to Thord Foleson and ask.’

Earl Brusi’s son gave a great sob and then shut his lips again. ‘My father’s going without me,’ he said. ‘He’s going home to Orkney without me.’

In the silence, the shouts of the men at the wharves came quite clearly. Then Thorkel Amundason moved and, taking the youngster by the arm, led him gently into the room. There, one hand on his shoulder, he studied him. ‘But why, Rognvald? Why would your father leave Norway without you?’

The pink lips trembled. ‘Because the King says he has to. He says that if Father will be his good friend in Orkney, he can have the third share … King Olaf’s share … the share that uncle Einar left to him. So Father will have two-thirds of Orkney, and I am to stay here as hostage. I don’t want to live in Norway,’ said Rognvald; and the tears ran from his eyes to his chin.

Kneeling, Thorkel smiled and took out his kerchief. ‘You don’t want your father to be a great Earl of Orkney?’ he said. ‘You don’t want to grow up to be a fine war-leader and King Olaf’s right-hand man? A brave young man like you?’

He knew, without looking, that Thorfinn had opened the door and walked out, his footsteps marching down to the waterside. He had time to wipe the child’s eyes and begin another reassuring, sensible sentence before his cousin Kalv’s voice said, from the doorway, ‘Ah. I was looking for some lost property. I see it has found its way to the right market. So, my dear Thorkel, are you changing your mind? You would like to stay with us in Norway?’

‘If it’s safe,’ Thorkel said. He straightened slowly. ‘And if, of course, you will have me.’

‘Oh, it’s safe enough,’ said Kalv airily. ‘Provided you don’t say very much and seem humble. Safer than it would be for your former menacing little nurseling. He’d be advised to get off while his skin’s whole.’

‘He’s gone to embark,’ Thorkel said. ‘Don’t you notice how quiet it’s become? They’ll be killing a sheep for him in Moray in a couple of days.’

Kalv was staring at him. The child, taking the kerchief from his fingers, blew his nose in it. Kalv said, ‘You mean Moray in Alba, his mother’s new home? Did he tell you he was going there?’

Thorkel Amundason put his hand on the golden head of the ten-year-old. ‘He didn’t need to,’ he said. ‘The whole stupid scheme was probably the ruler of Moray’s in the first place. Findlaech. His mother’s third husband. The first thing that boy Thorfinn will do in Moray is berate his stepfather for advising him wrongly.’

Kalv’s mouth had opened as well. He said at last, ‘Well, Finn was right. You and the boy are a pair to keep clear of. You’ve been with your foster-son ever since Sparbu. You were bear-leading him off and on for seven years before that. And he didn’t tell you what happened before he left Alba?’

Thorkel looked down at the child Rognvald. ‘Go outside,’ he said. ‘Go outside. I’ll come in a minute.’ And to Kalv, ‘What, then?’

Kalv’s face was rosy with pleasure. ‘The boy’s stepfather Findlaech was burned alive in his hall by two nephews,’ he said. ‘Thorfinn escaped with his life. Everyone else he knew died except the widow his mother, who was away at the time. The older of the murdering nephews is now ruling Moray and, of course, won’t let Thorfinn’s mother come back.

‘Your Thorfinn has not only lost the lordship of his share of Orkney. He’s lost his stepfather’s Moray as well. All he has on the mainland is Caithness, with his two cousins prowling the frontiers …

‘That was why the boy fled here to Norway. To escape his cousins. And to try and claw half of Orkney out of Brusi his brother before people learned that he didn’t have Moray behind him.

‘We thought you had him trained to your heel,’ said Kalv amiably. ‘But I see times change. And this one is prettier.’

Because the tide had not yet turned, the longship with the boy Thorfinn of Orkney aboard did not put to sea as soon as she was loaded, but rode at the jetty while the provisions were properly stowed and the crewmen settled and the merchants and seamen took each other’s measure. She was not an Orkney ship: merely a cargo vessel with a passage for sale. The boy, invisible beside the prow dragon, had not expected Thorkel to come himself to take off his luggage. When the smooth voice addressed him, he went white and got up slowly.

Thorkel’s face was square as a four-cornered table. ‘Lord,’ he said. ‘The King has laid on me a blood-fine to pay you.’

The black hair, tufted and burned, shook in the wind. ‘The Earl Brusi you must pay,’ the boy said. ‘For Earl Einar’s death you owe me nothing. I have told you. You may go.’

Thorkel’s cloak stirred; and his hair; and his beard; but he did not move. ‘The law requires,’ he said, ‘that a blood-fine be paid. If you do not wish the King’s will to be done, you must impose one of your own. The King said that I might return to Orkney freely and enjoy all my possessions.’

‘You may,’ said the boy. ‘If you want to.’ It was a girl’s voice. But the contempt in it was a man’s. He sat down on his sea chest again.

‘I want to,’ said Thorkel. ‘But, whatever you think, I am not a man who serves two masters. Therefore, since you dismiss me, I cannot go home.’

‘Then serve Brusi,’ the boy said. ‘He has two-thirds of Orkney. There must be a living for you in that.’ His colour had changed again. But the brows, in a straight line, had not altered.

‘My father did not set me to serve Brusi,’ Thorkel said. ‘He set me to serve where I am neither liked nor am I trusted. My task is to serve you. I would finish it.’

‘You don’t want to stay in Norway?’ said the boy. ‘I have come into a fortune suddenly? What have you heard?’

‘That you saw Findlaech your stepfather burn,’ Thorkel said, ‘when I was not there to help you.’

In public, the boy was what Thorkel Amundason called his foster-son, for only thus could he contain the knowledge that in this child was something he could neither outguess nor control.

Now he saw it confirmed yet again, in the willpower that would not break down into weeping, although the boy’s mouth became small and the narrow throat twisted with effort. Thorkel Amundason said, ‘Thorfinn. Grown men grieve for their kindred.’

Perversely, it worked, in that the boy plunged into speech. After a moment, he even dragged his voice into its usual pitch, although he breathed as if he had been running. He said, ‘I mean to have Orkney. I mean to see my cousins burn as Findlaech mac Ruaidhrí burned. I shall see King Olaf into his grave before I become any man’s vassal for what is mine, ever again … What are you saying? Instead of the King, I must tell you what the blood-fine for my brother is to be?’

‘You have the right,’ Thorkel said. ‘If you tell me never to come to Orkney again, I will obey you.’

He could see the boy’s eyes, a dense and violent brown, trying to read him. Thorkel took a step closer and, with formality, knelt at his foster-child’s feet. ‘When you give a punishment, you must give it quickly,’ he said.

‘But mine is a very slow punishment,’ Earl Sigurd’s youngest son said. ‘To come with me to Orkney. To defend the land as I shall do. To stay and serve me, and to obey me so long as we both are in life. Is that too much to ask?’

Long ago, this had been Thorkel’s own dream. To be a wise and powerful counsellor, admired of princes, at the side of a willing and dutiful foster-son.

It was no surprise, now, to find the dream had reversed. He said, ‘If you want it.’

‘I need you,’ said the boy. It was a cry of anger, not one of appeal. A cry born of a wave of frustration and fury that made him jump to his feet so that only skilful handling brought Thorkel Amundason upright also, and out of his way.

‘For I am not grown yet,’ said the boy. ‘How long, how long before I am grown? And I make blunder upon blunder and mistake after mistake … Why don’t you stop me? You are a man. Make me think like a man. Make me act like a man. That is what I want you for.’

Nothing warned either of them, standing among the barrels and packs.

Moved by something he did not understand, Thorkel Amundason said, ‘My lord, whatever you have need of, I shall try to find it for you.’




Three

‘And that,’ said Kalv Arnason, for the sixth time, ‘is a bargain you must wish you had never made.’

He said it every year on his summer voyage when he saw his cousin Thorkel in Caithness. Sometimes, mercifully, Thorkel was elsewhere on the concerns of his stewardship: engaging tribute from here; putting a spoke in a blood-feud there; judging, correcting, advising. He had three good men to help him, and a body of housecarls, in case affairs took him south, within sight of the green lands of Moray in Alba, and a hunting party of Thorfinn’s cousins showed signs of interest. Thorkel had no wish to be burned alive in his lodging like Findlaech, the last ruler of Moray.

This year, he was at Freswick on the east of Caithness when Kalv’s fleet moved in past the broch and round Skirza. Thorkel left the big steading and walked to the shore with the Havardson reeve to see the crews settled under canvas, with a welcome of ale and fresh meat and barleycakes.

This was, naturally, why Kalv always stopped in the first place: it was a staging-post on the long voyage from Norway to the traders in Dublin. On the way out with the east wind, Kalv would lay down an offering of sealskins or soapstone or amber. On the way back with the west wind, it might be a jar of good wine, if he felt generous.

But seldom money. That, he used to say, was for his traders to worry about. He supplied the ships, and he protected them: what would he do with money at Egge? If he wanted some good Irish slaves or a sword, the traders would find them for him.

Somewhere at Egge, Thorkel was inclined to think, must be a stout wooden chest crammed with thin silver pennies and hacksilver.

There were eight merchants this time, including a man Thorkel knew well, married to one of Kalv’s sisters. Kalv had also brought Siward, a nephew of his young wife’s whom Thorkel had never met, and who looked quarrelsome.

Kalv was carrying, as a guest-gift, some of the finest beaver skins Thorkel had ever seen. Praising them, Thorkel placed them on a swept space on the hall floor. The next time he looked, Kalv’s nephew, leaning back, had stretched out his heels on them.

Thorkel raised his eyebrows. Kalv, swearing, leaned forward and hooked out the bundle so that his nephew nearly slid after. Siward sat sharply up. Although uncle and nephew, there was not much to choose between them in age; but whereas Kalv was spry and sinewy, Siward was built like a bullock. Then one of the prettier serfs put down a platter of pork, and Siward swung his knees in and stretched like a bow for the ale-horn.

Under cover of the eating and talk, Kalv said, ‘So your foster-son is away. I am astonished. Now, that –’

‘– is a bargain I must wish I had never made. When I decide to leave to fight Saracens, I shall let you know, Kalv, in time for your next year’s arrangements. Naturally, the boy is away every summer. So are you.’

‘On business,’ said Kalv. ‘What is his business? He should be learning to rule.’

The nephew Siward lifted a loaf and pulled it apart. ‘According to gossip,’ he said, ‘Thorfinn’s brother Earl Brusi is doing the ruling while Thorfinn roves about, spending his taxes. What’s wrong? Has he fallen in love with his suit of rings and his axe? He does still own a third of Orkney, doesn’t he?’

Thorkel Amundason shrugged and, smiling, passed him more bread. ‘He likes adventure,’ he said. It was true. Young men did fall in love with fighting. It was truer to say that Thorfinn’s love affair had been with the sea ever since, at fourteen, he had got his first longship. Thorkel had no reason to think his foster-son backward in attaining the normal accomplishments with girl-serfs, but it was the vessel Grágás he had married.

It was not what Thorkel had foreseen when he saw himself lord in effect of the Orkneys. But he had Caithness and a third of Orkney to rule in the boy’s absence, which for most men would be power enough. Remembering Nídarós, Thorkel said, ‘And what of Rognvald in Norway? Homesick as ever? He must be sixteen.’

‘Homesick?’ said Kalv. ‘With every courtman in Norway fighting the next for his favour? Rognvald, let me tell you, is the new Baldur. Cultivate Brusi’s son and you’ll never go wrong. Pity he isn’t a girl. Marry him to Thorfinn, and their son would be master of Orkney.’

‘Under King Olaf,’ said Thorkel.

‘What else?’ said Kalv. His self-importance, as always, was maddening. ‘I had the impression you were under King Olaf at present. The way things are, you’d better stick to him anyway. Canute isn’t content with ruling England and Denmark, that’s obvious. But for Olaf, you might find Canute overrunning Norway and the whole of Alba as well, right up to your Caithness frontiers and beyond, if he felt like it. And your uncle-burning neighbours in Moray won’t stop him. The story goes that they’ve paid Canute homage already.

‘I should worry about that, in your shoes. If Canute ever got a grip of Alba, the Moray cousins would push you out and rule the whole of the north. I suppose that’s why they burned Thorfinn’s stepfather. What are they called? Malcolm and Gillacomghain? That’s what I mean,’ explained Kalv, stretching comfortably. ‘You’d think, all things considered, that Thorfinn would be here, taking an interest.’

Thorkel Amundason shrugged, saying nothing. For six years he had waited, his foster-son’s words in his head, watching him grow, and dreading the demand that was certain, surely, to come, but so far had not. Thorkel Amundason, give me an army. I mean to drive Malcolm and Gillacomghain from Moray.

Dreading it, because such an attack would be doomed. Moray was part of the kingdom of Alba. And if the King of Alba, the other Malcolm, had taken no steps to punish Findlaech’s murderers, then it was not for Thorfinn his grandson to do so. The men of Caithness wouldn’t support him. The men of one-third of Orkney wouldn’t cross to fight for a child-Earl in Alba. And the sort of silver that would hire him an army was not within their resources.

Whereas it might well be within the resources of Malcolm and Gillacomghain, who had paid homage to King Canute of England, with the approval, one supposed, of Malcolm of Alba.

Stick to Olaf, Kalv was advising; and there was no doubt that he was right. Olaf was the only bulwark against Canute and his dreams of an empire of the north. Thorkel was surprised, indeed, that Kalv had risked going about with this fellow, his wife’s nephew Siward. You heard of some district leaders in Norway who had already crossed to join Canute in England. He thought of asking Siward what his father was up to these days, and decided against it. In any case, Kalv was still pursuing something.

Kalv said, ‘So you’d better look to your alliances, my friend, if you want to hold off King Canute and the Moray men. Thorfinn’s eighteen. It’s time you got him a wife. Only, if you’ll take my advice, not an Irish one. I know he’s got Ossory blood on both sides, but, believe me, you’d get nothing out of it.’

Thorkel did not mind being steered. He wondered how much Kalv was being paid. He said thoughtfully, ‘You’re right. What about an heiress from Dublin?’

Kalv’s face changed, as he expected. ‘Sitric’s family? Well, they’re Norse, and we trade with them, of course. But I ask you, who would marry the best town in Ireland to a lad with nothing more than a toe-hold in Orkney and the rights in a bit of the cold end of Alba? Unless he has attractions I haven’t seen yet?’

‘His father thought he was going to take over Dublin when he was killed at Clontarf,’ said Kalv’s nephew surprisingly. Kalv gave him a look, and turned back again.

Thorkel said placidly, ‘It’s difficult, isn’t it? Who could Thorfinn suitably marry? You can’t suggest a girl in your quarter? What about Finn’s two little daughters?’

Kalv said cheerfully, ‘Keep it in the family? If they weren’t already spoken for, I’d say you couldn’t do better. But there are a lot of other well-founded families in Trøndelagen who breed fast and might well be tempted. I’ll try one or two when I get back, if you like. Don’t marry him off till the autumn.’

Thorkel promised, and their ale-horns were refreshed, and emptied, and filled again. Kalv had achieved, it would seem, what he hoped for. Only once Thorkel himself brought back the subject. ‘And so Finn’s daughters are spoken for. Already? Who is Ingibjorg contracted to marry?’

Kalv did not shift in his seat, but by a small margin only. ‘Oh, you know what contracts are,’ he said. ‘She’s a child. Time enough to take it seriously when she’s twelve. Till then, we’re not making much of the news, although Finn, naturally, is pleased with the match. He’s signed to marry his daughter to Earl Brusi’s son Rognvald.’

So his cousins the Arnasons were backing Brusi and Orkney, and not Thorfinn and the cold end of Alba. Well, good luck to them. Thorkel Amundason smiled, and congratulated Kalv on his niece’s prospects, and agreed yet again with Kalv’s conviction that the hope of the north was King Olaf.

He believed it himself. Between the rival kings Canute and Olaf lay Caithness and one-third of Orkney, the land of his stewardship. Olaf surely would protect him in the interests of his own Orkney lordship. While Canute there in the south was already in league with Malcolm and Gillacomghain, his foes in neighbouring Moray.

He had never discussed with Thorfinn the present war over Norway, and how it threatened his lands. He never saw Thorfinn, except getting on to a ship or getting off it again. He had assumed that Thorfinn had lost interest in the management of his affairs, since Thorfinn showed none.

Until last week, that was. But that was something that Kalv here didn’t know about.

When last week the envoy from Alba had arrived, it was pure bad luck that Thorfinn happened to be at home, having a shipload of cattle to land which came (he said) from somebody’s tribute.

No one was ever impressed by Thorfinn. The envoy from Alba had taken one look at him and delivered his message, which was a demand from King Malcolm of Alba that his grandson should join him in Cumbria.

As a child, Thorfinn had sustained periodic summons to be viewed by his grandfather. Sometimes the inspection took place in Scone or Forteviot in the middle of Alba. Sometimes it brought him to Glamis, further east, where his mother had made her home now. Sometimes, as now, it required him to travel the full length of Alba and over the border to the land in the north-west of England that was not Alba at all, but was held by the Kings of Alba as vassals of the King of England.

Since the burning of Findlaech, Thorfinn had not seen his grandfather on any occasion, and his mother twice only. He preferred to stay at sea. If messages came, it was Thorkel Amundason who answered them.

As the envoy’s speech drew to an end, Thorkel had wondered if he was meant to answer this one as well. Thorfinn, sectioned into a chair like a crane-fly, gave no impression of listening closely. In six years, nature had afflicted the boy with an extremity of untoward height, and made of the shapeless nose a flange like a rudder. Other changes were few.

The envoy had ended, and Thorfinn after all had replied. He said, ‘I’ll come.’

Thorkel Amundason could feel the shock and the rage again now. He had said, ‘My foster-son. There are matters to think of.’ And to the messenger: ‘Does my lord King expect the Earl Thorfinn to stay long?’

‘I think not. A day or two only,’ the envoy had said.

‘A journey such as that for a day or two only?’ Thorkel had exclaimed. He had shown, he thought, no satisfaction. Now he would hear the reason.

‘It doesn’t matter,’ Thorfinn had interrupted. ‘It doesn’t matter. I’ll go.’

‘The King your grandfather will welcome the news,’ had said the envoy, damn him. Cumbria, where he came from, was full of Irish and Saxons and Norse, and his Norse was quite fluent. The envoy had added, ‘Perhaps my lord Earl will come south with me?’

By then it was time, clearly, to take the matter in hand. Thorkel Amundason had said, ‘Excuse me. I fear we go a little too fast. Tell me, sire. What does my lord King want with his grandson?’

But the chance of a straight answer was past. ‘My lord, a family gathering, I would suppose?’ had said the envoy. ‘The King did not confide in me. But is it not natural, after all these years, for the King’s two grandsons to meet in one place?’

And that was all he would say. He had left the next day. The only victory Thorkel achieved was to persuade the fool his foster-son to wait a few days before travelling.

He had tried, of course, to stop him going at all. He had tried until the last moment when, surrounded by boxes and barrels and sacks and the members of his sparse household, Thorfinn was about to wade out to his vessel. He had been in mid-tirade when the boy turned on him. ‘Don’t you know why he wants me in Cumbria?’

‘To stick a knife in your back,’ had said Thorkel Amundason shortly. Beneath it all, that was his fear.

‘No. He needs me,’ Thorfinn had said.

‘Needs you?’

‘It’s the talk of the islands. King Canute has summoned my grandfather to do homage for Cumbria.’

‘Then I suppose he will,’ Thorkel had said. ‘Cumbria is important to him.’

‘Yes. But he might not be allowed to keep Cumbria,’ Thorfinn had said, ‘unless he can convince Canute his overlord that he can stop me from helping King Olaf.’

Around them, the routine of loading had gone on. Thorkel had said, after a while, ‘But you are a vassal of Olaf’s.’

‘Not for Caithness,’ Thorfinn had said.

His stare was unwinking. Thorkel had stared back. Malcolm and Gillacomghain had done homage to Canute for Moray. It didn’t give Canute rights over Moray. It did give him leave to use the harbours and provisions of Moray in pursuit of his war against Olaf. Thorkel said, ‘You think your grandfather will want you to pay homage for Caithness to Canute?’

‘To allow Canute rights in Caithness,’ Thorfinn amended. ‘And perhaps even in my third of Orkney.’

‘And will you?’ Thorkel had said. It had sounded jocular, such was his alarm and despair.

‘What do you suppose?’ was all Thorfinn had answered. And, turning, had boarded the ship and sailed south.

That was last week, and Thorkel had heard nothing since. Of what had happened last week he had said nothing at all to Kalv Arnason. Now he was listening to Kalv, and half-agreeing to a Norwegian marriage, and wholly agreeing when Kalv said once more, as he did on departing, ‘Tell the boy, wherever he is. Stick to Olaf and Norway. It’s the best chance we’ve all got of survival.’




Four

Make me think like a man, the twelve-year-old Thorfinn had said to Thorkel his foster-father, and for a while, it was true, had taken Thorkel for tutor.

Make me act like a man, he had said also; and for that, his tutors were many and various, and the foremost of them all was the sea.

He had others, mostly men older than himself, whom Thorkel knew about and put up with. Most of them were on board with Thorfinn now as he sailed south to answer his grandfather’s summons. First for fighting was Skeggi Havardson his father’s nephew, twenty years Thorfinn’s elder and his standard-bearer. First in mischief was a man older still: Eachmarcach, the nephew of King Sitric Silkbeard of Dublin.

On his way south to Cumbria, Thorfinn had diverged to take on board Eachmarcach, who spent his time sailing the western seas, looking for trouble. Learning where they were going, Eachmarcach laughed until he had to be slapped on the back. A broad, freckled man with a tightly curled ginger thatch, the heir of Dublin had little reverence for King Malcolm of Alba, Thorfinn’s grandfather. And he could imagine (he said) King Malcolm’s face when he saw himself, Eachmarcach, in Thorfinn’s company.

Thorfinn, who could imagine it too grinned but said nothing of moment, being doubled up in the midst of a wrestling-match. He had been a nuisance of a boy, and was growing up to be a nuisance of a man, it was obvious. The ragbag of crewmen who sailed with him found him amusing.

Arrived in no great haste at his rendezvous, Thorfinn left his ship and its crew on the coast and rode inland on the horses provided, taking with him Skeggi and Eachmarcach and such housecarls as an earl’s train demanded.

That journey, too, was remarkable less for its speed than its eccentricity. When they reached the place of King Malcolm’s Cumbrian camp, it was to find it all but deserted, apart from a waiting guard and a few hostages. King Malcolm’s army had moved south to the Mercian border. King Malcolm himself, with his household and Duncan his grandson, was in Mercia, England, summoned there on short order by Canute to pay homage for his province of Cumbria. The Earl Thorfinn, ran the order, was to join him in Chester immediately.

‘Will you go? I burned Chester once,’ Eachmarcach said. ‘At least, I burned some of the wharves up the river.’

‘More fool you,’ Thorfinn said. Mercia, south of the Cumbrian frontier, was one of the great English earldoms and its busy port Chester was one of Dublin’s best markets.

‘I didn’t mean to,’ said Eachmarcach. ‘We’d captured some very strong ale. I wanted to marry the Lady of Mercia. You know. Leofric’s wife. But the old Earl called out the guard. You’ve seen the Lady of Mercia?’

‘Heard of her. That’s her son over there.’ Thorfinn said.

Eachmarcach looked at the hostages. Two were elderly. One was a raw-faced youth of fifteen with an unpleated shock of fair hair, playing some sort of game in the dust. None of the captives was shackled, and the guard stood about, watching. The youth talked and laughed all the time. He had a laugh like the flapping of crows’ wings. For the son of a famous beauty, he was, as usually happens, nothing out of the way. Eachmarcach said, ‘That’s how to live to be eighty. Don’t trust yourself into English hands without first asking for English hostages. Alfgar. That’s what the boy’s called. Alfgar, the sole heir to Mercia.’

The youth looked round, as if he caught the sound of his name. Eachmarcach grinned, since his nature was to be friendly. Thorfinn did not smile at all. Thorfinn said, ‘He isn’t very well guarded.’

In the town of Chester everything had come to a standstill ever since the King of England’s army had marched up and camped itself a few days before on the opposite side of the river. From their homes of log and planking and wattle, and quite a few of cut stone, the citizens of Chester had watched King Canute of England and his household officers climb the mound to their Earl’s timber palace and feast themselves at Earl Leofric’s table while those talks went on which would end, you could be sure, in bringing no profit to




























































Kings of Scotland (Alba) and Earls of Northumbria (England)

[image: images]

Dotted lines and italics represent unsubstantiated data.




Rulers of Orkney, Norway, Normandy and England

[image: images]

Dotted lines and italics represent unsubstantiated data.




Rulers of Norway and Denmark

[image: images]

Italics represent unsubstantiated data.




Enjoyed the book? Love Thorfinn? Got questions?

The Dorothy Dunnett Society is here for you!

[image: images]

The Society was established by Dorothy Dunnett, to make it easier for her readers to share their thoughts, insights and ideas – in person and online. Our quarterly magazine, Whispering Gallery, is published by and for our members with articles about all aspects of the books, together with the history and art of the period. At the Dunnett Weekend each April in Scotland, members and friends enjoy interesting talks, visits to local historic sites, the food and maybe most of all, the company of other readers. Around the world, groups of members meet up on the second Saturday in November to celebrate International Dorothy Dunnett Day. Other Gatherings, organised by members, happen from time to time in various locations and are advertised in Whispering Gallery and online: new readers and non-members are always welcome.

Find out who we are, what we do, where we are and what’s happening on our website. Join us on Facebook, Tweet your favourite quote or a burning question and join a community of like-minded people who not only love reading the books but enjoy talking about them in person and online. There’s always a fellow Dunnett reader near you.

Read the books, join the club, enjoy the craic!

www.dorothydunnett.org | facebook.com/DunnettCentral | twitter.com/DunnettCentral

The Dorothy Dunnett Society is a charity registered in Scotland, no: SC030649.




PENGUIN BOOKS

UK | USA | Canada | Ireland | Australia

India | New Zealand | South Africa

Penguin Books is part of the Penguin Random House group of companies whose addresses can be found at global.penguinrandomhouse.com.

[image: Penguin Random House UK]

First published in Great Britain by Michael Joseph 1982

Published in Penguin Books 2017

Copyright © Dorothy Dunnett, 1982

The moral right of the author has been asserted

The author and publishers would like to thank the following for the use of small quotations from other sources reproduced in King Hereafter:

Sidgwick & Jackson (The Viking Achievement by Peter Foote and David M. Wilson); The Hogarth Press (Orkneyinga Saga translated by Hermann Palsson and Paul Edwards); Penguin Books (King Harald’s Saga translated by Magnus Magnusson and Hermann Palsson); Constable & Company (Wandering Scholars by Helen Waddell); Pelican Books (The Celts by Nora Chadwick); Penguin Books (Njal’s Saga translated by Magnus Magnusson and Hermann Palsson). We regret that we were unable to trace Alexander Burt Taylor, editor of Orkneyinga Saga, or his representatives.

Cover design: Headdesign.co.uk

Cover images

© British Library Board

© Bridgeman Images

ISBN: 978-1-405-93441-1


OPS/images/9780718185794_KingHereafter_003_IMGX.jpg
7S
7\ N.RONALDSAY) f———
o

At

]
= €
| 8 (&;AI;/:V MEIRL
A WESTRAY)
Nn

Hofn S
( mrowﬂm
wgsTRA) § “@ gj
LJF# SANDAY
= s FKS——/
A‘H 1*
(
™~ 1“ Al
7 =5 N
\ Rousay B@’E =
¥ PAPAY MINN}
EGILSAV ’ Y (PAPA STRONSAY)

Brough of Birsay

FBirsay

S A ,5 =] Vv/{'snmus/w =
% D
//i e 'wmsn ﬁ,:_k"_%,.qj:

~ Wt
N =z Rul = (eHAPINSAY
< v

7~ ® o o A —
DA E=D
e 4 Kirkwal

| =
ApAnS E Y @'}j Y Brothe’
: =

——#—(D:L Orpl-ur. Sandwick~

——1/COPINSAY

[—— Rora Hd.

DN v
Tor Ness —Aith

p:,erA/va:p,”,.” "
'"'\‘srthA <O
— P ‘\°o° .\c\ﬁ
\ﬁ“‘” mﬁby
R Canubuy fa
F‘_ pproxi scale in miles

=Y % 0 2 4 6 [} [ S omonmrmmmanm—s
hurso i '(,Freswick

<
f[ﬂh e.m.m SJORKNEY ISLANDS

A.D.1050

and N.E.CAITHNESS
S. Calder & L. Watten

9

T

o






OPS/images/9780718185794_KingHereafter_006_IMGX.jpg
Harald Fairhair
King of Norway

Died c. 940

o om0

= sigd

Hakon, Norw:

Halfdan

Foste-son ofKing Athelstan of
England.

Died 96!
it Dk

intermittently uniil 1016.

of
siahol 1006 30,
first Bishop of Iceland.

estfolde
under Hakon

Astrid = Erling Olaf Tryggvasson
Skjalsson 995 King of Norwa
of Sole, (fllowed King Hakon)
Norway Died 1000,
Died 1028.
d
= Thyre, sister of
ing 5\
“Forkbeard” of
Denmark.
= Others

RAGNHILD = Thorberg

1d
) Earl Arnfinn of Orkney.
= i) Earl Havard of Orkney
i) Earl Ljot of Orkney
sons of Earl Thorfinn [
of Orkney (died c. 963)

Sigurd
Sy
great grand-
Son of King
Harald

Fairha
and Ruler of
Ringerike,
Norvay.

Erik Bloodaxe
Earl of Northumbria
948-954

S

= Gunhild

raafeld’, 968
deaeons ngc(Norwzy

Kingof  with b

Norwy
under Denmark,

King
of Wes

rothers.

Harald
esfolde

Harald ‘Bluetooth’
King of Denmark

Guhid = Swin Tokbcard King of Poland, =also Olf Trygguasson,
King of Denmar Bolsla Chr King of Norway:
986
ngofEng\md
013-10 Kin of s 1 1034
Divoreed. Followed O Pm of Duke Casimi
. Tryggvasson in ChPolnd (died 1058) by
Sigrid. = Norway: of Archbishop
divorced o of Cologne
Queen of
Eric of Sweden.
daughter of Thorgils Sprakaleggr
Toste of Sweden 1019
Holmfreid, CANUTE = Mg |ty <9 ExlUE | GYTHA < Godvin
erof  King of Denmark.  Kiny ceroy of | (Edith) | Earl of Wessex
et fonkod Deomrky 1020-1053
o (Aclrzm) 1025,
2% | i e i) (Duke)
o(gsn;l.md Robert of
Gunhild of | Died 1052 Nomandy | EprTH = HAROLD TOSTIG Ot
(repudiaced). | FPTERS 4 o e
Poland and
Poland and Gyda Kingof ol No rihanbria
. = Er England Engand 1055-1066,
of Lade, 10421066, 1066. = Judith of
Norway, " Flanders.
Earl i
Northumbria, Lower
1018.1023. Seven Eond

Lo s

\rason
brother of
Kzl\( :m; Issue of Canute| and Ethelred by Emma and other wives.
Ingibjorg. | [ Tl [ T I
Ellisif =HARALD | Halffn ~ OLAF = ASTRID INGIGERD _ Gunhild EDWARD, | GUNHILDA | s Others EARL Bior
Daughter of 1015-1066 (50hF) i e The = (Emperor) | 1030 Regent AKON  King S Dowmark Died 1019
Grand Duke (ater called  Others Sol King of of Denmark. Henry Il | of Norway. Drowned  1047-1076.
i y Norwa Joosiav King of Eniand | = Ao | Dicd 1036 1030. Gunnhild
Joint King of 1016-1030 of 042-1066. Poitou. grand-daugher of
with following inter| Russi, = Edith, duughter ing Eric of Sweder
Magnus ‘the regnum of Prince of Kiew of Earl Godswin. = Gytha, widow of King
“THORA ii) = Good" Earls under Died 1054. Bishop of Durham. Anund James of Sweden.
Sole King of Norway. Denmark.
1047-1066
HARDACANUTE  HAROLD EDMUND
King of England Harefoor” “Tronsides’
BERGLIOT 1040-1042.  King.of Engiand _ Dicd 1016
{Ha 1040~ Edith, widow
Arnason of Sigfirth
of N. Danclaw.
Maria.  Ingigerd  Magnus. olaf N uifhild MAGNUS 7 sons ELLISIF ANNE ANASTASIA Edward Edmund EALDRED EADULF EDITH
id 1066 Joint The ) Gillacomghain = Ordulf “The Good" = (Kin = Atheling, aughte = Maldred,
King of Quier o (Duke) (ilegitimate) Harald Henry I Andrew Died 1057, King Stephen Northumbria Norlhumbna son of
orway King of = i) Earl Thorfinn of 1024-1047 < King of King of Agatha, (Salomon) Died 1038, Died
1066, Norvay. of Orkney Saxony, King of Norway ruay France ungary nicce of of Hungary. 4 wgmh
= iii) Malcolm 111 1059. 1035-1047. 105066, 10311060, 1046505 pe
King of Scotia
10581093,
LuLACH 2 daughters Philip Edgar Christian Margaret
King of Alba King of Atheling = King Mlem 1
1057-1058. nce





OPS/images/9780718185794_KingHereafter_004_IMGX.jpg
King Malcolm I

of Alba, 943-954
(great-grandson of King
Kenneth McAlpine)
Uhtred, = Elfgifu, daughter of King Kenneth II
X S g Kenned
Earl of King Ethelred I 971-95 ? Leinster princess
Northumbria
Dicd 1018 Ecgfryth, Daughter of Bishop Aldhun
of Chesterle-Street and Durhan 990- 1018
= Sigen, daughter of Styr KINGMALCOLMI = ?lrish wife from Ossory
Prince of Cubrinalicr cousin
Malcolm Prince of Cur
[ T<—Sons of Ecgfryth—] died c. 99
Maldred I, = Edith, EARLEALFRED  EARLEADULF = Siegrith BETHOC = i) CRINAN, Abbot of Dunkeld =
“son of daughter of Elfgifu  of Northumbria of Northumberia = Archil Dicd 1045
Crinan’ | and grand-daughter i Died 1041 = Archil
of King Ethelred IT = ii) EARL SIGURD OF ORKNEY
Died 1014
= iii) FINDLAECH, Mormaer of Moray
H Died 1020
Gospatric, Maldred IT Osulf It
Earl of Northumbria A
1067
[ T [ [ 1 H H
Acthelthyth Aclflaed IT EDITH = LIGULF SIWARD = Aclflacd T 1l = DUNCAN, son of Crinan MACBETH,  Wiulfflaed = FORNE of MAI.DREDI = EDITH
= Orm, son of Gamel = Alfgarof of Hundison, (‘Suthen'?) Prince of Cumbria siep-son of Sipenbock, Netiahire “somof Crinant daughter of
-7 Mercia Bamburgh Earl of King of Alba Findlacch, Mormaer 1066 Earl Uhtred
c. 1012-c. 1062 Northumbria 1034-1040 oray Pmbably brother of of Northumbria
1041-1055 King of Alba, Gamel and uncle of and Elfgifu,
1040-1038 Orm daughter of
Ethelred IT,
King of England
«—  Issucof Alfgar | of Mercia  —»
1 I | T 1 H [ T H H H
Gamel  Ecgfrith Morcar, Edwin,  Edith Burchard, Waltheof, Ranveig _ Osbern Miclmis  Donald  King Malcolm I11 an Walgeat  Sister = Sigewulf Gospatric, Maldred II
Earlof Earlof = i)King  dicd1065  Earlof Huntingdon, = John, Diedc. 1054 Bomc. 1035 ‘Ban’ 1030-1093  ‘sonof Forne’  (UIf Forneson) Earlof Northumbria
Northumbria ~ Mercia  Gruffydd Hants and son of 10331007 Kingof Scotia 1088 1106, York 1067
of Wales, Northumbria Amne King, 1093-7 1058-93
died 1063 Died 1076 Amason Later called 1 1
= i) Harold = Judith of “Canmore’
of Wessex, ns Lords of Dunbar,
died 1066 = i) Ingibjorg, widow of Cumbria and
Earl Thorfinn of Orkney Galloway
- ii) Margaret, grand-daughter
Stewart Earl Matad of Edmund Ironside Lords of Raby, Durham
Kings of of Atholl Cousins of Bacqueville
Scotland descendants
from 1306
Kings of

Scotia





OPS/images/9780718185794_KingHereafter_002_IMGX.jpg
L oY
=\ 2.

BENTLAND FYATH,
iy )

scale in mi

e-ninTa
(st.Kitdo)

BUCHAN
(01d) Dger. -

/salorch
(Montrose)

Dunsinane
e

inrimi

und
(st. Andrews)

R
[Movill

«Penrith A
Appleb
7 ) A e \'\'" A
a‘,.‘o“"“w &o;irkby/\
—\ .les
AT ) endal A9

JM D
!

A @®

York'

~ AN

5
= ™ AN AN =
3 ALBA (Scotland) and g .
. ]
Kets '™ 4A————VHeeH] Northern England N~
S E A.D.1050 NS
32 ® - §
«Clonard N = =Y AP 4
—_ f/\@'blin = X X ‘%f /\/\/\
A ANGLESEL R
MEATH ‘l} g m\\: By Chester o A
AN Y 2 WALES N MERCIA A






OPS/images/PCHI_1.gif





OPS/images/prhuklogo.jpg
Penguin
Random Houge
UK





OPS/images/penguinLogo_large.gif





OPS/images/9780718185794_KingHereafter_001_IMGX.jpg
Q NA [ N Sgovh,«'iy’;cﬁr{“‘/ v
,,,_ﬁ\ésuuu Gjorkingl gt & 1 & é
h
=
EN 3
Avatrd B S @

A -

E + V%’fﬁondmom}
5 =

m'u PN
« FAROE Ts. Y A
¥ %m— AAN
i == AAA D
L I sy A
€ : N
Iy = an
1 suuunnuggr ®
5 i 2N
47 e

7
7

"o
[ — » " Tnsbers
@g"’"{"“":% WA e
%g;“;.z_ ——a

fitten]
gl

'Y
L ,'S
2 _S
= -;' o - Hamburg
> B WY
romcn p‘

-8 Lingoln
—n DS
e

Kl

POLAND:
~Covantry FAST —— oyt n.ldnh..m OLAND-+]
,_ ANGLIA i i Goslar
R'M A N

istol |-°"‘°"

— Wes, _'E:nncf.nm

Exeter
“Fulda
—— T
Mainz
ey e—r (N m—
51 b=——F="Rouen
| Cout: oY EMP
ucuv oF NORMA ¢
o2 oo,
° )
"’"9"" KINGDOM OF FRANCE  Toul*
“Craon N aisace <
Blois .
$
DUCHY OF S
B Ay BURGUNDY AN A A
3 Z tiéman AN
o F. «Cluny N St. Mnur/is. A /\l
A geNienolas
—GASCONY PN
NN
AN A

0
S\ Florence O
r.m\,../‘lk 1

A
AA > /AESQA 5 ) %

X A A van T
4 | Mid EUROPE | A T = H=——=N N
. th Q_“T =
in the 11"century AANA & T, 3 )
AN A ¢ 25T
2N
s, oL E————S € 4——=\7
3 D = X s
7 z A 3
~ =
TS 7 > :'L siciLy
i






OPS/images/9780718185794_KingHereafter_007_IMGX.jpg
@

P
> y)
» ;
T SUUETY





OPS/images/cover.jpg





OPS/images/penguinLogo_small.gif





OPS/images/9780718185794_KingHereafter_005_IMGX.jpg
T T T

“Turf-Einar, Earl of Orkney
Died c. 910

| ——

Hrolf,
Conqueror of Normandy
Died 931

William ‘Longsword" Grelauga, = Thorfinn1,
ke of Normandy ~ daughter of Duncan Earl of Orkney
ied 942 of Caithness and of Died c. 963

Groa, grand-daughter
of King Olaf the
White

Aamundi of Ami

= Thora, daughtcr of

Richard I, Eithn, Hiodver, arls:
Dukeof Normandy — daughter of | Earlof Orkney  Arnfinn Sandwick, Armodsson 1 Thorstein Galge
Died 996 Cearbhal Havard | =
King of Dublin Liot
and sister of
Dungal, Northumbria X X
Lord of Ossory (Family | Arnmgdling)
[ T 1 [ T 1 [ I TTTT
Acflacd, = Ethelred I i) = Richard Il Others  Svanlaug EARL = i)Unknown(s) THORKEL  KALV Ame  Kolbiorn  Ragnhild Thorberg = Ragnhild
wand-daughter | KingofEngland ' | .962-1052  Duke o (Hvarflod) SIGURD *Fostri® Arason Amfinn = Haarck
978-1016 andy = Earl Gill of - i)BETHOC  Amundason c. 100048 | Ambjorn of
Agl‘llnmv\ Died 1026 of Hebrides ORKNEY Bonc.995 = SIGRID, o Aamund  Tjotta
= CANUTE i) | - (/(;;Ie» Odiai, Did 1014 A sister of Ranveig, FINN PERGLION
Ki ,.|F, gland of Hebrides an ing of Alba) THORE HUND =
e oles Angus) who also marricd: = OLVEof ""“';’“" of ARNASON | brother's daughter
= Unknoen i) CRINAN - O by to Kings Olaf
Jssue of Canute by K'"" "' i i of Dunkeld, died 1045 Egge s H'ul':““ Ausir, and Harald
and Allgifu Northumbria me irway i) I‘IINDLAECH : Y ( Harg:‘:ay )of
. 1030-1035 of Moray,
Issue of Emma died 1020
and Canute
e—— Isucof Emmaand Ethelred —— I
[ Among 12 children of 1 [TT T T 1
Harald King Fihclredand  GODA = i) Drogo of EDWARD  ALFRE SKEGGI Hesof  EARLBRUSI  KINGDUNCAN EARLTHORFINNII - INGIBJORG - ) GILLACOMGHAIN
(‘Harefoot”) J Aded T\ Died 1054 Mantes (later “The  Died 1036 of Orkney. of ORKNEY o of ORKNEY of Moray, brot
King of Dicd 1033 Confessor’) Freswick Einar  Son of Earl Sigurd SonofBeihocand  Sonaf Behot and B s | of Malcolm, Mormaer
England ~ i) Eustace 11, Kingof nd Bome. 981 Sumarlidi and unknown mother rinan Earl Sigurd of Moray
1037-40 ELFGIFU EDMUND of Boulownc 1042 Hlodvir <. 1007-1040 1009-1057
King of arl Uhwed — (‘Tronsidc’) Edith, d (Hundi) Ruled 1034-1040 Nephew of Findlacch
England of Northumbria ~ Died 1016 of Earl Godwin Sons of Earl
= Ecgfrith, - i, vidow of Wessex Sigurd and MALCOLM III
. daughter of unknown King of Alba
Repeanor Cimte.y Bishop Aldhun [ T i i mother(s) st
Norway  Henry Il i . chiclthancs of Robert]  Others  MALDUIN  Ghilander - Margaret,
Died 1036 1036 " brother of Mereer Duke of (Sonof Gille  of Hebrdes daughter of
i o il Normandy Odhrain) — and Angus Edgar Atheling
"z on e 1027-1035 rsm.u,mt by unknown
mgrim ot
| SIGRID
[ [ 1 1 I 1 [ [ Jomt EarhotOrkney 1 - Earl
Beatrix Edward Edmund EarlRalph  Walter,  WILLIAM EARL ROGNVALD PAUL ERLEND  LULACH = Finnghuala, B
Abbess of Atheling = daughter of of Hereford ~ Countof (illegitimate) of ORKNEY (Sigurd) c. 1041-1099 (Luloecen) daughter of om‘ pl‘:‘:"‘;_‘
Quedlinburg Died 1057 ¢ Stephen Died 1057 Vexin <. 1011-1046 <. 1035-1099 Fatherof St c. 1029-58. | Sinitl, Mormaer
Bornc. 1037 = Agatha, of Hungary - Gytha Normandy Ancestor of Earls Magnus, Earl  Kingof Alba | of Angus
nicce of (later “The of Orkney. Atholl, of Orkney 1057-58
Emperor Conqueror’) i
Henry I 1027-1087 l
Pokesof 1 THORA = HARALD
ter called
*Hardrada’
EDGAR Christian MARGARET HAROLD sole King of
Atheling = King of 10471056
Malcolm 11T Ewias
of Scotia - 1) Ellisi,
daughter of
aroslay,
Grand Duke of
ussia
Kings of
Scotland and
England





