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        O sea-bird, beautiful upon the tides,

        White as the moon is when the night abides,

        Or snow untouched, whose dustless splendour glows

        Bright as a sunbeam and whose white wing throws

        A glove of challenge on the salt sea-flood.
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            LOST UPON THE TIDE

          

        

      

    

    
      ‘Stephen de Marais and Nest ferch Rhys.’ The sound of my name had barely ceased to resonate around the courtyard walls of Cardigan Castle when Haith shouldered his way through the crowd to gape at me.

      The prior pronounced a blessing on my unwanted marriage. The coupling of my name with de Marais’ sounded like a death knoll to my ears. I stared at Haith. It really was him. Alive. Not drowned. I gazed at him, bewildered, holding my breath for what became an uncomfortably long time. I breathed out and in. With the intake of new air, I swung from numbness to panic as I realised the full import of what was happening. Five minutes ago, we all thought Haith was long dead, drowned with the other three hundred souls who had gone down in the British Sea with The White Ship before Christmas. Five minutes ago, Haith was pushing his way through the crowd, hoping to find me, hoping to delight us all with his unexpected resurrection. Five minutes ago, I was unmarried.

      Numb, I glanced back at the grey-haired prior. He stood on a platform raised above the heads of the crowd who were gathered before the chapel doors to witness my marriage and two other weddings. In his heavy robes, the prior perspired under the June sun. A rivulet of sweat made its way down from the end of his eyebrow, rolled forward a little along his cheekbone, meandered around the pockmarks of his cheek, and fingered at the edge of his mouth. He had pronounced me married to Stephen de Marais and it could not be unsaid. He mopped at his upper lip with the broad, brown sleeve of his habit and began to intone the next blessing. I returned my gaze to Haith as the prior blessed the marriages of Isabel de Beaumont and Gilbert de Clare, and Sybil de Neufmarché and Miles of Gloucester. Isabel was the king’s current mistress and was very conspicuously carrying his child. If the prior did not hurry up, he might find himself with a christening to perform as well as three marriages.

      The muscles in Haith’s face clenched as he looked at me and worked to keep his expression bland. This marriage gaped raw between us, like the sudden slash in flesh at the thud of a butcher’s blade. A memory of my first encounter with Haith flickered in my mind’s eye. I was on a ferryboat on the Thames, eighteen, a wide-eyed girl attending court at Westminster for the first time. The boatman was about to push off from the pier when Haith yelled to wait for him. I had smiled at his funny Flemish accent. Haith was late rising from bed, as was his habit, and was a little dishevelled. He leaped into the boat and had to steady me, with a hand to my elbow, as the vessel rocked from his impact. I remembered the impression he made upon me: his height; his broad shoulders and long arms; his straight, butter-gold hair, cut in Flemish fashion at chin-level; his friendly, apologetic smile. Now, I am confronted with the man again, when I thought I had only memories left. He is not much changed. There are a few new grooves running the length of his cheeks where he has smiled too often and a few more silver strands in his yellow hair.

      King Henry momentarily tore Haith’s attention from me. The king grabbed Haith’s shoulder and pulled him round to face him, enfolded him in a laughing embrace, pushed him out to arm’s length again, shook his head in disbelief. The king repeatedly gripped and squeezed Haith’s biceps, as if to check that he was no apparition. Looking at the two friends reunited, I was torn between sharing in Henry’s delight at Haith’s return, and my feelings of sour resentment toward the king.

      With the three forced weddings performed today, King Henry renewed the Norman stranglehold on the south-west kingdom of Wales that had formerly belonged to my father. He ensured that I, the daughter of the last Welsh king of this region, would continue disempowered. King Henry did not want to run the risk that I could be used again as a symbol of right to the land by a Welsh or Norman challenger to the king’s own rule. The king’s ‘disposals’ of noblewomen, including me, were his ‘knitting’ of strategic marriages and alliances. Most kings rule through the sword and the law, but Henry has added the bed to his repertoire, and makes exhaustive work of it.

      At last, the king realised that I was staring at him and at Haith. Henry gave me a shamefaced grin, somewhere between smile and grimace. He felt guilty because he had forced me to this unwelcome marriage to de Marais. He knew he should have allowed me to marry Haith when we asked for that favour last year. He owed me that, but now it is too late. Haith, the king’s best friend, is returned from the dead, and I am married to the wrong man. The king’s guilt can do us no good.

      I dropped my new husband’s hand and hitched the skirts of my fine red gown above my boots to squelch across the mud of the bailey toward them. Growing nearer, I slowed my pace. Like a sleepwalker, I arrived, unsure how I had come there, blank as to what I might say or do. The king and Haith turned to face me. I dropped the embroidered flounces of my skirts to settle over my muddy boots and longed to touch my finger to the smile line on Haith’s cheek as I had used to. I clenched my fists at my sides.

      ‘Lady Nest.’ Haith’s voice was level and stirred more recent memories of the time when he had been my lover.

      ‘I am so glad that you live,’ I said, struggling to find my voice. My resolution evaporated and I could not resist reaching for his hand. The king relinquished him to me.

      ‘I am so glad that you live,’ I said again, more slowly. I could think of nothing else to say.

      Haith was also at a loss for words. Expressions of distress flickered across his face and in his eyes, and he struggled to suppress them.

      With a false brightness, I adapted the words of a poem he once gave to me: ‘O, sea-bird, lost upon the tide. You return to us!’ I turned my head aside, pretending to glance around the crowd to conceal my blurring tears and muffle the break in my voice.

      ‘What happened?’ King Henry asked. ‘How did you survive the wreck? We heard there was only one survivor – a butcher.’

      I glanced back to Haith, quickly touching the tears from the corners of my eyes. He pulled his gaze from mine to answer the king. ‘I went onboard White Ship at harbour but decided disembark.’ So many years in the king’s employ, so many years at the Norman court, and he still speaks a garbled Norman French with a Flemish accent. He looked at me again and in that look is everything we cannot say now. Love. Regret. His pain that I am suddenly married to another man. Mine, that I am struggling with the shock that he lives after all, that I have found him, and, yet, I have so utterly lost him.

      Haith and the king looked over my shoulder and I guessed that my new husband was hovering behind me, wanting to claim me. ‘Lady Nest?’ de Marais’ voice was hesitant. I gave no response and did not turn to him. I failed to prevent the contempt that I felt at the sound of de Marais’ voice from glinting in my eyes as I stared at the king. Reluctantly, I let go of Haith’s hand.

      I took a deliberate breath again, and my voice was barely a whisper: ‘I am glad.’ I dipped my head to them and moved away, looking for my maid, Amelina, aghast to think I must find a way to live with this de Marais and without Haith. Aware that de Marais was dogging my footsteps, I paid him no heed. ‘Lady Nest?’ he said again behind me. My son Henry tried to step into my path and speak with me. He, too, felt guilty that he and his younger brothers had concurred with the king’s decision to marry me to de Marais. I could not speak of anything to anyone, with my heart and head so full of Haith and my eyes brimming to betray my grief to all the gawpers gathered here for the weddings. ‘Later,’ I breathed to Henry as I brushed past him. From the corner of my eye, I saw de Marais staring at me with his mouth open, wondering where I meant to go and why I was ignoring him. I did not meet his eyes.

      I headed with determination toward the hall where Amelina confronted me. ‘He’s alive then,’ she said.

      I sat on the bench next to her and tried to gather my wits, to recover from the shock of Haith’s return. Her hands moved toward me. She was thinking to give me comfort. I saw her read my face and stance and think better of her intention. If she held me, I would weep uncontrollably. She crossed her arms instead. ‘What now?’ she asked.

      I twisted the ring on my finger that de Marais had just given to me. It was a fine ring: a thick gold filigree band with a broad, complex knot on its face. I took the ring off and placed it, with deliberation, on the table. I pushed it away from me, further across the table.

      Amelina watched and pursed her lips. ‘We have to prepare you for the wedding feast,’ she said firmly, ignoring the implication of my action. ‘And the bedding,’ she added, in a quieter voice that was less sure of itself.

      ‘I cannot engage in this marriage now. Yet. I have to leave.’

      Amelina pulled a face. ‘You can’t do that! De Marais will be incandescent if you leave. The king will be furious.’

      ‘I can’t go to Pembroke.’ I continued thinking aloud. ‘It is not mine anymore.’ The king had transferred Pembroke Castle, which had been my home for the last fifteen years, to Isabel and Gilbert. By marrying me to a mere constable, enmeshing me again in Norman intermarriage, and taking Pembroke away from me, the king sought to further subsume the claims of my royal Welsh lineage. ‘I can’t go to Carew. It is steeped in memories of Gerald.’ Gerald FitzWalter had been my first husband and the father of most of my children, apart from my oldest son who was the king’s, and my youngest, who was Haith’s.

      ‘Your sons would be shamed …’ Amelina attempted.

      ‘I can’t do it right now!’

      ‘The marriage should be consummated, Nest,’ she whispered gently. ‘In time …’

      I interrupted the platitude that she was forming. ‘No.’

      Her eyes were liquid with sympathy. She took my hand and tried to unfurl my fist, but I curled it again. I started to shake, and she could no longer resist pulling me into a hard embrace, squashing me against her breasts. The camomile scent of her light brown hair and her warmth enveloped me. My own cold tears were wet against her ear. I allowed myself a couple of gasping sobs and a few moments of comfort, and then forced her from me. I stood, pulling her to her feet. ‘I will go to Llansteffan.’ Ida, my companion and friend and Haith’s sister, was at Llansteffan and she could give me counsel. ‘Perhaps if I do not allow a consummation of the marriage, if I escape now, I can find a way out of it.’

      ‘You’re married. In front of witnesses. There’s no way out,’ Amelina stated. Seeing that the resolution on my face did not change, she tried a more feeble protest: ‘The renovations at Llansteffan are not finished. It is not fit for you.’

      I ignored her words. ‘Ida needs to hear the news. She will be heart-glad that her brother is alive, after all.’

      ‘Does he know about her?’ Amelina asked, meaning did Haith know Ida had escaped her former life in a convent as the nun Benedicta and was living with me.

      I shook my head. ‘I doubt he knows yet. I will go to Llansteffan,’ I repeated.

      Amelina studied the set of my face. She had been my maid since we were both children and she could read me well. ‘We’d best go, then,’ she said, ‘before they realise what we are about.’

      I acknowledged her grim smile with my own. ‘Yes, Amelina!’

      ‘I’ll meet you in the stables with your riding clothes.’

      I watched her move hastily to climb the stairs to the upper bedchamber. If I lingered for any more time in the hall, de Marais would come looking for me. I took a deep breath, glanced at the discarded wedding ring on the table, and moved into the servant’s passageway, striding past the buttery and the pantry, stepping through a side door, and taking the back route to avoid being seen.

      In the stables, I saddled our horses. Amelina was soon back. She stripped off my wedding finery and crammed the red gown, neck first, unceremoniously, into a saddle bag. It was odd to see her treat the gown in that way, when I was so used to seeing her carefully folding and husbanding all my possessions. The upended, squashed flounces of the red dress spilled from the top of the dusty saddlebag like a sea anemone pinched between brute fingers. ‘We must be quick. De Marais is asking where you are.’ She dropped my riding tunic over my head and had me swiftly booted and cloaked for the journey. Twilight was falling. ‘Will we ride through the night, without an escort?’ she asked, her eyes wide and anxious.

      ‘Yes. It’s the surest way for us to reach Llansteffan unhindered. I have a knife.’ I drew the blade from the scabbard at my waist to show her its long gleam in the dim, brown light of the stables. It screeched as I let it slide back into its sheath.

      ‘What then? When we reach Llansteffan.’

      ‘I will consider that when I get there. I want to stand on my own ground.’
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      Haith opened his eyes on the prince’s lividly pale face inches from his own in the water. Bubbles streamed frantically upwards from Haith’s mouth, but nothing came from the boy. He gathered the prince’s tunic in his fist and kicked, trying to raise them both to the surface, but the boy was a dead weight on Haith’s oxygen-starved limbs. The scissoring of his legs grew feeble and ineffective, and his chest was paralysed with pain. He raised his face, hoping for light, but the dark water stretched on and on above their heads. The bubbles from his own mouth slowed and stopped. Haith’s grasp on the prince failed, and he floated helpless against the boy’s unmoving chest, all power draining from his long, muscled limbs. Haith’s big hands floated aimlessly, like the slick fronds of seaweed in the current. The dead eyes of the prince opened, gelatinous, inky black and deep as the sea that would let neither of them go.

      Haith sat up in the bed gulping for air, cold sweat pooling on his chest and the back of his neck. ‘By the Lord’s death!’ He looked around, disoriented by the strange room. The inn in Normandy, he told himself. He was here, and not in the cold, grey swell of the suffocating sea that was still so vivid from his dream. He reached for the beaker on the floor beside the creaking bed, but it was empty. Could he have saved Prince William from drowning if he had boarded The White Ship, instead of disembarking to follow Stephen de Blois? He swung his long legs from the bed and sat on the edge for a moment, pressing his fingertips to his eyelids, trying to dispel the horrid images of the drowned prince. Most likely, he could not have saved him. If Haith had been onboard that night when the ship foundered, he probably would have drowned with all the rest, all three hundred of those souls, including two of King Henry’s illegitimate children and his only legitimate male heir. The least Haith could do was lay his suspicions about the wreck to rest.

      After stumbling upon Nest’s wedding at Cardigan, Haith had returned with the king to London to make his first appearance as sheriff of Pembroke at the Michaelmas Court of the Exchequer. He should have returned to his post in Wales as soon as the business of the court was concluded, but instead, he travelled to Normandy. He wanted to be away from where Nest was. Pembroke was too close for comfort to Cardigan, where she lived with her new husband.

      Haith turned his thoughts away from the painful memories of Nest and focused again on the sinking of the ship. With the king’s son dead, his nephews, Thibaud and Stephen de Blois, stood next in line to Henry’s throne. Haith had no suspicions of Thibaud, who was an honourable man and had been nowhere near Barfleur on the fateful night of the sinking. But Stephen had been on the ship and left it minutes before it sailed, carrying all its passengers to their deaths. Had Stephen conspired to cause the sinking and make himself heir to the king?

      Haith could not get the suspicion from his mind and must pursue it. He had a few threads to pull on: a butcher named Berold, who was the sole survivor of the shipwreck; William de Pirou, the king’s dapifer, who had been listed on the roll call of victims, but then blithely appeared back at court without explanation; the two monks from Tiron whom Haith had witnessed following Count Stephen from the ship. He doubted he would get anywhere probing among Stephen’s servants and that was far too risky. Stephen de Blois was powerful at court. The king’s friendship with Haith would not weigh enough if he, a mere sheriff, raised the ire of the king’s nephew. Haith frowned. It irked him that Stephen behaved as if he had pretensions to be Henry’s successor, and this assumption had received no warrant from the king.

      Haith could not return Henry’s drowned children and young nobles to him but, if there had been foul play, he could prove it and protect Henry from its intent. This self-imposed mission in Normandy kept him away from having to encounter the sight of Nest forced to another man. There was nothing he could do for her, either. She was wed to de Marais and there was an end to their hopes. Surely, his presence nearby could only make things worse for her. He shook his head, trying now, reluctantly, to empty it of visions of Nest – the long, gleaming curls of her black hair on the pillow beside him, her blue eyes laughing with him. His memory lingered on the curve of her wide mouth. Lurching to his feet, he looked for escape from the images in his mind, and narrowly avoided a collision with a ceiling beam. He had to get water. He leant to grip the beaker again, briefly considered he was only wearing a loincloth, but no one else would be about at this hour. Haith padded out barefoot to the inn courtyard, enjoying the cool night air on his naked skin and the scent of jasmine twining around a low wall. The stone basin of the spigot was cold against his palm as he leant against it to pump cold water into his beaker. Hundreds of crickets chirped on the riverbank as Haith closed his eyes and swallowed down the water.

      

      ‘Sir Haith de Bruges,’ he shouted up to the guards’ query at the gate of Pont Audemer Castle. The drawbridge began to lower, and he kicked his horse on. He had tracked the Rouen butcher named Berold to the lands of Count Waleran de Meulan. Pont Audemer was one of Waleran’s strongholds. This Berold, the survivor of the wreck of The White Ship, had no business being on the ship. That was a mystery that Haith intended to prod at. When the butcher had been located and interrogated, Haith could speed on to Fontevraud Abbey and visit his sister Benedicta. She had not replied to his letters and was, perhaps, still unaware that he had survived the wreck. Or maybe she had immersed herself in illuminating a new manuscript and was merely neglecting her correspondence. Haith was unconvinced by his own guess but suppressed his anxiety. He had to tackle one problem at a time. Worrying would not get him to Fontevraud and to the reassuring sight of his sister’s face any quicker.

      Once inside the courtyard, Haith was forced to immediately dismount because of the great crowd of people and rushing servants before him. He grabbed the arm of a passing maid. ‘What’s going on here? Why so many people?’

      She grinned at him. ‘Three weddings, sir! That’s bound to require a lot of people, no?’ She stood on tiptoe to get somewhere near his ear and pulled him down nearer to her whispering mouth. ‘I might be interested in trying out for a fourth if you find yourself free later.’

      Haith laughed and shook his head. ‘Let me get my foot in the door, won’t you? Which way to the stables?’

      Seated in the hall, Haith watched the servants’ frantic preparations. Tabletops were hauled in and set up. Delicate glassware teetered dangerously on trestles and shivered with the passing of heavy boots. Six maids, ranged in a straight line across the breadth of the hall, advanced upon Haith, strewing sweet-smelling rushes from baskets held in the crook of their elbows. One of the maids was the forward girl he had encountered in the courtyard. She smiled flirtatiously at him and he sighed at the dimple in her cheek that reminded him of Nest.

      Haith ascertained, in casual conversation with other guests, that the brides were Count Waleran’s sisters: Adeline, Aubree, and Matilda, and they were marrying Hugh de Montfort-sur-Risle, Hugh de Châteauneuf-Thimerais, and William Louvel. The king’s permission was required for all noble marriages, but Henry was certainly unaware that these three daughters of an earl were preparing to marry here, within the hour. The other business in Normandy must be hurried, and Haith needed to return to England as soon as he could with the news. King Henry would be furious at this flouting of his authority, and wary. A bread board covered in flour had not yet been cleared away and sat on the table next to Haith. He smoothed the flour flat with the palm of his hand and dotted his finger into the white surface, plotting the locations of the bridegrooms’ castles. He added this castle of Pont Audemer and Waleran’s other holdings. Yes, that would make a very good frontline if everyone here were planning another rebellion against Henry’s rule in Normandy. Haith suddenly felt conscious of being alone, a supporter of the king, in a nest of rebels. Was he imagining it, or were people looking askance at him? He swiped his palm across the flour, erasing the map.

      A maid nudged Haith’s foot with her broom, and he lifted both his legs so she could swipe beneath him and the bench he sat on. Haith’s enormous hound stayed immobile beside him, ignoring increasingly irritated prods from the broom and exclamations from the maid until Haith roused from his distraction and commanded the dog to shift.

      The brides’ brother, the instigator of this triple wedding, Count Waleran de Meulan, was standing near the hearth talking with the three bridegrooms and his steward, Morin du Pin. Waleran’s presence here was a surprise. Haith had merely stopped at Pont Audemer looking for a short respite for his horse and had not expected to encounter either Waleran or these surreptitious marriages. Haith had known his host and his twin brother, Robert, since their early childhood and often seen them at court when they were the king’s wards. He had never liked Waleran, viewing him as an arrogant stripling who garnered over-indulgence from the king.

      Waleran looked up at the maid’s grumbling and noticed Haith. The count headed across the hall, frowning at this uninvited guest. Waleran’s wedding outfit was a gold-embroidered purple tunic that suited his dark colouring and emphasised the newfound breadth of his shoulders. The young man moving purposefully toward Haith had recently inherited vast swathes of land in Normandy and France and become one of the most important Norman barons.

      ‘Haith! I did not know you were in Normandy. Welcome.’ Waleran’s expression contradicted his words. His face showed the perplexed annoyance that he was likely feeling at finding one of the king’s compatriots observing this unlicensed event.

      ‘Thank you. It is your sisters who are marrying today?’

      ‘Yes. Will you join the feast?’ Hospitality could not be what Waleran really wanted to offer to Haith. The twins had been frustrated when King Henry delayed granting their inheritances to them beyond their minorities, preferring to keep their English and Norman lands safely, and profitably, in his own hands for a few more years. Perhaps Waleran also felt some resentment at the king’s treatment of his eldest sister, Isabel, who had been the most recent of Henry’s many mistresses. Isabel had first been betrothed to Amaury de Montfort, but the betrothal had been quietly dropped when the king took Waleran’s sister to his bed. Perhaps she and her brothers had expected that she would be the next queen and were bitterly disappointed when the king married Adelisa de Louvain instead. Isabel, in turn, found herself married off to the lord of Pembroke, in the far reaches of Wales. Haith was as surprised to find himself witnessing this defiance of the king’s law as Waleran was to find Haith sitting in his hall. The servant who had greeted Haith and sent him straight in had assumed he was one of the wedding guests and did not announce his name, else Haith would surely have been turned away at the gate.

      Since, in courtesy, there was no choice to it, Haith indicated his acceptance of Waleran’s offer of hospitality and Waleran smiled insincerely in return. ‘What brings you to Normandy, Haith? You are a long way from the savage outposts of Wales!’

      Haith ignored the slight to his office as sheriff of Pembroke. ‘Yes. The king sends me on his business,’ he lied. King Henry had no more idea that Haith was in Normandy than he knew Count Waleran was giving his sisters away in marriage to three castellans with lands and castles that were strategically well-placed for brewing a new rebellion in Normandy.

      Waleran waited to be further enlightened on Haith’s business. When no further information was offered, the count frowned and moved away to greet other guests.

      

      Standing before their brother and a priest, the three Beaumont sisters placed their hands into the grasps of each of their respective husbands. Haith tried to suppress the echo of the three other weddings that he witnessed in Cardigan last year: Gilbert de Clare marrying Isabel de Beaumont, the oldest sister of Count Waleran and these three girls, and visibly carrying the king’s child in her womb; Miles of Gloucester marrying Sybil de Neufmarché. Haith closed his eyes, reluctant to remind himself of the third marriage, but, like a battle wound, it would not heal by ignoring it. And Stephen de Marais, constable of Cardigan Castle, marrying the Lady Nest ferch Rhys. Haith could only look on at the devastation of his happiness and hers, keeping the grief from his face for her sake. The king’s command could not be contested. Haith took a long draught of the wine set before him, blinked again momentarily, as if this feeble gesture might wipe the memory burnt into his eyeballs.

      ‘Sir Haith de Bruges, is it?’

      Haith opened his eyes on a strikingly handsome man. ‘Aye, my lord.’ The man’s clothes and bearing set him out as a person of importance. He was not young; around Haith’s own age of 50. His thick blond hair, like Haith’s, was mixed with grey and white strands, and there the resemblance ended. This man had expressive, deep brown eyes and his face had the symmetry and colours of a fresh bloomed peach. He looked like the hero of a troubadour’s roman.

      ‘Amaury de Montfort, count of Evreux.’ Amaury bowed.

      Haith returned the courtesy. ‘Haith de Bruges, sheriff of Pembroke.’

      ‘And a member of the duke’s familia regis, I believe?’

      Here, in Normandy, Henry was known as the duke, while in England, he was called king. Haith bowed his head modestly in agreement with de Montfort’s description. Haith had been a member of Henry’s military household since their shared childhood. He studied the man before him. This was the king’s greatest enemy in Normandy, and he was brazenly introducing himself to one of the king’s greatest friends. De Montfort bore out everything Haith had heard about his charm and his effrontery, but his next words were a surprise: ‘How is your sister?’

      ‘Benedicta?’ Haith swallowed astonishment with a mouthful of wine.

      ‘I met her at Fontevraud, and in Reims, too.’

      Haith hesitated, searching for reasons why his sister’s name should be on the lips of this man. ‘She is well, I believe. I haven’t heard from her in some time and plan to visit her in Fontevraud next week.’

      ‘Ah! I wonder if you might do me a kindness, then?’

      ‘I will endeavour to, my lord.’

      ‘I have a gift I would like to give to Benedicta, to Sister Benedicta. Would you convey it to her?’

      Haith’s confusion grew, and he struggled to conceal it. Why was the count of Evreux giving a gift to a nun? Haith knew Benedicta had spied on Amaury’s sister, Bertrade de Montfort, the former queen of France, while Bertrade was in the cloister at Fontevraud Abbey, but he could think of no respectable reason for a gift from de Montfort to Benedicta.

      ‘It’s nothing.’ Amaury’s tone was urbane. ‘A trifle. Just a small book of Ovid’s poems that I came across and knew she would like, from some conversation I had with her.’ Reading the confusion on Haith’s face, he added, ‘For the abbey library.’

      ‘Yes, of course.’ What subterfuge was here, beneath the words? A gift for the abbey library would be sent to the abbess. Why send it, in particular, to Benedicta? The library was his sister’s sphere of responsibility, but even so, it was odd. She used Ovid’s poems as a cipher to communicate with Haith sometimes. Was de Montfort making a veiled threat? Haith held his gaze. De Montfort’s expression did not appear threatening.

      ‘Excellent,’ said de Montfort. ‘One moment, I have it to hand, in my baggage.’ He beckoned a servant and gave him instructions. The man returned to them a few minutes later, carrying a small parcel wrapped in fine black wool. ‘Ah!’ Amaury took the package and handed it to Haith. ‘I am very grateful to you.’

      Haith nodded, still at a loss for words. Amaury bowed and withdrew to converse with other guests while Haith looked anxiously at de Montfort’s elegant, retreating back. Had harm come to Benedicta? From him? She had played a part in the downfall of Robert de Bellême, de Montfort’s compatriot in the previous rebellion, and Amaury must know that. The sooner Haith concluded his business with the butcher, the sooner he could get to the abbey and be reassured about his sister.

      There was a sudden hushing of the babble of voices and a palpable shift in the crowd standing about the hall as they parted to allow entry to a new guest. A richly dressed young man stepped into the space created for him. His dark blue cloak swept the floor at his heels and was held in place with a magnificent ruby clasp. Waleran de Meulan hurried to welcome the newcomer and knelt to him. The whispered rumour, ‘The Clito’, slid around the edges of the hall. The Clito was the Norman name given to the heir of the duke of Normandy. Here he was, in person, then: William Clito, the son of Henry’s older brother, the pretender to the throne of Normandy, and the king’s nemesis.

      The last time Haith had seen William, he was four years old. Henry defeated his brother Robert Curthose in battle, imprisoned him and took his position as duke of Normandy. Robert Curthose, this young man’s father, was still in prison in England, some twenty-four years later. Despite the years that had passed, Haith would have easily guessed at the young man’s identity. He had the same stocky build, the same dark eyes as Henry, and was evidently his kinsman. Henry had not imprisoned the boy and had come to rue that kind decision in recent years. William Clito had been in arms against Henry, trying to reclaim the duchy since he came of age, and he was the rallying point for rebellion. Since King Henry’s only legitimate son had drowned, William Clito was, for many, the obvious male heir to Normandy. His cause was supported by the French king Louis and by many lords, such as Amaury de Montfort and Waleran de Meulan, who desired the separate rule of England and Normandy. Haith could see how a young man, this William Clito, would appear a more glamorous option to the inflexible grip of King Henry for the likes of young Waleran. Haith became aware of eyes upon him and looked away from William Clito to meet Waleran’s glare. His host could hardly be pleased that Haith’s unexpected presence had revealed this nascent rebellion too early. The gaze of Waleran’s steward and veteran warrior, Morin du Pin, was also focused on Haith in nothing resembling a friendly manner.

      Morin had been entrusted with the guardianship of Waleran and his twin brothers as teenagers when their father died, and he was a fierce guard dog. Morin’s grey hair was cropped close to his large head and his beard was plaited, Viking-style. One of his ears had been shorn away in combat, and he made no effort to conceal the ugly scar on the side of his head. He had berserker eyes that had terrified many an opponent on the battlefield. Haith noted Morin was wearing a short chain mail tunic that was quite unnecessary for a wedding celebration. The chain mail was a symptom of Morin’s hardcore attitude, which was also evinced by his ramrod stance. Haith knew Morin did the dirty work for the urbane Count Waleran so he could keep his hands lily-clean.

      Haith sat through the feast, thinking how best to withdraw from the castle before his host decided to take action against him. He smiled and conversed and waited. The drinking dragged on long into the night and Haith sat it out. When the last drunk rolled from the bench to the floor, Haith made an appearance of settling down, wrapped in his cloak. His hound warmed his right side, and a drunken, heavily snoring wedding guest stretched against his other. The crowded hall reverberated with the wheezing of men and dogs and smelt of evaporating sweat and alcohol. Every now and then, the scaffold of logs in the hearth collapsed further in on itself and the night chill in the vast hall dropped a few more degrees. Waleran and Amaury knew Haith would tell tales to the king of these marriages, of brewing rebellion, and of the appearance of William Clito in Waleran’s hall. It was likely an assassin was moving through the sleeping hall, inching toward Haith, intending to slip a knife between his ribs and stop his story.
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      Time passes, and things happen. The view from my window casement at Cardigan Castle was doing nothing to improve my disconsolate mood. I, Princess Nest of Deheubarth, was married to him. And that was that. A thick, grey fret swirled and shifted above the river, mirroring the lowering grey of the sky. I had tried to shake my depressed feelings for several days, but this morning I resolved to indulge them for one whole day and then rise tomorrow and put them behind me. It could be worse. He was not bad-natured or violent. On occasion, he was, in fact, quite kind. Nevertheless, Stephen de Marais was an idiot. Two months after my flight from Cardigan to Llansteffan, my sons William and Maurice had remonstrated with me to return to this unwanted marriage. My behaviour was detrimental to their standing in the Norman community, they told me. Never mind my feelings and my standing. My argument with my sons still resounded in my memory. William and Maurice had come to Llansteffan and pleaded with me to cease shaming them in the matter of my marriage. ‘We are already slighted by our peers, Mother,’ William complained, ‘for our part-Welsh heritage.’

      ‘And why would I have sympathy with that,’ I said angrily, ‘being entirely Welsh!’

      Now that I had calmed down, I tried to understand their position. They were trying to be Norman but were regarded as half-Welsh mongrels by their fellows. William had just been appointed steward at Pembroke Castle by Gilbert de Clare, a position his father held before him, and I was glad for him, proud of him. Since there was no out from my marriage, it seemed I should do my best to protect my sons from the contempt of the Norman lords in Wales, to maintain their positions.

      My face and my body betrayed me. My hair gleamed, my dratted dimples came and went and there were no outward signs of my grief and frustration. The ends of my two long, black plaits lay curled in my lap. I picked up first one, and then the other, squeezing them hard as if it were my hair’s fault that it showed no signs of my distress, as if I would wish it to turn white in protest at finding myself married in my forties to a man in his twenties who I could not care for and whose station was far below my own. Richard de Clare, the lord of Cardigan Castle, had complete faith in de Marais as his constable. I could see that de Marais’ management of the garrison was more than competent, but in matters of conversation… I closed my eyes and threw my hands up in despair, in pantomime conversation with myself.

      Embarrassed, I looked around the chamber quickly to see if anyone had witnessed me talking to myself. Amelina had just retrieved the bed canopy from the laundress and was standing on a stool, refixing it above the bed to ward off spiders and flies. Would that it could ward off my husband too. I looked at my companion, Ida, who had been a nun and known as Benedicta. She was Haith’s sister and resembled him, so I was reminded of my loss of him every time I looked at her. She was bareheaded, always flinging off her head-veil the moment she entered the privacy of my chambers. This was a practice, she told me, she had acquired as a nun. She was absorbed in the book held open on her lap, her fair head bent over it, her hair the exact same colour as Haith’s. My small son, Robert, was playing on the floor with his wooden horse. He did not notice my odd behaviour. I smiled. At him, at myself, but then my mouth curved down again at the return of thoughts on my husband. The man was a nitwit. He had no interest whatsoever in literature or music. He had no sense of humour. There was no malice in him, but, often, I found I could hardly hold my seat and keep my face in a semblance of politeness when he spoke such drivel.

      I watched Amelina humming her way around my chamber. She stopped suddenly in her track and sniffed dramatically at the scents rising from the kitchen. ‘Cabbage! If thou desirest to die, eat cabbage in August! We’ll have none of it.’ Ida and I exchanged an amused glance. Amelina’s head was stuffed with adages that she insisted were all true and we must abide by them. She set out my hairbrush in front of the burnished mirror. I looked on sourly as she splayed out a handful of long blue ribbons. ‘I’ll brush your hair now, Nest?’

      I moved to sit before the mirror. Around the patchy burnishments of the mirror, if I shifted my head to and fro, I could find my dark blue eyes staring gloomily back at me. ‘Tch! Keep your head still, my lady!’ Amelina first loosed and unwove my plaits, and then began her rhythmic brushing. My face was not greatly lined but it was the face of a woman, not a girl. Amelina reached for a ribbon to weave through my hair.

      I caught her arm. ‘No ribbons.’

      ‘But they can cover up the grey threads, my lady.’

      She was skilled at weaving the ribbons so that the grey in my hair was near-invisible. ‘I am not a girl to be trinketed out.’

      ‘For your boy-husband?’ she wheedled.

      ‘The boy can please himself. I have no cause to do so.’

      She clucked her tongue but dropped a hand briefly to caress my shoulder in sympathy, holding my gaze in the mirror.

      De Marais had driven away my children. None of them liked him and rarely visited because of it. My daughter, Angharad, had gone early to live in the household of her betrothed husband at Manorbier. She could have stayed with me a while longer, but she begged to go, unhappy to see me unhappy and grieved at the changes in our lives. My eldest son, Henry, told me he could not stand de Marais’ company and that I must visit him in Arberth in the future. ‘Mother, come and live with me. He might not even notice!’ he declared on his last visit, which had been some six months ago.

      I missed my eldest son, but unfortunately de Marais would notice. If I were gone, he would notice that he could not boast to anyone who would listen that his wife was a royal princess. He would notice I was not in my bed for his weekly visits to get himself an heir. Since I am a Welsh woman, he believes me primitive and uncultured. He made it clear Prince Owain ap Cadwgan’s rape makes me tainted in his eyes. ‘I was rather surprised Gerald FitzWalter took you back as his wife after that sordid episode,’ he told me, his small mouth pursed in distaste. On the other hand, he is proud of my former association with the king and that my eldest son is the king’s son. My royalty and the king’s stroke his snobbery.

      Robert moved to sit at my feet, dragging with him a heavy book that Ida had found in the castle library. She looked up and grinned at him as he turned the pages of the bestiary, which was filled with exotic, colourful images. I reached my hand to Robert’s fair head. ‘What have you there, Robert?’

      My son turned enthusiastic, pale blue eyes – Haith’s eyes – to me to tell me all about the fabulous animals in the book.

      ‘Have you written to your brother yet, Ida?’ I asked, when Robert returned to his quiet study of the book. I found it difficult to say Haith’s name out loud, although I voiced it over and over in my head whenever I had a private moment to myself.

      Ida was shamefaced. ‘I can’t find the words to tell him.’ She had not yet told Haith she had left her nunnery in Anjou and was hiding in plain sight in my household. Very few people in Wales or England would recognise her and she should be safe from exposure in my service.

      I frowned. ‘You must tell him. Perhaps it would be easier in person? I could invite Haith to visit us here.’ I heard the reluctance in my own voice. Sooner or later, I would have to face him. It was a wonder, with his work as sheriff of Pembroke, we had not encountered each other before now. I struggled not to remember him, not to remember his hands on my body, his mouth on mine.

      There is no joy in my coupling with my husband. I am fifteen years his senior and know he has a young mistress in the town. Sixteen and buxom, Amelina says. Our sexual congress is solely about getting an heir for him. I made a fool of him by abandoning him on the day of our wedding and he has not forgiven me for it. He makes no attempt to suggest he finds me beautiful or irresistible. Why should he when I am near old enough to be his mother and have a body that has undergone pregnancy and childbirth seven times? I am no nubile virgin for him. And I make no pretence that the marriage is palatable to me. He is all business-like in his visits to my bedchamber. He arrives, plants his seed, thanks me and leaves. The first few times, I wept bitterly, thinking of the men who had loved me, who had touched me in love and passion: King Henry; then my first husband, Gerald; and then Haith, Robert’s father. But now, I am simply grateful that de Marais’ visits are quick, infrequent and he does not stay or ask me for words of love that would be wormwood on my tongue. And, I remind myself, since this is my day of wallowing in misery, this marriage is nowhere near as bad as my time as the hostage of Prince Owain.

      ‘Ida, would you help me lay the cloth in the hall below?’ Amelina asked.

      ‘Of course.’ Ida marked the place in her book and rose to accompany Amelina from the room.

      When they were gone, I reached inside my small casket for my journal and stylus. I ran my hands over the dark crimson leather of the journal’s cover and traced its decorations with my finger. Interlacing patterns in bright yellow, pale yellow and blue-grey twisted inside two narrow, rectangular frames at the top and bottom of the cover. In the middle of the cover, there was a drawing of a chalice with projecting stems that sprouted leaves and fruits. I turned the book over and traced the bright yellow and blue-grey crosses that decorated its back. King Henry had given the book to me years ago, calling me his ‘inky clerk’ because I liked to scribble down the occasional note on the events of my life. I felt I had reached such a plateau. After the initial trauma of my forced marriage last year, it was time to commune with myself. Sometimes, I found I did not truly know what I felt until I had committed it to writing.

      I have been displaced at Pembroke Castle by Isabel de Beaumont and Gilbert de Clare. Richard de Clare and his young wife, Alice of Chester, command Cardigan Castle, which is now my home. The de Clare family are preeminent in my father’s former kingdom, and their uncle Walter holds Striguil on the Gower. Through their wives, Gilbert and Richard de Clare are connected to the two strongest earldoms in England: to Robert de Beaumont, earl of Warwick, who is Isabel’s brother and to Ranulf Le Meschin, earl of Chester, who is Alice’s father. When Isabel was delivered of the king’s child, a daughter, I visited her, and it was harsh for me to see her mistress in Pembroke, in the hall that had belonged to Gerald and me, and before that, to my father.

      Richard de Clare and Alice of Chester are frequently away from Cardigan. Richard attends on the king or travels to oversee his estates in England, and Alice always travels with him. At those times, de Clare works through written instructions to my husband, and it has been some mercy to me that de Marais has been kept very busy managing the castle and estate. Here, I am merely the wife of the castle’s constable. That I am a princess of the Welsh royal house of Deheubarth is no longer of any significance in these days of Norman rule. In my father’s former kingdom, I am the only Welsh landowner remaining, and what I own is little enough. In mid and north Wales, the Welsh rulers continue to stand their ground against Norman incursions, with Madog king in Powys and the ageing Gruffudd ap Cynan king in Gwynedd, but here, in Deheubarth, my brother, who should be king, is reduced to poverty and lives under threat of execution.

      I remind myself that my miserable marriage to de Marais does not compare with the time when my father and brothers were massacred, and I was first taken into a Norman household at Cardiff Castle. Yet, I have loathed the stifling of myself that I have had to exercise to survive this first year with de Marais.

      I looked up abruptly from my scribbling at the unmistakable sound of glass shattering on the stone floor of the hall below. Robert held his toy horse in mid-air and gaped at me. ‘Broken?’ he said. ‘Need mended?’

      ‘Yes, sweet. Something is broken. Let’s go and see.’ I took his little hand and helped him, laboriously, one step at a time, down the big steps and bends of the stone staircase.

      In the hall, de Marais was standing, hands on hips, hovering over Amelina as she crouched to sweep up shards of pale glass. I saw a fragment of incised griffin tail. ‘My goblet from Sybil?’ I tried to keep the tone of my voice neutral, but it sounded somewhere between whine and wail, nonetheless.

      Amelina glanced up. I looked from her rueful face to de Marais’ flushed features. ‘You broke it, husband?’

      ‘Yes. I apologise dear. I believe you have another, no?’

      ‘They were a pair. A gift from my foster-mother, Sybil de Montgomery. I have had them since I was a child.’

      ‘I do apologise, dear. But it is simply a goblet, after all. I will get you a new pair at the next market.’

      I turned my face from him and moved toward the fire with Robert still clinging to my hand, but now more to give me comfort than for me to aid him. When I sat by the fire to make that the new object of my gaze, Robert climbed into my lap and put his arms about my neck, sensing my dismay. I did not glance at Ida, who took a seat opposite me, but I felt her sympathetic eyes upon me.

      There was no point in telling the fool that I had carried the goblets with me through all the tribulations of my life for so many years without so much as a slight crack; that I had first used them to drink with King Henry, my first love; that they carried my heart. And as for his offer of buying new ones next market day; he would not find such fine work anywhere. Sybil had sent for them from Normandy. He would not spend the silver that such fine craftsmanship required. Whatever he did buy would be cheap and shoddy and no replacement. And he would forget his promise in a blink of an eye, in any case. My emotions, I, I mean nothing to him. Nothing, except the unlikely promise of an heir. I am likely past childbearing and do not quicken. Perhaps a child can only come in love, not in such loathing.

      Amelina straightened up from her task and moved toward the doorway where she encountered Lady Alice. ‘Did I hear something break?’ Alice glared at Amelina. I swivelled in my chair, readying to defend my maid, but Amelina needed no defence.

      ‘The constable clumsily broke one of his wife’s precious goblets, Lady Alice,’ she told her.

      ‘Ah.’ It was of no further interest to Alice. It was not one of her possessions that had been shattered. ‘Take your child with you, Amelina,’ she commanded. ‘The boy should not be about Lady Nest’s skirts all the time like this.’

      ‘Yes, my lady.’ Amelina reached out a hand to Robert, who reluctantly let go his embrace of my neck. Amelina and I exchanged a covert look. Everyone believed Robert to be Amelina’s son and not mine. Since Haith and I had not wed, Amelina was the cover for our child. I wondered what Robert himself thought. Was he confused? Perhaps he just thought he had two mothers, or three even, since Ida was Haith’s sister, Robert’s aunt, and loved him to distraction too. He had no shortage of love.

      ‘Constable, Lady Nest,’ Alice said in a declarative tone, intending that her voice should ring command, but she was an inexperienced teenager, without a great deal of wit about her, and her voice quavered rather than rang. ‘My husband and I leave for court tomorrow and all here is left in your custody. We trust you will serve us well in our absence.’

      ‘Indeed, we shall, my lady,’ declared de Marais loudly, performing an unctuous bow, to compensate for the fact that I made no response. It was near impossible for me to accept that my status was less than this chit of a girl. I, a royal princess, was subordinate to this Norman child-bride in Cardigan Castle, which had once been another of the strongholds belonging to my father and a long line of my ancestors stretching back into the mists of memory and legends.

      ‘Godspeed on your journey, Lady Alice,’ I murmured, at last reaching for something to say.

      ‘Perhaps you would like to send your good wishes to the king,’ de Marais remarked.

      I looked away to conceal my furious expression from them both. My husband loved to bruit how I was the king’s former mistress. This was too much. It was in poor taste. I did not trade on my former life with King Henry. I did not bray of it. In any case, I was furious with Henry for marrying me to this idiot.

      ‘I will gladly send your good wishes to the king, Lady Nest,’ Lady Alice said uncertainly. Everyone knew I had been the king’s mistress, that my eldest son Henry was the king’s son, but even this girl knew it was in poor taste to refer to it openly.

      I kept my face turned from both of them. Ida had been sitting silently reading, and intervened to mitigate the embarrassment that my husband’s thoughtless words had created. ‘We all send our kind regards to the king,’ she declared, ‘and thank you, Lady Alice, for bearing them.’

      ‘Do you know the king yourself then, Mistress Ida?’ Alice asked rudely.

      Ida coloured and put her head down. ‘Oh no. Only by repute, of course.’

      Ida did, indeed, know King Henry. Her brother was the king’s best friend and Ida had nursed the king through a serious crisis of madness over the maiming of his granddaughters and she was there at his side when Henry learned of the drowning of his heir, but she could not admit to these facts. King Henry had known her as Sister Benedicta, a nun from Fontevraud Abbey in Anjou. She had run away from the religious life and it was impossible to reveal anything of her former life or she would be dragged back to the abbey and horribly punished.

      Ida’s well-intentioned remark had made matters worse. ‘Is there… is there, in fact, a message I should convey to the king on your behalf, Lady Nest?’ Alice asked. I relented at last, in the face of her discomfort. It could not be easy for her, a young girl far from her home in England, married to a man considerably older than herself, forced to give space in her household to a notorious woman like myself and all the baggage I came trailing from my affair with the king, my Welsh royalty, and the scandal of my abduction by a Welsh prince. The odour of good opinion did not waft in my wake.

      ‘Thank you. You are kind,’ I reassured her. ‘But there is no special message from me. If I have a message for the king, I will write to him direct.’ I stood. I was a full foot taller than Lady Alice and several inches taller, too, than my idiot husband. In my head, I composed all manner of messages for Henry: damn you for putting me in this position! For not allowing me to marry Haith! Damn you, Henry, for being you! I stalked from the hall, before my ‘messages’ should be blazoned across my face or escape from my mouth. Behind me, I heard Ida gather her pile of books in haste and follow me up to my chamber, to the consolations of Amelina and Robert, and the view of the bleak, rushing river.

      
      Richard de Clare and Lady Alice left this morning and de Marais assiduously set about his task of overseeing the garrison and the work of the steward. At mid-morning he sent a boy to ask that I attend him in the hall.

      ‘Husband?’ I asked, standing before him as he pored over the accounts ledger.

      ‘You have ordered the feed for the horses from Merewald,’ he stated without looking up at me.

      ‘I have.’ As the constable’s wife, it was my duty to run the household in the absence of Lady Alice.

      ‘I always order it from Borgred. It is cheaper by far for such quantity,’ he asserted, his tone disapproving.

      ‘Cheaper in price and quality,’ I maintained. ‘At Pembroke, I judged that Merewald’s was the better value. It lasted longer, and the horses were fitter for it.’

      He regarded me. ‘You are not at Pembroke now. You are no longer the chatelaine of Pembroke. You will not countermand me.’

      ‘I had not thought to do so. Only to carry out my responsibilities to the best of my ability. And,’ I added, ‘knowledge.’

      ‘You will keep things as I have arranged them. You will not introduce your own innovations. I do hope we will not argue on such matters,’ he smiled unagreeably at me.

      ‘As you wish,’ I said angrily.

      ‘Furthermore, you will put a bridle on your maid’s tongue. I know it is in women’s nature to banter aimlessly and you cannot help it, but your Breton woman steps too often over the boundaries of her place.’

      I nodded brusquely, not trusting myself to open my mouth and allow the words to fall out that were brimming behind my lips. I feared that I would only endanger Amelina’s tenure with me by arguing with him. I turned on my heel.

      In my chamber, I told Ida that she should undertake all the household management on my behalf and not change any of de Marais’ habits, even if they were stupid.

      She stared at me. ‘My lady?’

      ‘Can you do that?’

      ‘Of course, I can, but …’ She looked at Amelina, who shrugged sympathetically at her.

      ‘There is no point in me doing it,’ I complained. ‘He wants nothing of me except a royal-blooded heir and the start of his line. He scorns my abilities and experience. What if

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/gen6-clares.jpg
makgeq d

Grung g ppowing) 395
PpRuND Jo utig
(1auagy Sury jo sowginep) hoiom o =
e i e P A oy sy ssqoy pmpn  wppy  Awpp oy g
_ [ [ Y
]
eI jo pio]
L R
|
LE1T § prdag o pioy reid
. Ao . g
l | [ L |
P
IR 5340 o ) jo pior] Py

pumsioN o 940y parg 4, A Jo
i 0 ey ot

saupr) aq7 o KSowouas)





OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Map of the Welsh Kingdoms
      


      		
        Map of Wales and England
      


      		
        Map of Normandy
      


      		
        Genealogy of the Welsh Royal Family of Deheubarth
      


      		
        Genealogy of the Welsh Royal Family of Gwynedd
      


      		
        Genealogy of the Kings of England and Dukes of Normandy
      


      		
        Genealogy of the Earls of Chester
      


      		
        Genealogy of the Beaumonts
      


      		
        Genealogy of the Clares
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Part I
        
          		
            1. Lost Upon the Tide
          


          		
            2. Three More Weddings
          


          		
            3. The Inky Clerk
          


          		
            4. Butchery
          


          		
            5. Kin
          


          		
            6. Missing
          


          		
            7. Desperate Measures
          


          		
            8. Gisulf’s Box
          


          		
            9. Reunion
          


          		
            10. Gold
          


          		
            11. Evasion
          


          		
            12. The Charter
          


        


      


      		
        Part II
        
          		
            13. The Crow
          


          		
            14. Miners
          


          		
            15. The Devil’s Eloquence
          


          		
            16. Sanctuary and Pardon
          


          		
            17. Crossing
          


          		
            18. Interrogation
          


          		
            19. Threshold
          


          		
            20. The Heir
          


          		
            21. The Beard
          


          		
            22. Flotsam and Jetsam
          


          		
            23. Snake in the Grass
          


          		
            24. Death of a Hound
          


          		
            25. Runaway Bride
          


        


      


      		
        Part III
        
          		
            26. Clemency
          


          		
            27. Suspicions
          


          		
            28. The Librarian
          


          		
            29. Circling
          


          		
            30. Disturbance
          


          		
            31. Henry FitzEmpress
          


          		
            32. Portents
          


        


      


      		
        Part IV
        
          		
            33. High Tide
          


          		
            34. Food for Wolves
          


          		
            35. Queen Gwenllian
          


          		
            36. Crug Mawr
          


          		
            37. The Princes of Deheubarth
          


          		
            38. The Norman Exodus
          


          		
            39. Exoneration
          


          		
            40. The Last Bastion
          


          		
            41. Landing
          


        


      


      		
        Epilogue: The Bees’ Book
      


      		
        Historical Note
      


      		
        Afterword
      


      		
        Bibliography
      


      		
        Acknowledgements
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        The House of La Marche novels
      


      		
        The Viking Hostage, Extract
      


      		
        Also by Tracey Warr
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Bibliography


      		About the Author


      		Also by Tracey Warr


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/gen3-kings-of-endland.jpg
i s S s S Y P A

o U P
sy way g LT St 4 g

loy o
st 4o ooy »
szt 4
I ]
T
oty

puri oSy
OutE e

Sett 4 epmeg, 1 mogy

P o o o s
R0t b eoperyjo e

Kpuvuion fo soyncq puv puviusy fo sSuryy agz fo ASopauary





OEBPS/images/gen2-gwynedd.jpg
P

Shrr
(i iy
o soap o)
ooy p g
o s e wpouy ‘e o gy appouny
ipang a0
ppnpai iy LE11 4 i e g P P T
s o oD R0 w0 AV pruinp Rzl
g oy ¢ 1 uosn e o voapey

, L

ppsingy oSy
0 Y L6104 oy e prmgoy

ppaubmd fo t1un,g 190y ysipp 2410 (Sopauan





OEBPS/images/logo-meanda-books-black-with-name.jpg
meandal
BOOKS!





OEBPS/images/map-of-normandy.jpg
Spuramon jo depy

SWeRe
speowAy | -us aubeyo, PN fuibpes P -~
Aneuneeiguoe \ m%w nmmww =S ~=§Eon_. . sureLop
N AT aesawauauly~,—=3  souauein I
ey ST euraby S\ IS Nureg-won
o L SR
UnooueB & SRl E_mmnzwneuc.m.c oszp n_\i.%xs;_
ok et ey 2 1
SibV: e \ N
o= ‘_.a_::nmm 4 N geoueno0e
- uowss, v N
S e ‘ qmasnie, NIEO
1 i o ove8 AGNVAHON mmgoJ 5y
Y sosel In03UIBINOBY, i1 popuo L xnokege 5
\ oinwesg Jowopiy,
.
S suok
suieninente A Te Nanoy
PSS esewnoy
suges-iues o
Ainooung e @
oeunye
soudousig ¢
Kuonp s o saEpUNOg ——
Souepunoq UBse00]] ===






OEBPS/images/gen4-earls-of-chester.jpg
ok oy |

SHeumy
s 2995 SOOI JO PEY eo
(puvgsng snosnaid v fq uos sfong)  a1e[D) 9p WOANOALY PIEYPTY o 1594 Jo ey
arvumoy op eI sy jo 21Ty wourag) ap jnury
/ —

238240 Jo e drys AN 0TIT 4 SIOTE 9P TPIBEIN e

purpquIng jo pio 243 o [

62LL dasgeszpy 77, ey dris AWM 07TT } Py

JUOWRIE[D) 9P PNIUDIY co
840 Jo [y
TOUT 4724 241, “JioM 740, S9PUrIAY P Y8

aagsagn) Jo spaviy ag7 Jo KSopwoua





OEBPS/images/deheubarth-genealogy.jpg
sy 2 in = g e sy

yvqnayaQ Jo K 1ohoy] g5 242 fo (Bopausn





OEBPS/images/conquest_bk-3_ebook-cover.jpg
TRAGEY
WARR

A RENEGADE
NUN AND

A USURPED
THRONE.

Y{CONQUEST III

e





OEBPS/images/gen5-beaumonts.jpg
opuojy 3p Uy«

(v o5 par) sum) g, 535
1990 3p 1y o 119 PIERY poong S 9p AL 1
AT W e ounESIRO Y @ HORUOI 3P YN ] el o0 Wm0y 1wy Fory o
LN gy ouppy. i e

_ ey Jo wnory
SIOPUTIN 9 BT uoumesg 3p 1GY

spuomnpag agz fo KSowousry






OEBPS/images/map-of-england-and-wales.jpg
e Shrewsbury.
« Montgomery*Bridnorh

*Winchester

N
Map of Wales and England






OEBPS/images/map-of-welsh-kingdoms.jpg
DEHEUBARTH
Dyfed BRYCHEINIOG

Map of the Welsh Kingdoms





