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About the Book

1939: In a hotel room overlooking Piccadilly Circus, two young men are arrested. Charles is court-martialled for ‘conduct unbecoming’; Anselm is deported home to Germany for ‘re-education’ in a brutal labour camp. Separated by the outbreak of war, and a social order that rejects their love, they must each make a difficult choice, and then live with the consequences.

2012: Edward, a diplomat held hostage for eleven years in an Afghan cave, returns to London to find his wife dead, and in her place an unnerving double – his daughter, now grown up. Numb with grief, he attempts to re-build his life and answer the questions that are troubling him. Was his wife’s death an accident? Who paid his ransom? And how was his release linked to Charles, his father?

As dark and nuanced as it is powerful and moving, The Road Between Us is a novel about survival, redemption and forbidden love. Its moral complexities will haunt the reader long after the final page has been turned.
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THE ROAD
BETWEEN US

NIGEL FARNDALE


To Alfie, Sam and Joe


‘The heart wants what it wants, or else it does not care.’
Emily Dickinson


PART ONE


I

FROM HIS ELEVATED VIEWPOINT, A HOTEL WINDOW THAT ALSO serves as a balcony door, Charles Northcote cannot see the foot on which Eros is balanced. It is obscured by the statue’s outstretched wings, the feathers of which appear to be moving. The illusion may be caused by a haze of heat, or the shifting golds, reds and pinks of the surrounding neon billboards. Either way, it makes the god of love look as if he is afloat, shimmering, about his business in the night air.

With the same flickering lights reflecting their colours up on to his own hands and face – Bisto, Brylcreem, Ty-phoo tea – Charles wonders what his silhouette looks like to the eyes studying him from the bed. As his bare shoulder is resting against the top of the window frame on one side, and his feet are crossed at the bottom on the other, he must form a clean diagonal. A Nazi salute, perhaps. Thinking this inappropriate, given their situation, he stands upright and girds himself for the conversation he must have, the one he has been trying to avoid.

‘Like Piccadilly Circus down there,’ he says.

The man on the bed yawns. The muscled contours of his pale body are barely covered by a tangle of sheets. His name is Anselm and he is twenty years old and six foot three inches tall, two years younger and three inches taller than Charles. His sandy hair is parted to the right, floppily shading his eye. As he flicks it back he says: ‘Did you bring me here just so that you could use that joke?’

‘No,’ Charles says. ‘I …’

‘I what?’

The hum of the traffic below dims as Charles closes the balcony door, and the discrete smells of the room become more noticeable: carbolic soap clouding a basin of water; human hair damp with sweat; whiskey fumes and cheap red wine. He brushes imaginary dust off the shoulder of his blue-grey RAF tunic, which is hanging over the back of a chair, a single row of braid visible above the cuff. Draped neatly over this is a pair of silk briefs. They are maroon.

‘They’re going to pack Eros off to the countryside, I hear,’ Charles continues. ‘When the war starts.’

‘There’s a war about to start? No one tells me anything.’

Charles stares at the crumpled jacket on the floor. Double-breasted. Frayed cuffs. The trousers that go with it are lying by the bed. They have a shiny seat. Between the jacket and trousers there is a trail of discarded civilian clothes: a still-knotted college tie, a single sock, a shirt half buttoned up and inside out, a snag of braces and a starched collar sprung wide, like the mouth of a man-trap.

His eyes are now on the sketchbook propped against the bed. It is open at a charcoal life drawing, a male torso without arms or head, foreshortened, viewed from below. Alongside this, as if arranged on a gallery wall, is a second drawing, this one pinned to a corkboard. Again, the model is naked, but the style is different, looser, almost abstract.

Charles crosses the room, picks them up and holds them at arm’s length, one in each hand, before sliding them under the bed. He is kneeling now, as if in childish prayer. ‘Anselm …’

‘Yes?’

Their faces are close. Though Charles’s hair is dark brown and cropped short at the back and sides, they could be brothers. Both have the lean bodies of athletes. Their mouths are sulky and full. And their jaws could have been carved from the same block of marble.

When Anselm turns away, Charles turns as well and rests the back of his head on the mattress so that he can stare at the ghosts of cigarette smoke above him. ‘Will they let you finish your degree?’ he says in a voice he had hoped would come out warm and nonchalant, but which makes him sound as stiff as an announcer on the Empire Service.

Anselm drags on his cigarette before answering, making the tobacco crackle into the silence. ‘How would that work exactly? Do you suppose they say, “Here are your call-up papers. Report for duty immediately, or in a year’s time, if that is more convenient”?’ There is more than a trace of German in his sarcasm.

Dancing languidly on the cracked ceiling are colours from the electric hoardings outside. No one is sure when, but it is expected they will be turned off soon, until further notice. When the blackout comes into force. When the billboards finally declare war on behalf of an ungrateful nation.

‘You could just stay,’ Charles says.

‘And spend the war in an internment camp on the Isle of Man? No thank you.’ He pronounces the ‘th’ of ‘thank’ as a ‘z’.

Charles, for reasons he cannot explain, finds this pronunciation erotic. He stands, crosses the room to the sink and pulls the plug. As the soap-clouded water gurgles away, he wets a flannel under the cold tap. The night air is close and sticky, as if the heat stored in the tarmacadam roads outside is creeping up through the foundations of the building, melting it from the inside out. Had he been hoping that by closing the balcony door he would make the room feel cooler? It has had the opposite effect. He drapes the cold flannel across the back of his neck and cups his hands under the still-running tap. He splashes his face, takes several gulps of water and squeezes the material so that cold water trickles down his back.

Should they have the conversation now?

More Dutch courage is needed. Well, Irish. Single grain is his preference, with an equal measure of room-temperature water. He pours, takes a slug and swirls the amber liquid around in the tumbler. For a dead man, he reflects, he drinks an impressive amount. Some might say too much … But what the hell. Prost! He empties the glass and lets the alcohol burn for a moment on the back of his tongue before swallowing.

Now?

Charles tilts his head back. As well as smoke there is condensation on the ceiling. On the mirror, too. He wipes it, stares at his reflection for a moment then returns to his position by the unmade bed. ‘Come and work for us,’ he says, holding the flannel to his forehead. ‘My father was a diplomat. I know some people in the Foreign Office.’

‘You’re assuming I’m on your side,’ Anselm says.

‘You’re no Nazi.’

‘I’m a German. I believe in holy Germany. I believe in the Volk, in their Weltanschauung.’

‘You like the uniforms, that’s not the same thing.’

Anselm flicks Charles’s ear. ‘Someone is jealous.’

‘Well, it’s true, isn’t it?’

‘There is more to the Wehrmacht than fine tailoring.’ A grin. ‘There’s also the choreography. Haven’t you seen Triumph of the Will?’ Anselm places four fingers vertically across his mouth.

The Englishman is laughing now. Two aesthetes together. Knowing. Ironic. When his laughter subsides he stubs out his cigarette, turns once more and, with a thumb, traces the arc of his friend’s mouth as he wipes away some tiny beads of sweat.

‘This heat,’ Charles says.

‘I know. Can you open again the window? It’s like all the fucking air has been sucked out of the room.’

Again Charles hears eroticism in the pronunciation – fakink – something to do with the way Anselm curls his tongue around the hard consonant in the middle, the way he comes to a stop at the end, blocking the vocal tract but continuing the airflow through his nose. His own tongue runs over his lower lip. He can still taste Anselm’s heavy, ruttish cologne on it.

Don’t go, he thinks.

As his thumb follows the line of that Teutonic chin and the tendons on that strong Teutonic neck, the words are repeated in his head.

Don’t go.

Instead of opening the window, Charles continues his journey over the barrel of Anselm’s ribs, over the ridged iron of his belly. It is as if he is measuring his friend for a coffin.

‘Don’t go,’ he says, almost as a breath.

‘Can’t stay.’

Charles swings himself around fully now, so that he is sitting on the side of the bed, his feet on the floor. He stands, returns to the window and looks down at the lights and the circling traffic. ‘They’re going to find a safe place for him, somewhere in the Welsh countryside. That’s what I’ve heard anyway.’

‘Who?’

‘Eros.’ He turns his head towards the bed, his feet remaining where they are. ‘Such a depressing thought.’

‘What is?’

‘Eros leaving. London losing its libido. A sexless capital.’

‘Don’t be so fucking dramatic, Charles.’

‘We can go back to the Chelsea Arts Club soon. I just don’t think we should push our luck there.’

‘We are artists. They are artists. They understand.’

‘That’s as maybe, but there are limits to their tolerance.’ Charles turns his back to his friend again. It is easier this way. ‘In the new Germany they have already reached their limit.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘They don’t understand our sort.’

Anselm stiffens. ‘Says who?’

‘We are not welcome there.’

‘Speak for yourself.’

‘Anselm. Don’t be naïve.’

‘I’ll be careful. They need never know. And when the war is over I will come back here, get on the first bus to Gower Street, march into the Slade and ask if I can finish my degree. That is a promise. I will then wait for you in the Student Union bar.’

The rush of tenderness Charles feels at this moment makes him want to hold Anselm with such force that the two of them melt into one. But he remains standing by the window, still looking down, addressing his words to the road below. ‘As you did that first time.’

‘On Good Friday.’ The German must be feeling the same because he rises from the bed, crosses the room and rests a hand on Charles’s shoulder. ‘And we will meet there again on Good Friday next year, once the war is over. We will have oysters and champagne. Until then we can keep in touch via the Swedish Embassy in Berlin.’ With a fingertip he reads the vertebrae down Charles’s back. ‘You’re not the only one who knows people in the diplomatic service, Grumpy.’

Charles shivers and smiles. Feels for his friend’s hand. ‘Or we could meet halfway. In Paris.’ He is drunk now, intoxicated by the sinking, delicious helplessness of one who yearns to possess. ‘Don’t go, Dopey. Please.’

‘It won’t be for ever.’

‘There is an alternative. We can go away together. Start a new life in Ireland.’

‘I don’t understand.’

‘We could leave this week. Take the ferry from Fishguard.’

Anselm considers this before answering. ‘You will be asking for a posting there?’

‘No.’ Charles exhales slowly, guiltily. Once the words have left him there will be no taking them back. ‘Ireland is going to stay neutral. The south, I mean. We can start a new life there. New identities. I have some money.’

‘You will become a deserter?’

It is time for his announcement, yet still he hesitates. ‘No, I …’ Now, Charles. Say it now. ‘I will fake my own death. I’ve worked it out. A sailing trip. They know I like to sail on my own. The abandoned boat will be reported. My body never found. Assumed washed overboard.’

Anselm tries to take this in. ‘You would fake your own death for me?’

‘Without you I’m a dead man anyway.’

Charles stares at a notice pasted on the peeling wall, one that stands out because it has had time neither to fade nor to gather dust. It informs hotel guests what to do ‘in the event of an emergency’, by order of the Home Office, and is dated 5 June 1939. Two weeks ago.

The sound of a key chattering in a lock makes him flinch. He turns his face to the door; reaches for Anselm’s hand.

Another key is tried and the door yawns open. Dimpled fingers feel for the light switch. When the hotel manageress, a short woman with badly dyed hair, sees the two naked men by the window, the fingers rise to her mouth in shock. She steps to one side to allow two RAF police officers to enter.

‘Northcote?’ the taller of the two says. ‘Pilot Officer Charles Northcote?’

‘You might have knocked.’

‘Get dressed please, there’s a good gentleman.’

‘Are you arresting me?’

‘We’re arresting you both.’


II

Kandahar Province. Late spring. Present day

FOR THE FIRST TIME IN ELEVEN YEARS, ONE WEEK AND FOUR DAYS, Edward Northcote opens his eyes and sees daylight. Recoiling in pain, he closes them again and, at the same time, tries to cover his face, only to realize his hands are tied behind his back.

He opens them again, two narrow slits this time. There is a blur of watery light, but no hard edges. After a succession of blinks, he is able to open his eyes a little wider and, by ignoring the stabs of light, look out on to a world that is strange and cold. A landscape in black and white.

He is lying on his side on what appears to be a dirt track. There are small rocks scattered around him. He stares at one of them, trying to find his focus.

What has woken him? A noise is dimming in his memory. It sounds like wood tapping against wood. He remembers now: it had been this noise that had been tapping its way into the depths, like sonar signals hundreds of leagues below the surface of conscious thought. He had been trying to climb towards them, against a weight of water, up a mile-high ladder.

He blinks again. There are blotches before his eyes now, floating like petals in a slow current, and, in his peripheral vision, a shape. It is a boy, about eleven years old, wearing a hooded sweatshirt over a white cotton thoub and holding a cricket bat in one hand and a mallet in the other. The boy studies him for a moment then carries on ‘knocking in’ his bat. Tap. Tap. Tap.

Edward tries to move his head but a dense gravity prevents him.

The boy stops knocking. ‘Salaam alaikum,’ he says with an uncertain smile.

Edward tries to speak but his vocal cords have no energy. Instead his narrowed eyes track from the boy to the cluster of concrete-grey, flat-roofed shapes at the end of the road. The boy follows his gaze, then turns and runs towards the shapes. Edward’s lids droop, the muscles unused to the heaviness.

Time becomes fragmented now as he drifts in and out of consciousness. Men wearing helmets and flak jackets are lifting him into the back of a truck. They are asking him questions, in English. One of them is wearing sunglasses and Edward manages to signal to him that he needs some, that the light is hurting his eyes. The soldier understands, takes them off and places them gently on Edward’s face. He can now see he is in a jeep. It has a long, whippy aerial that dances in the wind as they bump over potholes and swerve around corners. He recalls seeing an aerial like this years ago, on the day he was kidnapped, moments before his convoy was attacked.

I’ve survived, he now thinks, with sudden, shocking clarity.

It is over.

Now he is being dragged along on a gurney with a squeaky wheel. Drips are attached to his arms. Over his mouth there is an oxygen mask.

And now there are plumes of dust spiralling upwards and the thump, thump, thump of helicopter blades beating the air. After so many years of near silence, this noise seems impossibly loud, as if it is tearing at the very molecular structure of the universe.

Now there are flashbulbs and Edward is being dragged along on a gurney again. The flashes are creating a stroboscopic effect. Voices are calling his name.

‘What was it like, Edward?’

‘Was there a deal done for your release, Edward?’

‘What did you think when you heard about your wife, Edward?’

His next realization is that he is on a military plane of some sort – as cavernous as a hangar, as empty as space – and he is being strapped to a bed. A screen is being put up around him. There are more drips on stands. More electrical equipment. More lights. Webbing is clattering against the metal sides of the cabin. His stomach is lurching. They are taking off.

Level now. He can hear the steady throb of an engine. Stars are visible out of the small porthole but, having forgotten what they look like, he takes a while to register what they are. Needles are being stuck in his arms. He soon finds himself submitting to the spin of sleep.

Edward’s longest period of consciousness comes when he is in a hospital bed with a cage above it – a chrome contraption with pulleys. To his left is a machine with lights that are grey – grey? – a monitor of some sort. It is making a humming noise. There are electrodes taped to his chest.

Am I hurt? He says this wordlessly; a thought that does not carry to his mouth. He doesn’t feel ill. There is no pain. A rhythm is pulsing in his head. I need a little time to wake up, wake up …

Sensation is returning in a flood now, a surge of warmth. He notices the oxygen mask by his bed and the drip taped to his arm. There is another tube taped to his stomach.

I’m being fed through a tube?

A woman appears in the doorway. She has pale, tumbling hair. Her grey eyes are flecked with grains of sugar. The eyes of a snow leopard. To Edward she is unmistakable. He has called out her name many times over the missing years, to himself, to the walls of the cave, to the darkness, but now the word comes as the sort of soft, gummy, slack-mouthed noise that dental patients make before the anaesthetic has worn off.

‘Frejya!’

The woman’s face contorts. She holds a hand to her mouth, then turns and leaves.

A tall doctor with hairy wrists and unnaturally white teeth arrives. He is wearing a grey, hospital-issue gown.

Why am I seeing everything in black and white?

‘Mr Northcote,’ he says. ‘Edward … You are in a hospital. The Cromwell Hospital in London. You are safe now.’

‘Frejya!’

‘I’m afraid … A lot has happened.’ Pause. ‘How are you feeling?’

‘Frejya!’

‘That wasn’t your wife you saw. That was …’ The tall doctor puts his hand to his mouth, as the woman had done. ‘Let me call … There’s someone waiting outside to see you. He’s from the Foreign Office. He will explain everything.’

With his well-pressed, navy-blue suit and cream-coloured, open-necked shirt, Sir Niall Campbell looks like what he is, a formal man who has removed his tie to try to make himself look informal. The tie is rolled up in his hand and he stares at it for a moment before stuffing it in his pocket.

In his other hand he is carrying a laminated TRiM card. It lists the standard Trauma Risk Management questions he is supposed to ask on behalf of Human Resources, so that an assessment can be made as to whether, or rather when, Edward will need to see a ‘psych’. Niall knows that the questions will be irrelevant in Edward’s case – Have you had any flashbacks? Any recurring dreams? Are you drinking more than normal? – but he finds it reassuring that he won’t be entering the ward empty-handed.

He breathes in, buttons up his jacket, the middle of three, then unbuttons it again and breathes out. Why is he stalling? Why doesn’t he simply march in like the busy man he is? He knows why. Northy might not recognize him. Niall has put on weight in the past decade. About two and a half stone. His once-thick and dark hair, meanwhile, has gone thin and grey.

When he enters, his personal vanities evaporate. The skeletal figure on the bed bears only a passing resemblance to the tall, dark-haired, heavy-shouldered young man he had first met on the rugby field as a student. Edward had been a flanker, Niall a fullback. A bitingly cold wind had been blowing in over the Fens and they had grinned at one another as they shivered. Niall had felt slightly in awe of Edward as a student, not least because he had been an all-round sportsman – as useful with a tennis racquet and a cricket bat as he was with a rugby ball – as well as a witty and persuasive speaker at the Union. Yet he had also been a man of quiet modesty and decency, all substance and no show, liked and known. And because Niall was part of his circle, he found himself becoming liked and known, too.

It was after they graduated and sat their civil service exams together that their friendship deepened. For eighteen months, they had shared a desk at the Foreign and Commonwealth Office, in a room with a fireplace. The fire was no longer used by the time they arrived, a tradition that had disappeared along with women having to resign when they got married. But on mornings when they had hangovers they would rest their heads on their desks, knowing that FCO custom meant they would not be disturbed (it being assumed that they had worked through the night).

It had been Edward, with his urbane manner and starred First, who was the one everyone tipped to go all the way. Then, with his posting to Norway, something changed. He fell in love. Had a child. Got married. And the price for his contentment was a loss of ambition. Edward had once confided to Niall that he sometimes thought of giving up the diplomatic service entirely to live off the land: growing his own vegetables, fishing, chopping wood. His wife’s family had a log cabin they rarely used, up near the fjords where the summers are short and the winters long. It was theirs for the asking. He could write a book there. A novel perhaps.

And Niall encouraged him. But instead Edward and Frejya moved to London, with plans to settle there and perhaps have a second child, and that book was never written.

Now, according to the chart on the end of his bed, Edward weighs just under seven stone. Niall has heard that they decided to test his DNA to be sure it matched that of the Edward Northcote they had on record. He has also been told that, in the five days since Edward first opened his eyes in daylight, he has not managed to keep them open for longer than a few minutes.

Whether he is still aware of what is being said to him when his eyes are shut is debatable. Apparently there is not much sign of recognition, and scant evidence of memory.

But however prepared Niall thought he was for this encounter, the reality of it is shocking. Seeing a pedal bin in the corner of the room, he walks over to it, opens the lid and drops in the TRiM card.

Edward’s eyes have closed again now, and there is a clear fluid dribbling down his chin. His right arm flails, then goes limp. The bones are pushing against his skin, smoothing it out and leaving baggy creases where it falls away. His eyes appear to be sinking deep into his skull, as if his face is melting. The membrane inside his mouth is protruding so that it looks like part of his lips. Behind them, his teeth look too big for his mouth, brown and decayed with pus oozing out from the gum line. His hair is silvery and long, hanging below his shoulder blades. He has a beard that reaches his barrelled ribs, and his skin is yellow and leathery, almost translucent. The plastic hospital ID band around his wrist is loose on him. He looks a hundred years old.

‘Northy? Can you hear me?’

Niall wonders if his friend will remember the circumstances that led to his kidnapping, how he had been the one who persuaded him to go. The assignment had made sense, at the time. Because Edward had once worked as a cultural attaché in the Middle East – and spoke some Arabic – he had been asked to join a multinational UNESCO team being sent into the remote mountain region of Hazarajat in central Afghanistan. There had been reports that the Buddhas of Bamiyan, two sixth-century monumental statues carved into the side of a cliff, had been dynamited and destroyed by the Taliban. That was in March 2001, six months before the jihadists hijacked two passenger planes and flew them into the Twin Towers.

When Edward’s convoy had driven into an ambush, he had been in the third of four Land-Cruisers. A rocket-propelled grenade attack. Officially, there had been no survivors. But when eleven out of thirteen bodies were recovered and identified, Edward’s was not among them. In the weeks that followed, Niall had awaited the inevitable ransom or demand for the release of political prisoners, but neither came. Although the possibility that he had been taken hostage was never ruled out, the unofficial presumption was that he must be dead – and dead was what he was officially declared after he had been missing for ten years.

But what he seems to be going through back home in London is not so much a resurrection as a regression. His reflexes are those of a baby, especially his hand-grasping, sucking and asymmetrical neck reflexes.

‘Northy. It’s me, Niall. Niall Campbell. Do you remember me?’ He holds his hand. ‘We worked together at the Foreign Office. I was best man at your wedding. You were best man at mine. Can you speak?’

Niall has drawn the short straw. It was decided that, because of his involvement with the Friends of Edward Northcote campaign, the bad news Edward would have to hear at some point would be best coming from him, someone he knew rather than an anonymous civil servant. But the doctors have advised that the patient may be too fragile. Niall should wait until Edward has built up his strength. The shock could kill him.

‘Northy? Can you tell us anything about what happened?’

Edward raises his chin and opens his eyes. They are dilated with panic. He makes a heavy-tongued noise.

‘Frejya?’


III

WHEN EDWARD’S FIRST REASONABLY CLEAR SENTENCE COMES, TWO and a half weeks after returning to London, it is directed at Niall. ‘Where am I?’ he says in a slurring voice.

‘You’re at the Cromwell Hospital in London. It’s good to have you back, Northy.’

‘I know you.’

‘Yes, it’s me, Niall. Niall Campbell.’

Edward’s beard has gone now and his hair has been cropped close to his skull. He looks around the room and raises his hand towards the mirror.

‘You want to see a mirror?’

Edward shakes his head stiffly.

‘You think I should look in a mirror, is that it?’ Niall is speaking in the kind of loud, laughter-edged voice adults use with children. ‘You think I’ve changed?’ He pats his stomach. ‘I have changed, Northy, and so have you. It’s been a long time.’ He pulls up a chair and takes his friend’s hand. ‘Can you talk about what happened?’

Edward blinks but says nothing. Niall knows better than to try to fill the silence. There is emptiness in Edward’s eyes. They are red-rimmed and unfocused, like a sleepwalker’s. Is this, he wonders, what is meant by the thousand-yard stare?

A minute passes before Edward finally speaks. ‘The Cromwell? Not St Thomas’s?’

Niall gives a snort of laughter, his friend’s memory for Foreign Office protocol taking him by surprise.

‘We’ve made special arrangements for you … Can you remember anything? Do you know who was holding you hostage?’

‘There was a boy with a cricket bat.’

‘He was the one who found you.’

‘My hands were tied.’

‘Who tied them?’

‘I never …’ Edward’s mouth dries up mid sentence.

Niall is struck by the absence of emotion in his friend’s voice. It is a whispery monotone devoid of strength and expression, like a guitar without tension in its strings.

The tall doctor who has been hovering by the door now enters, pulls down the bed cover and jabs a pin in the patient’s foot.

Edward jumps.

‘You can feel that?’ the doctor asks. ‘That’s great. Can you clench your fists?’

Edward manages a half-clench.

Next the doctor sits on the bed, holds up a pencil and moves it from left to right and up and down to see if Edward’s eyes can track it. They can. A small torch is now being shone in his eyes.

‘Don’t do that, please.’

‘Sorry.’

‘They shone torches in my face.’

‘They?’ Niall leans forward.

Edward does not elaborate.

‘How is your vision?’ the doctor asks. ‘Is it OK?’

Edward thinks for a moment. Blinks. ‘Everything is black and white … Why is everything black and white?’

‘You can’t see any colours?’

‘Only grey … Like Niall’s hair.’

Niall grins.

Edward blinks again. ‘Where’s Frejya? Where did she go?’

Niall looks down. ‘That wasn’t Frejya you saw.’

‘But she was in here a minute ago.’

Niall exhales slowly. ‘That was a couple of weeks ago. You’re going to have a problem with time gaps for a while, until your brain recalibrates itself … And it wasn’t Frejya you saw. It was Hannah.’ He sighs again, more heavily this time. ‘I’m not going to lie to you, Northy. This is all going to seem really fucked up, for a while at least. You’re just …’

Edward has fallen asleep.

The doctor flips over a sheet on a clipboard and gives Niall a sidelong glance. ‘You family? I recognize you.’

‘A friend. I’ve been interviewed on the news a bit lately, talking about Edward’s release.’

‘That’s it; you’re the guy from the Foreign Office. Sir Niall …’

‘Campbell. And it’s pronounced Neil. It’s Scottish.’

‘You don’t sound Scottish.’

‘It’s not compulsory. Can I have a word with you outside?’ The two men walk out into the corridor and speak in lowered voices. ‘So what’s the situation here?’

The doctor looks over his shoulder before making eye contact. ‘He should make a reasonable recovery but we are going to have to monitor his food intake carefully. One of the mistakes they made after the liberation of Belsen was to feed the prisoners too quickly. Thousands died because their bodies couldn’t cope. Cardiac failure mostly. We’ll keep him in intensive care for a few weeks, on a controlled diet and a glucose drip, then we’ll start giving him some physio to try and rebuild his muscles.’

‘But no lasting medical problems?’

‘I didn’t say that. It’s too early to tell whether some of the conditions he is suffering from will be permanent, but so far we have detected … Well, do you want the whole list?’ He begins counting them off with his fingers. ‘Early evidence of renal failure, cirrhosis, possible diabetes, anaemia, dehydration, calcium deficiency and impaired vision which we think will leave him with a permanent sensitivity to light.’ The doctor shakes his head. ‘He also has fungi growing under his oesophagus, which makes swallowing painful for him. And our tests are showing he may have scurvy and rickets, which we haven’t really seen in this country for decades. But we think all these things will prove temporary. His long-term problems are going to be psychological.’

‘We’ve got a good therapist lined up for when he’s ready … Poor old Northy.’

‘Yes, poor old Northy,’ the doctor echoes.

When they step back into the ward, Edward’s eyes are open but they are unfocused. They seem to be looking through Niall – the thousand-yard stare again. ‘It was Frejya,’ Edward says through closed teeth. ‘She was here.’

‘Well, I’ll leave you two to it,’ the doctor says.

‘You’ve been away for just over eleven years,’ Niall says, once the doctor has closed the door. ‘That was Hannah you saw. She’s twenty now.’

Niall can see the blood pulsing in Edward’s face. Sense his dizziness and feeling of time dislocation. He now knows that his friend has been unable to take in any of the information fed into his brain on an aural drip as he drifted in and out of consciousness these past couple of weeks. This is not the first time Niall has explained to Edward that his daughter is now an adult.

For a full minute, Edward is silent. Then he says softly: ‘Hannah is nine … She was nine.’

‘This is going to take some time to … to get used to.’

‘Can I see my wife? Where is she?’

Niall hesitates. ‘One thing at a time, Northy …’

Edward eyes him, as if recognizing him for the first time. ‘Did you say you were still at the Foreign Office?’

‘Yep. And you can come back to work for us whenever you feel ready, in whatever capacity.’

‘Says who?’

Niall looks embarrassed. ‘Says me.’

‘I don’t understand.’

‘I’ll explain later.’

‘Tell me now. What grade are you?’

Niall looks away. ‘I’m the Permanent Undersecretary.’

Edward tries to sit up. ‘You?’

‘For the moment. There’s a general election expected soon and the new lot will probably want their own man in.’

‘Sir?’

Niall studies the floor and nods. ‘But I don’t use it. Tell me about the people who kidnapped you.’

Something happens to Edward’s eyes, as though a shadow is passing over them. ‘They …’

‘Do you remember anything about when you were captured?’

‘Everything went black.’

‘You were in a convoy. There was an ambush. Your Land Cruiser was hit by an RPG.’

Edward frowns. ‘Who were they?’

‘We figured it would be local opportunists who didn’t know they’d got a high-value target. We had a press blackout and notified the Met’s Hostage and Crisis Negotiation Unit. But nothing. No demands. No video posted on the web. We had no idea where you were.’

‘I was underground. In a cave. It was dark.’ Edward grimaces, as if a bubble of pain has entered his blood. ‘Do we have to do this now?’

‘No. Whenever you are ready. I understand.’

‘Can I see Frejya?’

‘You’ve lost a lot of weight.’

‘I want to see my wife.’

‘I’ve brought a mirror.’

Niall hands over a mirror, but Edward does not look in it. Instead he places it face down on the bed. His eyes look distant and cloudy again; the eyes of a dead man.

‘How old am I?’

‘Forty-seven.’

A beat.

‘Forty-seven?’

‘Yeah.’

Another beat.

‘I’m forty-seven?’

‘Yeah, you’re forty-seven, Northy. Same age as me.’

‘How old was I when I was taken?’

‘Thirty-six.’

Niall feels for his friend’s hand. ‘It’s going to take time.’

‘Why won’t you talk about Frejya?’

‘Northy … There’s no easy way to say this …’

Fear suddenly registers on Edward’s face. His hands try to cover his ears but the muscles in his arms are too atrophied. He shakes his head. Closes his eyes. Mouths the word ‘no’.

Niall’s eyes are wet now. He puts a hand on his friend’s shoulder. ‘I’m sorry. She died.’

‘Can I speak to her?’

‘Listen to me. You’ve got to listen.’ There is a crack in Niall’s voice now. ‘Frejya is dead.’


IV

Berlin. Early autumn, 1939

ANSELM HAS NEVER SEEN THE PEOPLE’S COURT BEFORE, BUT HE has heard of it. Everyone in Germany has heard of it. The Volksgerichtshof. A place of fear. A place without memories. Today its nineteenth-century façade is draped with three red, white and black swastika banners. They are thirty feet long and make the building look as if it is bleeding.

He is brought in via a side entrance off Potsdamer Platz and taken down stone stairs to a holding cell. There is no window. No bed. No chair. Noticing that it smells of urine, Anselm realizes that there is no lavatory either. His belt and shoelaces are taken from him. The policeman from the Ordnungspolizei with kind eyes and a brass gorget around his neck looks him up and down thoughtfully, then takes his tie as well.

Once the iron door has clanged shut and heavy keys have been turned in the lock, Anselm leans his shoulder against the wall, closes his eyes and tries, for reassurance, to summon Charles’s smiling face. He wonders what has happened to him. Is he in prison, too? When he opens his eyes again he notices some words scratched at eye height. They are messages from the damned.

‘My name is Josef Mann. I have a wife and two children in Hamburg. Please let them know where I am.’

And in another hand: ‘Please God, why?’

But the one at which he stares the most is the simplest: ‘Help me.’ This one chills Anselm’s blood. Help me. A man can be forgotten in this place, he thinks. Help me. All traces of his life can be erased. Help me. He can be reduced to a single pitiful plea.

While under Hausarrest in Berlin, Anselm had written to Charles in London. He had also written to his parents in Aachen, giving them his temporary address, but he had not told them about his deportation from England, or the reason for it. As the weeks went by, he had allowed himself to think that he had fallen through the Reich’s bureaucratic net. Then, as August drew to a close, a Blockleiter arrived to apply crosses of tape to his windows to prevent shattering. In the gaps between them, Anselm had been able to watch trenches being dug near the bandstand in the Tiergarten. The Berliners who walked with urgent steps over the cobbles below had started carrying gas masks. But he could still hear a barrel organ being played somewhere nearby and, occasionally, the heavy flapping of wings as a swan took flight. One day, on the cusp of autumn, war was declared through the loudspeakers. Soon afterwards an air-raid siren was tested. Then they came for him.

Now, as he hears the rattle of the heavy keys again, he looks towards the cell door. The lock turns with a solid clunk as before and the door yawns open with a squeak of unoiled hinges. While the man with the kind eyes remains outside the cell, another policeman stoops to enter, even though he is not especially tall, certainly not as tall as Anselm.

‘Arms out,’ he barks.

Anselm raises his arms, bent at the elbows. The policeman’s touch is icy, his skin forged from the same steel as the handcuffs. Once outside the cell, Anselm stands between the two guards. He is half a foot taller than both of them and, with the prisoner wearing a white shirt buttoned to the throat as if he is a priest, the three of them look like a scene from a stained glass window, an unholy triptych. As Anselm follows the first policeman up a spiralling metal staircase, he has to grip the waistband of his trousers to stop them falling down.

The iron-barred gate at the top of the stairs opens into a narrow white corridor that smells of fresh paint. At the end of this another prisoner, about Anselm’s age, is sitting head down, leaning forward, on a bench. His handcuffed wrists are resting on his knees. He has his own escorts. Anselm is about to walk towards them when he feels a restraining hand on his shoulder.

The prisoner is breathing quickly and, as Anselm tunes in to the sounds coming from the other side of the black wooden door he is facing, he appreciates why. Shouting can be heard. He cannot make out the exact words, but it is clear that someone is being cursed in there. Anselm feels a chill in his stomach. His scrotum tightens.

After a minute, the ranting stops. A minute after this, the black door opens, the policemen stand and the prisoner is escorted inside. The door closes and Anselm is nudged forward to sit on the bench. It is still warm. His police escort remains standing either side of him, as the others had done, and, after two minutes of silence, the ranting starts again. This time Anselm tries to block the words out. He searches for a song to sing in his head instead, but all he can think of is the Horst-Wessel-Lied. His bowels are turning to water.

After ten minutes the shouting stops. As if operating by clockwork, the black door opens a minute later. Anselm’s guards stand up and steer him through the door. He has a dozen yards to walk to where there are two chairs. His shoes echo hollowly on the waxed parquet floor, then comes a silence that is so deep it terrifies him.

The policemen sit in the chairs and Anselm remains standing between them. He looks up. Above him is a high, vaulted ceiling. To his right there is a table around which sit five clerks of the court wearing black gowns and white wing collars. Some of them are writing, others consulting notes. Behind him there is a public gallery of some sort, but it is empty. The side of the room he entered from has a raised seating area, presumably where the jury sits. This too is empty. Ahead there is a witness stand. Again, empty. No jury. No witnesses. The courtroom smells of disinfectant.

Only now does he look at that which he has been avoiding since entering the court. The wall behind the bench is dominated by three blood-red swastikas. The two at each side reach from the ceiling to the floor. The one in the middle is slightly lower, fitting into the frame of a double doorway with an ornate frieze on top. Above this is a Nazi eagle. Gilt, or possibly gold. Its wingspan must be ten feet. In front of the central flag is a marble plinth on which is displayed a bronze bust of the Führer. And directly in front of this is a carved black chair that looks like a throne. Chair, bust and flag are all in perfect alignment with the prisoner.

A door opens to the right. A clerk of the court shouts: ‘All rise.’ Three Reich-judges enter.

The first and the third are wearing black gowns and white collars, like the clerks to Anselm’s right, but these men are also wearing what look like floppy velvet mortar boards on their heads. The judge in the middle is wearing a sumptuous red robe. On his head is what looks like a fez. On his gown there is a brooch, the eagle insignia again. Before they sit down, they give the Nazi salute and, for a brief moment, Anselm thinks they are saluting him – then he looks over his shoulder and sees a giant portrait of Hitler high on the wall behind him.

All three judges remove their hats as they sit down. The one in the middle is bald apart from some hair at the sides of his head. This he smooths down with fussy dabs of his hand. With his feathery eyebrows and hooded eyes he looks like an eagle.

He twirls the deep sleeves of his robe like a wizard about to cast a spell, then he studies the papers in front of him. Finally he looks up and, according to his widened eyes, he seems surprised to see that the defendant is a fine specimen of Aryan manhood. Then his lean features stiffen. His eyes turn cold and dark.

The prisoner is asked to identify himself and, after he is sworn in, a clerk with a hog-bristle moustache grinds back his chair, stands and reads from a piece of paper: ‘Under Paragraph 175 of the criminal code, as defined by the Reich Central Office for the Combating of Homosexuality and Abortion, you are hereby charged with being a degenerate. How do you plead?’

Anselm is confused. What does this word ‘degenerate’ mean? He is guilty of being a homosexual. Indeed he feels that if he were to plead not guilty to that he would be betraying himself, and Charles. But in truth he is not sure of what he is being accused. He does not know how to answer the question. A lock of sand-coloured hair has fallen over his eye. He flicks it away with a backwards tilt of his head.

The judge in the red robe signals impatiently to the clerk: ‘Enter a plea of guilty.’

The judge looks down at the piece of paper in his hand. ‘What were you doing in London?’ he asks.

‘I was a student,’ Anselm says. ‘At the Slade.’

‘And you committed your vile acts with an enemy of the Reich?’

‘We weren’t at war then.’

‘Silence!’ The judge’s voice cracks the air like a whip, before returning to ominous normality. ‘In times of war,’ he continues, ‘baseness cannot find any leniency and must be met with the full force of the law. Your degenerate acts threaten the disciplined masculinity of the German people. You are an antisocial parasite and an enemy of the state …’

As the judge’s voice begins to rise in pitch again, Anselm looks down at his own handcuffed hands holding up his trousers and recalls how he and Charles dressed in silence that night in London. The hotel manageress sat on the bed fanning her stupid fat face in shock, denying them their last moments of privacy. As a precaution, or so one of the military policemen had said, the two prisoners were handcuffed together. Perhaps out of misplaced respect for Charles’s uniform, the other MP draped a mac over the iron bracelet that bound their wrists together. Anselm didn’t mind. It meant they could entwine their fingers as they descended the stairs. With these handcuffs I thee wed.

The judge is shouting now, but Anselm can register only random words … ‘Deutschland … traitor … repulsive … sodomical … corruption … Schweinehund.’ Each word is accompanied by a thump of the table.

There were two additional policemen waiting for them in the lobby that night in London and, when he saw them, Anselm fought a pointless impulse to run for it, to keep Charles’s hand in his and disappear into the night. They could lose themselves in the crowds of Piccadilly. What sweet anonymity that would have been. He had often dreamed of them doing that since. Running down narrow streets, over lush meadows, to the bare, rugged safety of the mountains.

Instead they were taken outside into the street. There, to the curiosity of a newspaper vendor who had piled sandbags up against his stall, the handcuffs were unlocked and Charles was led to a waiting Black Maria, without even being permitted a backward glance over his shoulder. Moments later, Anselm was led away to a nearby police station. Neither had had a chance to say goodbye.

The Judge-President is banging the table furiously now. ‘Why?’ he is demanding, his voice hoarse from shouting. ‘WHY?’

‘Love,’ Anselm answers. ‘Because of love.’

‘Silence!’ the judge screams. He seems like a rabid dog, flecks of spittle appearing at the corners of his mouth.

Anselm feels his eyes welling, but wills himself not to cry. He also feels an insane urge to reach for the hand of the kind-eyed policeman and hold it.

‘I hereby sentence you to five years’ hard labour,’ the judge says, with a bang of his gavel. ‘Take him away.’

Anselm is led to a door at the back of the court. His trial has lasted seven minutes, three fewer than the previous case.


V

London. Present day. Five weeks after Edward’s release

UPON RETURNING TO THE HOSPITAL, HANNAH FINDS HER FATHER on the floor and rushes to help him up. ‘Did you fall out?’ she asks. ‘Why haven’t the nurses been in?’

‘I was more comfortable here,’ Edward says, getting to his feet. ‘Still not used to this mattress.’

Supporting him as he goes to sit on the bed, she asks: ‘Would you rather I slept on the bed and you slept on the pull-down?’ For the past few weeks she has been sleeping in the small pull-down bed next to her father’s. Her routine has been to rise early and slip away before he wakes up. Sometimes she heads back to the house to wash and change, sometimes she finds a café for breakfast and to catch up with her friends online. But the truth is, she would rather not be sleeping by his side at all. She is scared by her inability to read his needs. Perhaps, she tells herself, things will improve once he talks about his time in captivity. Niall says that he still hasn’t said a word on the subject, not to him, not to anyone.

She pours him a glass of milk. It seems to be his favourite drink.

‘Thank you,’ Edward says as he takes a sip. ‘You really don’t need to sleep here, you know. I’m much better.’

‘I want to,’ she says.

‘Well, I appreciate the company.’ Edward looks as if he is going to say something more but checks himself.

‘What?’ Hannah prompts.

‘Nothing.’

‘What?’ Hannah insists. She is smiling a smile she hopes will look reassuring rather than nervous. Is he going to start telling her terrible things about what happened in Afghanistan? Oh God. She doesn’t feel ready. If he was tortured, or chained to a radiator, or was sharing a windowless cell with dozens of others, she would rather not know. She wishes Niall was here.

‘I thought you were Frejya just now.’

He seems to find it hard to say the word ‘Mummy’. She understands. She is finding it hard to call him Daddy. The word doesn’t seem to fit her mouth. It is the wrong shape. The wrong weight. Dad might be better. ‘I know,’ she says. And I also know I am going to have to tell you about what happened to her, she thinks. If I can summon the courage. If I can do it without crying.

Edward reaches for her hand. He does this in the night sometimes, in the silence when she thinks she can hear him screaming inside.

This morning he looks different. His hair has been cropped close to his skull again. Malnutrition oedema, meanwhile, has bloated his face and the skin around his shaved jaw is the colour of bone. Though he is no longer being fed through a tube, he looks twice his age. An old man. A concentration camp victim.

‘How is your band going?’ he asks. ‘What’s the name of it again?’

He has remembered, she thinks. This is progress. She has told him two or three times now about how she is the bass player and backing vocalist in a pub band that plays covers. ‘The Sextuplets, though there are only five of us at the moment. We’ve played a few gigs. All girls. You should come and hear us.’ She wonders if he will also remember about her one-year art foundation course, the one she has had to drop out of in order to look after him.

‘And how is school?’

‘I’m not at school any more. Remember? I started a foundation course. I’m hoping to get a place at the Slade.’

‘Where your grandfather went … When can I see him?’

‘I’ll take you to see him as soon as you’re out of hospital.’

‘Can’t he come here?’

‘He’s aged a lot since you last saw him.’ She doesn’t elaborate. One thing at a time. The two are not so different, she reflects. Father and son. Tomorrow Edward will ask again about his father, and her life, and forget that they have had this conversation. The difference is Edward’s memory is improving. With each day he is becoming less confused.

‘I’ve asked about him before, haven’t I?’

Hannah nods.

‘You must think I’m mad.’

Hannah plumps up his pillow, so that she doesn’t have to look him in the eyes. ‘No, I don’t. You’re fine. You’re going through a period of readjustment, that’s all.’

She begins tidying away her things and wants to open the curtain but sees her own Post-it note, the one she has stuck above the switch for the benefit of the nurses: ‘Please keep closed.’ Also in her handwriting is a note stuck above the light switch: ‘Please keep dimmed.’ Her father’s eyes are too sensitive to stand bright light, but, equally, he cannot bear being in the dark. A low-wattage nightlight is the compromise.

She turns and studies him. He is staring at the ceiling now, lost in contemplation. How far this seems from the fairytale reunion she had imagined. While he may now be taking in certain things about her life, he doesn’t know her, and doesn’t seem to want to know her. She keeps telling herself that this is going to be a long haul, that gradually he will become less insular and less frightening, that he will become the friendly man into whose arms she pictured herself skipping. But there are times when she doesn’t believe that will ever happen now. She looks out of the window and sees a couple of photographers waiting in the ambulance bay. She recognizes one of them. Why won’t they leave her alone? In this moment she realizes that what she wants more than anything is to have her old life back, to go back to a time before … She feels guilty for even thinking of it. Tears are rising to the surface again, beading her lashes.

‘Everything OK?’ her father asks.

Hannah checks the time on her mobile as a way of averting her eyes. ‘Actually I’ve got a band practice to get to. Will you be all right till I get back?’

Downstairs she gathers her long pale hair into the baseball cap she uses as a disguise to get past the photographers. She then heads outside and walks quickly towards the tube. Before she reaches it she slows down and changes direction. There is no band practice to go to. She will sit on a park bench for an hour or two instead.

A week later, Hannah arrives at the hospital wearing her black-framed glasses rather than her contacts. It seems to help remind her father who she is, or rather who she isn’t.

She finds him on the far side of the hospital garden, partially veiled by the sprawling fronds of a yucca plant. He is sitting in a wheelchair, staring at an empty bird table from behind sunglasses. Across his knees is a blue hospital-issue blanket. By his side is a small portable oxygen tank.

After a month in intensive care and a fortnight in a private room, his doctors had recommended he be moved to a clinic for a further month’s rehabilitation. But Edward had insisted that he was now fit enough to return home, threatening to walk there by himself if he had to. Realizing he was being serious, the doctors had agreed reluctantly. But when they told him arrangements were being made for an ambulance to take him there, he became angry again. He wanted to drive himself home, he said, in his own car, like a normal human being, ‘not some freak’. A compromise was reached. Hannah would drive him and Niall would follow them in his car. So as not to alert any reporters who might be waiting for them at the front of the hospital, they would be allowed to park in the ambulance bay around the back.

As she studies her father, Hannah rubs her arms and regrets wearing a sleeveless top. He might see the Sanskrit tattoo that runs from the base of her neck to her shoulder, the one she has been trying to conceal from him on her visits to the hospital. She worries at the strands of silk and leather about her wrist, tugging them around in full circles before moving to the chunky ring on her thumb and turning that instead. When she looks up, her father is staring at her.

‘Hi,’ she says with a small self-conscious wave from waist height when she is a few feet away from him. ‘You all set?’

Edward smiles unconvincingly when he recognizes her, a stretching of his lips that does not expose his teeth.

‘Got any bags?’

He shakes his head.

‘No. I guess you wouldn’t have. Stupid of me.’ Hannah gives a single clap and rubs her hands. ‘They’ve let me park in the ambulance bay, so we’d better not hang about. Do you want me to push you?’

‘You can drive?’

‘Passed first time,’ Hannah says. ‘You OK for me to push you?’

‘Thank you. I can walk OK but they like you to use these things.’ He taps the armrests of the wheelchair. ‘In case you fall on the premises, I suppose. Liability.’

Spits of rain are falling on the dusty paving stones. As Hannah pushes her father along a path and around the corner of the building, she hums to herself, out of nervousness rather than contentment. When she realizes she is doing it, she stops. ‘OK,’ she says. ‘Now close your eyes.’ She brings the chair to a halt in front of his old Volvo estate. ‘OK, you can open them … It’s been sitting in the garage. Mum hardly ever used it.’

Edward nods. ‘She kept it all these years … Maybe I should go in the back. It’ll be easier with the oxygen tank. I don’t really need it but …’

Hannah thinks she would prefer it if he was in the back too, that way they can talk without facing each other. There is an awkwardness to their conversations which she does not know how to avoid. Though she has rarely left her father’s side since his return, they are still strangers. Their discomfort with each other lies between them like a wall of glass.

A few minutes later, as she waits for a Royal Mail van to let her out on to the Cromwell Road, Hannah drums her fingers on the steering wheel. The Saturday afternoon traffic is thickening, she thinks. Conscious that the Volvo smells of rust and damp carpet, she says: ‘I guess she still smells the same.’

‘My sense of smell hasn’t returned yet.’

Hannah angles her rear-view mirror. Her father is staring straight ahead, motionless, as if he’s clicked out the light.

Chelsea are playing at home, she now realizes, so the traffic will be worse the nearer they get to Parsons Green, a couple of miles away. To her house. To their house. Their. Again the word doesn’t seem to fit. At least there is an occupational therapist waiting for them there, one who has been making all the rehabilitative arrangements, preparing his medication, sorting out the beds and chairs. And Niall has briefed the hospital staff about the need for discretion: it would be in everyone’s interests if the press didn’t hear about this homecoming.

‘What was it like in the cave?’ Hannah asks abruptly, surprising herself with the bluntness of her question. She has avoided asking it and the avoidance has built up a pressure in her mind. ‘It must have been …’ She can’t think of a way to finish the sentence. It must have been what? She has no frame of reference.

When Edward’s voice






























About the Author

Nigel Farndale is the author of The Blasphemer, which was shortlisted for the 2010 Costa Novel Award. His previous books include Haw-Haw: the Tragedy of William and Margaret Joyce, which was shortlisted for the 2005 Whitbread Biography Award and the James Tait Black Memorial Prize. He lives on the Hampshire–Sussex border with his wife and their three sons.

www.nigelfarndale.com


Also by Nigel Farndale

Fiction
The Blasphemer
A Sympathetic Hanging

Non-fiction
Haw-Haw: the Tragedy of William and Margaret Joyce
Flirtation, Seduction, Betrayal: Interviews with Heroes and Villains
Last Action Hero of the British Empire:
Commander John Kerans, 1915–1985


TRANSWORLD PUBLISHERS
61–63 Uxbridge Road, London W5 5SA
A Random House Group Company
www.transworldbooks.co.uk

First published in Great Britain
in 2013 by Doubleday
an imprint of Transworld Publishers

Copyright © Nigel Farndale 2013

Nigel Farndale has asserted his right under the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988 to be identified as the author of this work.

This book is a work of fiction and, except in the case of historical fact, any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library.

Version 1.0 Epub ISBN 9781448167586

ISBNs 9780385619134 (hb)

9780385619141 (tpb)

This ebook is copyright material and must not be copied, reproduced, transferred, distributed, leased, licensed or publicly performed or used in any way except as specifically permitted in writing by the publishers, as allowed under the terms and conditions under which it was purchased or as strictly permitted by applicable copyright law. Any unauthorized distribution or use of this text may be a direct infringement of the author’s and publisher’s rights and those responsible may be liable in law accordingly.

Addresses for Random House Group Ltd companies outside the UK can be found at:
www.randomhouse.co.uk
The Random House Group Ltd Reg. No. 954009

2 4 6 8 10 9 7 5 3 1

OPS/images/MyCoverImage.jpg
2 .

Nile T S FARNDALE

BESTSELLING AUTHOR OF The Blasphemer





